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THE    SECOND    SON 


THE  FAMILY  AT  MELCOMBE 

Mr.  Mitford  of  Melcombe  had  three  sons.  His  estates  lay  in 
one  of  the  richest  of  the  midland  counties,  and  they  were  not 
entailed.  His  house  was  not, very  imposing  nor  beautiful  in  itself, 
being  of  comparatively  recent  erection,  and  built  at  a  period  when 
comfort  within  was  more  considered  than  beauty  without.  It  was 
low,  no  more  than  two  stories  in  height,  but  spreading  over  a  wide 
area,  with  a  long  garden  front  which  permitted  a  very  handsome 
suite  of  rooms ;  dehghtful  to  live  in,  though  without  architectiiral 
pretensions  of  any  kind.  Though  the  house  was  so  recent,  the 
Mitfords  had  been  at  Melcombe  for  as  many  centuries  as  were 
necessary  to  establish  their  claims  as  county  gentry  of  the  best 
class,  and  had  met  with  those  misfortunes  which  are  almost  as 
indispensable  as  success  and  prosperity  to  the  thorough  establish- 
ment of  an  old  race.  They  had  suffered  more  or  less  in  the  Jacobite 
rebellious,  their  house  had  been  burnt  down  more  than  once,  they 
had  given  their  family  valuables  to  the  king  when  he  was  at 
Oxford.  These  circumstances  made  the  fact  that  their  house  was 
new  and  ugly,  then'  plate  a  little  scanty,  their  jewels  defective, 
rather  a  point  of  pride  than  of  humiliation  for  the  family.  It  was 
also  rather  a  feather  in  their  cap  that  the  eutaU  embraced  only  a 
very  small  portion  of  their  possessions  ;  for  had  it  not  been  broken 
in  haste  during  the  eighteenth  century,  in  order  to  leave  the  heir  / 
free  to  follow  Prince  Charlie  without  ruining  the  family  in  case  the 
Hanoverians  should  hold,  as  happened,  the  winning  side?  This 
step,  however,  is  a  very  important  one,  when  the  family,  and  not 
the  individual  possessor,  is  taken  into  view.  It  is  generally  sup- 
posed that  the  law  of  natural  justice  reqiures  the  abrogation  of  all 
S  B 
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such  restrictions  as  those  involved  in  hiws  of  primogeniture  and 
entail.  But  there  are,  as  usual  with  most  human  questions,  two 
ways  of  looking  at  this  matter.  If  you  have  made  a  great  deal  of 
money,  it  is  only  right  that  you  should  have  the  power  of  dividing 
it  among  your  descendants,  or  (which  is  still  another  view)  giving 
it  to  whom  you  choose.  But  when  an  inheritance  has  been  handed 
down  to  you  by  your  fathers  and  grandfathers  in  succession,  the 
natural  justice  runs  all  the  other  way.  Then  it  becomes  a  breach 
of  right  to  contradict  the  purpose  with  which  it  was  constituted, 
the  limitations  under  which  you  received  it :  since  it  is  not  your 
property  at  all  save  in  trust.  But  this  is  neither  the  moment  nor 
the  i^lace  for  a  treatise  upon  the  English  laws  of  succession.  Mr. 
Mitford  was  a  man  who  had  a  great  idea  of  his  rights  as  an  indi- 
vidual, and  he  was  the  third  in  succession  who  had  held  the  estates 
of  Melcombe  entirely  in  his  own  hands. 

His  three  sons  were  Roger,  Edmund,  and  Stephen.  The  eldest 
son,  notwithstanding  the  power  of  disinheritance  which  was  in  his 
father's  hands,  had  been  brought  up  as  eldest  sons  usually  are, 
without  any  alarm  as  to  his  future,  or  idea  that  imder  any  possi- 
bility he  could  be  displaced  from  his  natural  position.  He  had 
been  in  the  Guards  in  his  youth,  and  had  passed  that  blossoming 
portion  of  his  existence  without  any  discredit,  if  also  without  any 
special  use.  He  had  withdrawn,  however,  from  a  life  somewhat 
too  expensive  for  his  allowance  and  circumstances  some  years  before 
the  beginning  of  this  history,  and,  with  occasional  absences  for 
pleasure  or  adventure,  lived  at  home,  managing  as  much  of  the 
business  of  the  estate  as  his  father  permitted  to  pass  out  of  his 
own  hands,  looking  after  the  stables,  hunting  a  little,  and  finding 
enough  to  occupy  him  in  that  busy  idleness  of  country  life  which 
is  so  seductive  and  looks  so  much  like  important  work  when  the 
doer  of  it  has  nothing  else  to  do.  Roger  was  not,  however,  ignor- 
ant of  what  men  have  to  do  in  regions  where  existence  is  less  easy. 
He  had  been,  as  people  say,  a  great  deal  about  the  world.  He  had 
taken  that  round  which,  to  young  men  of  the  present  day,  stands  in 
the  place  of  the  grand  tour  which  their  forefathers  took  with  more 
or  less  advantage  in  the  way  of  culture  and  art.  He  had  been  all 
over  America,  he  was  still  part  owner  of  a  Californian  ranche,  he 
had  touched  at  Japan,  and  he  knew  familiarly  many  a  place  which, 
a  generation  ago,  only  sailors  by  profession  or  merchants'  clerks 
knew  anything  about.  How  much  good  all  these  varied  experi- 
ences had  done  him  it  would  be  hard  to  say,  but  they  had  at  least 
contributed  with  many  other  influences  to  form  the  man. 

Edmund,  the  second  son,  was  of  a  very  difi"erent  mould.     He 
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was  one  of  those  who  are  untra veiled,  and  have  not  knocked  about 
or  roughed  it,  as  it  is  the  fashion  to  do ;  that  is  to  say,  he  knew 
Europe  and  the  great  countries  which  have  marched  with  his  own 
through  the  comparatively  modern  levels  of  history,  and  he  knew 
books  and  rather  more  art  than  was  good  for  him.  He  had  a 
mild  little  fortune  of  his  own,  derived  from  his  mother ;  the  just 
enough  which  is  supposed  to  be  very  bad  for  a  young  man  by 
inducing  him  to  believe  that  it  is  unnecessary  to  do  anything  for 
himself,  but  which  the  present  writer  takes  the  liberty  of  believing 
is  sometimes  very  good  for  a  young  man,  keeping  him  out  of  the 
ranks  of  the  struggling  without  that  sense  of  guilt  and  helplessness 
which  must  always  characterise  the  ineffectiveness  of  the  poor. 
Edmund  cared  little  for  game,  great  or  small ;  he  was  not  inter- 
ested in  savage  life,  whether  that  of  the  hunter,  or  the  cattle- 
owner,  or  the  aboriginal,  though  more  in  the  last  than  in  the  first. 
He  was  a  man  somewhat  without  motive  in  the  world,  reading  a 
great  deal,  wandering  more  or  less,  writing  a  little,  musing  much. 
His  musings  did  not  come  to  anything  to  speak  of;  indeed,  there 
was  supposed  to  be  little  use  in  him  of  any  kind.  He  could  not 
even  lay  claim  to  that  high  reputation  in  the  way  of  hric-ci-hrac 
which,  for  a  dilettante  such  as  he  allowed  himself  to  be,  is  a  kind 
of  salvation.  Whether  it  was  indolence,  or  whether  it  was  that 
he  had  no  conviction  of  the  importance  of  Japanese  fans  and  china 
plates  in  decoration,  he  had  not  made  much  even  of  the  rooms 
which  had  been  given  ujd  to  him  at  home.  They  were  hung  only 
with  pictures  and  water-colour  sketches,  some  of  which  were  done 
by  his  own  hand,  without  a  fan  among  them,  or  any  other  bar- 
baric '  bit  of  colour.'  He  did  not  come  up  to  his  possibilities  even 
in  that  respect.  His  presence  or  absence  did  not  tell  very  much 
upon  the  house.  It  is  true  that  most  of  the  inhabitants  at  Mel- 
combe  were  glad  to  have  him  there ;  but  those  very  qualities  which 
made  everybody  pleased  to  see  him  diminished  the  importance  of 
his  going  away.  He  gave  so  little  trouble  that  no  one  missed 
him,  though  when  he  was  at  home  the  fact  that  he  gave  little 
trouble  was  his  highest  praise. 

Stephen  was  the  one  who  turned  the  house  upside  down  when 
he  appeared.  He  was  a  soldier,  with  his  regiment,  spending  only 
his  intervals  of  leave  (and  not  always  those)  at  Melcombe.  But 
no  one  could  be  under  any  doubt  on  the  subject  when  Stephen  was 
at  home.  He  had  everything  altered  to  suit  his  pleasure ;  even 
Mr.  Mitford,  who  never  departed  from  his  rules,  was  unconsciously 
thrust  out  of  them  on  Stephen's  return,  and  thought  nothing  of  it. 
This  not  because  he  was  tlie  favourite.     He  could  not  be  said  to 
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be  the  favourite.  He  was  too  noisy,  too  imperious,  for  that  part. 
He  had  not  the  sweetness,  the  persuasiveness,  which  procures  one 
of  a  fliraily  his  own  way.  He  got  the  upper  hand  because  he 
insisted  upon  it.  None  of  the  others  felt  themselves  able  to  oppose 
Stephen.  As  for  Edmund,  he  shrunk  at  once  from  any  controversy, 
feeling  that  he  must  go  to  the  wall ;  and  Roger  would  give  in  with 
a  growl,  saying  in  his  moustache  that  the  feUow  was  not  here  for 

long,  or  else- Mr.  Mitford  yielded  with  a  still  worse  grace,  but 

he  did  yield  also, — chiefly  because  he  felt  it  undignified  to  engage 
in  any  strife  unless  he  was  certain  to  be  victorious,  and  that  could 
never  be  certain  when  it  was  Stephen  who  was  the  antagonist. 
Stephen  did  not  mind  in  the  least  what  weapons  he  used.  He 
would  speak  of  his  father's  age  in  a  way  which  made  Mr.  Mitford 
furious.  'I  don't  want  to  disturb  you,  sir,  at  your  time  of  life. 
One  knows,  of  course,  that  habit  is  more  than  second  nature  with 
old  people.' — 'Who  the  deuce  do  you  mean  by  your  old  people?' 
Mr.  Mitford  would  shout  in  a  passion,  conscious  of  being  only 
sixty-seven,  and  well  out  of  sight  yet  of  the  threescore  and  ten 
years.  The  servants  invariably  flew  to  execute  Mr.  Stephen's 
orders.  Anything  for  a  quiet  life,  they  said.  And  thus  it  was 
that  without  going  out  of  his  course  to  conciliate  anybody,  or 
troubling  himself  about  the  least  recompense,  Stephen  got  most 
things  his  own  way.  He  was,  perhaps,  the  handsomest  of  his 
fomily,  as  features  and  merely  physical  attributes  go.  He  was 
taller  than  his  brothers,  he  was  better  at  all  out-door  pursuits ;  or 
perhaps  it  was  because  he  always  said  he  was  the  best  that  every- 
body thought  so.  Then  he  had  the  reputation  of  being  open-handed 
and  liberal,  because  people  who  are  so  noisy  and  impulsive  generally 
are  as  careless  of  money  as  they  are  of  other  people's  comfort,  or  at 
least  it  is  usual  to  think  so.  Stephen  is  so  thoughtless,  everybody 
said ;  you  don't  expect  Stephen  to  remember  little  precautions,  or 
to  curry  favour,  but  at  bottom  he's  the  most  good-natured  fellow ! 
He  doesn't  pretend  to  be  clever,  but  he  sticks  to  his  friends  like 
a  good  one,  the  gentlemen  said.  He's  a  little  rough,  bv;t  then  he's 
so  very  good-natured,  said  the  ladies.  So  Stephen  went  on  steadily 
thinking  of  nothing  but  how  to  please  himself.  There  is  no  branch 
of  human  industry  in  which  perseverance  is  more  sure  of  its  reward. 
There  were  daughters  in  the  Mitford  family,  but  they  had  never 
been  taken  much  into  account.  The  mother  had  died  young,  and 
no  feminine  head  of  the  house  had  ever  succeeded  her.  There  was 
an  excellent  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Simmons,  who  devoted  herself  to 
the  boys,  but  thought  young  ladies  were  best  in  the  schoolroom, 
and  kept  the  governesses  at  a  haughty  distance.     The  young  ladies 
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were  timid  girls,  who  were  frightened  of  their  brothers,  and  thought 
Mrs.  Simmons  quite  right.  Somehow  or  other,  nobody  quite  knew 
how,  two  of  them  married  out  of  that  schooboora,  and  escaped  into 
what  we  must  hope  was  a  better  life.  One  little  gud  was  still  left 
at  home.  Her  name  was  Katherine,  but  she  had  not  the  vigoiir 
which  that  name  impUes.  To  have  called  her  Kate  would  have 
been  impossible,  or  even  Katie.  The  universal  sentiment  of  those 
who  knew  her  averted  this  false  nomenclature  by  calling  her  Nina, 
supposed  to  be  a  contraction  of  the  last  syllable  of  her  name,  as  it 
is  of  so  many  names.  She  was  nearly  eighteen  at  the  period  to 
which  I  am  referring ;  a  pretty  enough  little  girl,  looking  much 
younger  than  her  age,  and  with  a  constantly  apologetic  tone  about 
her,  as  if  she  had  no  business  to  be  in  the  way,  or  show  herself  in 
superior  male  society, — which,  to  tell  the  truth,  she  did  very  little. 
The  last  governess  had  departed  some  time  before :  governesses 
had  not  been  welcome  in  the  Mitford  family,  nor  had  they  been 
happy ;  and  in  what  way  Nina  had  been  educated,  or  her  sisters 
before  her,  nobody  knew.  It  was  supposed  that  they  coidd  read 
and  write,  and  it  was  known  (by  the  nuisance  it  was)  that  they 
could  play  badly  upon  a  well-thumped  schoolroom  piano,  out  of 
which  more  noise  than  music  was  ever  got.  Now  that  the  gover- 
ness was  gone,  Nina  was  more  often  visible  than  she  had  been 
before.  The  humblest  of  little  apologetic  girls  cannot  live  in  a 
schoolroom  all  alone.  If  there  had  been  no  other  reason  against 
it,  there  was  this  reason,  that  it  was  now  nobody's  business  to 
carry  up  tea  to  that  secluded  place.  The  schoolroom  maid  had 
departed  along  with  the  governess,  and  when  this  dilemma  was 
reported  to  Mrs.  Simmons  her  deliverance  was  very  decisive.  '  It 
is  high  time  Miss  Nina  came  down  to  dinner,'  she  said,  although 
on  a  former  occasion  she  had  protested  that  the  schoolroom  was 
the  proper  place  for  young  ladies.  This  proves  that  even  the 
housekeeper  was  not  always  consistent ;  but  then,  in  the  present 
case,  tea  in  the  schoolroom  instead  of  dinner  downstairs  had  the 
air  of  being  a  privilege  for  Nina,  a  thing  that  evidently  could  not 
be.  When  it  was  thus  settled  that  she  should  make  her  appearance 
at  dinner,  Nina  learned  to  show  herself  much  more  downstairs 
during  the  day.  She  was  all  alone,  poor  little  thing ;  there  was 
nobody  to  talk  with  upstairs,  or  with  whom  to  exchange  those 
innocent  little  secrets  which  belong  to  girlliood.  She  was  very 
heart-sick  with  longing  for  her  sisters,  and  for  Miss  Beaumont,  Avho 
had  been  kind,  and  even  for  I\Iattie,  the  little  schoolroom  maid. 
Had  she  beeu  left  alone,  the  deserted  girl  would  in  all  likelihood 
have  formed  a  very  unsuitable  but  devoted  friendship  with  Mattie  ; 
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or  she  might  have  fallen  in  love  with  the  gardener,  or  done  some- 
thing of  a  desperate  kind.  Mrs,  Simmons  saved  her  by  issuing 
that  recommendation,  which  was  as  good  as  an  order.  Nina  did 
not  like  it  at  first,  but  afterwards  she  got  to  like  it.  She  was  a 
pretty  little  creature.  She  was  very  anxious  to  please.  And 
when  any  one  walked  into  the  drawing-room,  which  had  hitherto 
been  empty,  save  on  great  occasions,  and  became  aware  of  a  little 
startled  movement,  and  the  raising  of  a  pair  of  half-frightened  eyes, 
and  the  flutter  of  a  frock  which  seemed  ready  to  flutter  out  of  sight 
on  the  faintest  indication  that  it  was  in  the  way,  the  spectacle  soon 
came  to  be  quite  an  agreeable  thing. 

The  sitting-rooms  of  the  house  were  en  suite.  There  was  first 
a  library,  with  windows  all  round,  in  one  corner,  then  a  large 
drawing-room,  then  a  small  one,  and  at  the  other  corner  the  dining- 
room.  The  whole  line  of  rooms  was  lighted  at  night.  The  drawing- 
rooms  served  only  the  purpose  of  a  passage  from  the  library  at  one 
end  to  the  banquet  at  the  other.  But  the  flutter  of  Nina's  frock 
changed  this  arrangement,  and  made  the  silent  passage  room  into 
a  little  centre  of  domestic  life,  more  pleasant  than  the  heavy 
library,  which  was  lined  with  books  and  hung  with  heavy  curtains, 
as  became  the  abode  of  knowledge  and  masculine  mental  occupation. 
It  may  be  doubted,  perhaps,  whether  Mr.  Mitford  ever  discussed 
a  question  more  profound  than  how  to  gain  a  little  upon  his  new 
leases,  or  keep  back  a  little  from  the  new  buildings  and  repairs 
which  his  farmers  demanded.  But  these  are  questions  serious 
enough  in  their  way,  and  the  library  was  grave  enough  in  appear- 
ance to  be  tenanted  by  a  bishop.  The  young  men  and  their  father, 
not  always  on  the  best  of  terms  with  each  other,  formed  a  sufliciently 
gloomy  procession  when  they  came  from  under  the  shade  of  the 
dark  velvet  portiere,  marching  along  to  dinner,  foitr  tall  men,  and 
not  a  smiling  face.  When  first  Nina's  white  frock  had  been  seen 
to  rise  timidly  from  one  of  the  sofas  it  made  a  sensation  in  the 
group.  'What  are  you  doing  here  at  this  hourl'  Mr.  Mitford 
said  to  his  daughter  somewhat  grufily.  '  Please,  papa,  Miss 
Beaumont  has  gone,'  said  Nina,  trembling  a  little.  '  To  be  sure,' 
he  said,  mollified  by  her  wistfifl  look,  and  offered  his  daughter  his 
arm.  How  Nina  had  trembled  as  she  took  that  formidable  arm  ! 
She  was  ready  to  sink  into  the  earth  one  minute,  but  the  next 
could  not  help  saying  to  herself,  '  Oh,  that  Mrs.  Simmons  could 
see  me  !'  For  though  it  was  the  housekeeper  who  had  been  the 
cause  of  this  bold  step,  she  had  not  intended  it  to  be  to  Nina's 
advantage ;  nor  had  it  ever  occurred  to  her  that  her  master,  who 
was  so  little  careful  of  the  girls,  should,  on  seeing  this  little  one, 
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with  her  downcast  eyes,  trembling  before  him,  have  remembered 
that  little  Nina  was  a  lady,  and  offered  her  his  majestic  arm. 

By  and  by,  dating  from  this  time,  a  change  came  about  in  the 
domestic  arrangements  at  Melcombe.  Edmund  was  the  first  who 
forsook  the  gloomy  assembly  in  the  library,  and  went  to  Nina  in 
the  drawing-room  when  the  gong  sounded  for  dinner ;  and  at  last 
it  came  to  this,  that  Mr.  Mitford  issued  alone  out  of  the  library 
door,  and  found  his  three  sons,  in  their  black  coats,  all  gathered 
round  Nina,  as  if  she  somehow,  who  was  nobody,  only  the  youngest 
and  a  girl,  had  become  a  sort  of  head  in  the  house.  She  did  not, 
however,  rise  to  the  occasion.  Nor  did  Roger,  to  whom  his  father 
left  it  to  give  the  little  lady  his  arm,  give  over  to  her  the  head  of 
the  table,  which  had  been  his  place  since  she  was  a  baby.  She 
sat  at  her  brother's  right  hand,  as  if  she  had  been  a  little  guest. 
It  would  have  appeared  absurd  to  all  of  them  to  put  this  little 
thing,  though  they  all  liked  her  well  enough,  in  the  place  of  the 
mistress  of  the  house. 

Such  were  the  Mitfords  and  their  house  and  fomily  at  the  time 
when  this  episode  of  their  story  begins. 


II 

THEIR   NEIGHBOURS 

Neighbours,  as  everybody  knows,  are  vastly  more  important  in 
the  country  than  they  can  be  in  town.  The  Mitfords  were 
not  people  who  kept  much  company ;  indeed,  the  female  element 
being  so  entirely  suppressed  as  it  was,  they  can  scarcely  be  said  to 
have  kept  any  company  at  all.  They  had  parties  of  men  in  the 
house  in  September,  and  sometimes  at  other  periods,  when  an 
election  or  some  great  public  event  occurred  in  the  country ;  or  in 
the  race  week  at  Beaulieu,  when  everybody  is  expected,  more  or 
less,  to  entertain.  It  might  perhaps  have  been  on  these  occasions 
that  the  elder  girls  met  their  respective  husbands ;  but  the  matches 
were  all  made  in  neighbouring  houses,  never  at  home.  And 
speaking  of  society,  there  was  none  at  Melcombe ;  for  who  would 
call  a  shooting-party,  or  a  collection  of  men  gathered  together  for  any 
one  distinct  male  object,  society  1  But  the  neighbourhood  was,  as 
everybody  said,  distinctly  sociable  and  friendly.  The  nearest 
house,  of  course,  was  the  Eectory,  and  the  nearest  neighbours  were 
clerical.  How  it  is  that  the  English  gentry  should  for  so  many 
centuries  have  suffered  the  existence  at  their  very  door  of  house- 
holds fraught  with  peril  to  their  younger  members  is  a  question 
which  has  not  passed  without  previous  discussion,  that  we  should 
introduce  it  head  and  shoulders  here  without  warning.  It  is  one 
of  the  highest  proofs  of  the  sincerity  of  religious  princijile  and 
faith  in  the  national  church  which  a  body  of  excellent  but  perhaps 
not  remarkably  spii'itual-miuded  persons  could  give.  The  Eectory 
is  almost  always  at  the  Squire's  park  gates ;  it  is  nearer  than  any 
other  house.  In,  say,  six  cases  out  of  ten,  it  is  full  of  sons  and 
daughters  about  the  same  ages  as  the  Squire's  sons  and  daughters ; 
young  people  evidently  quite  as  good  in  every  way,  but  probably 
not  at  all  rich,  or  likely  to  increase  by  connection  or  otherwise  the 
greatness  of  his  house.  The  sons,  young  fellows  getting  afloat  in 
the  professions,  or  scuffling  through  the  long  vacation  as  best  they 
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can  between  the  Hall,  which  is  the  chief  house  in  the  parish,  and 
the  clerical  house,  which  is  the  second, — what  a  danger  for  the 
Squire's  daughters,  probably  just  at  the  impressionable  age,  and 
not  yet  competent  to  judge  of  the  advantages  of  a  good  match ! 
And  the  girls,  still  more  dangerous,  innocent  man-traps  laid  in  the 
very  sight  of  an  indignant  father  !  Sometimes  the  familiarity  in 
which  the  two  sets  of  young  people  have  grown  up,  calling  each 
other  by  their  Christian  names,  and  assuming  almost  brotherly  and 
sisterly  relationships,  is  a  safeguard ;  but  not  always,  for  these 
sorts  of  fraternal  relations  often  expand  into  something  nearer  and 
dearer. 

The  Mitfords  were  exceptionally  fortunate,  however,  in  their 
clerical  family.  The  Rector  of  Melcombe  had  but  two  children  : 
the  daughter  (providentially)  older  than  any  of  the  Mitford  boys  ; 
the  son  younger  even  than  Nina,  which  was  more  than  could  have 
been  hoped  for.  The  Rector  was  of  a  Jersey  family,  and  his 
name  was  spelt  Le  Mesurier,  as  no  doubt  it  ought  to  have  been 
pronounced ;  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  he  was  called  Lemeasurer,  as 
if  it  were  one  word,  and  he  never  objected  to  the  mispronunciation. 
Miss  Lemesurier  was  the  housekeeper,  nay,  the  head  of  the  house, 
at  the  Rectory.  Her  mother  was  dead  long  ago.  Miss  Lemesurier 
was  approaching  forty,  and  she  was  by  far  the  best  curate  her 
father  had  ever  had.  Not  only  did  all  the  external  affairs  of  the 
parish  pass  through  her  hands,  but  most  of  the  spiritual  too.  She 
was  a  large  woman,  larger  than  her  father,  and  overshadowing  him 
both  mentally  and  bodily.  She  had  a  great  deal  of  fair  hair, 
somewhat  sandy,  but  which  in  its  day  had  been  celebrated  as  gold, 
and  this  was  her  chief  external  distinction.  She  wore  it  in  an 
old-fashioned  way,  in  large  massive  braids,  so  that  it  could  never 
be  ignored,  and  was  a  conspicuous  part  of  her  somewhat  imposing 
personahty.  Her  name,  it  was  believed,  was  Patience,  but  she 
had  never  been  known  as  anything  but  Pax,  though  the  origin  of 
that  cognomen  was  lost  in  the  mists  of  antiquity.  The  Rectory, 
withdrawn  among  its  trees,  had  a  dignified  and  impressive  appear- 
ance, with  the  spire  of  Melcombe  old  church  rising  beyond  it  into 
peaceful  blue  skies  flecked  with  English  cloud,  and  scarcely  stained 
by  the  village  smoke.  But  through  an  opening  in  these  trees. 
Pax  Lemesurier,  from  where  she  sat  at  her  favourite  window, 
commanded  tlie  gate  of  the  great  house,  and  saw  everybody  who 
went  and  came.  Nature  had  at  first  aflbrded  this  facility,  but  it 
was  kept  up  by  art.  She  had  the  opening  carefully  preserved  and 
trimmed,  so  tliat  no  intrusive  bough  should  ever  shut  that 
prospect  out. 
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This  was  the  nearest  female  neighbour  our  Squire's  family  had. 
Naturally,  as  she  was  several  years  older  than  the  Mitfords,  two 
of  them  in  succession  had  fallen  in  love  with  Pax.  It  had  been  a 
short  affair  with  Roger,  who  had  learned  better  after  his  first 
period  of  service  with  his  regiment.  But  Edmund  had  held  by  it 
a  long  time,  and  would  have  brought  it  to  the  crisis  of  marriage  if 
Pax  would  have  listened  to  him ;  but  she  was  not  that  kind  of 
woman.  Marrying,  she  declared  at  once,  was  not  in  her  way. 
She  had  a  house  of  her  own,  as  much  as  any  married  woman  had, 
and  a  great  deal  more  independence,  and  to  change  this  free  and 
full  life  for  that  of  a  younger  son's  wife,  watching  her  husband's 
countenance  to  keep  him  in  good-humour,  and  conciliating  his 
father  that  he  might  increase  their  allowance,  was  a  sort  of  thing 
to  which  nothing  would  make  her  submit,  —  'nothing,  at  least, 
with  which  I  am  at  present  acquainted,'  Pax  said.  '  Of  course 
such  a  thing  might  happen  as  that  I  should  fall  in  love.'  She 
said  this  with  such  gravity  that  everybody  laughed,  putting  aside, 
as  it  were,  a  margin  for  future  possibilities.  At  the  moment 
Edmund  was  very  angry  and  much  offended  by  this  speech,  which 
showed  how  entirely  that  specific  was  out  of  the  question  in  his 
own  case :  but  in  the  end  he  learned  to  laugh,  too. 

Another  notable  member  of  the  neighbouring  society  may  best 
be  introduced  to  the  reader  as  she  appeared  in  Pax's  drawing- 
room,  one  spring  morning,  having  ridden  over  to  see  her  friend 
from  her  own  house,  which  was  quite  near  as  country  calculations 
go,  being  about  five  miles  off.  This  young  lady  was  a  person  of 
great  importance  in  the  circle  round  Melcombe.  She  was  an 
heiress,  not  only  of  money,  but  of  a  delightful  and  highly  prosper- 
ous estate ;  and  though  her  name  was  not  of  much  account,  and 
her  connection  with  the  district  recent,  no  one  coidd  have  a  finer 
position  than  Elizabeth  Travers,  to  whom  all  the  greatest  families 
in  the  neighbourhood,  possessing  sons,  showed  the  utmost  attention. 
She  was  not  in  her  teens,  like  the  usual  heroines  of  romance,  but 
in  her  twenties,  which  is  very  different,  and  had  seen  a  good  deal 
of  the  world.  It  would  be  impossible  to  pretend  that  she  was  rm- 
aware  of  the  position  she  held,  and  the  great  advantages,  as  people 
say,  which  she  possessed.  As  these  advantages  were  evidently 
not  hers,  but  those  of  her  wealth,  she  was  not  proud  of  them,  but 
occasionally,  indeed,  a  little  bitter,  like  a  woman  who  felt  herself 
wronged,  although  she  got  nothing  but  compliments  and  worship. 
Her  position  was  so  far  peculiar  that  she  had  inherited  all  this 
from  an  uncle,  recently  dead,  who  out  of  some  abstract  impression 
of  justice,  believing  that  EUzabeth's  father  had  laid  the  founda- 
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tions  of  the  fortune  which  he  did  not  live  to  enjoy,  had  left  every- 
thing to  his  niece,  with  but  a  slender  provision  for  the  insipid, 
delicate  invalid  wife  whom  he  left  behind.  Mrs.  Travers  had 
been  kept  in  ignorance  of  this  arrangement,  which  had  taken  even 
her  own  house  from  her.  It  was  the  one  thing  upon  wliich 
Elizabeth  insisted.  The  poor  lady  was  told  that  Elizabeth  was 
the  final  heir,  and  that  it  was  not  in  her  power  to  leave  anything 
away  from  her  husband's  niece,  who  had  always  lived  with  her, 
and  of  whom  in  reality  she  was  both  fond  and  proud.  Mrs. 
Travers,  all  unsuspicious  of  the  truth,  had  shed  a  few  tears  over 
even  this  disability.  '  If  there  had  been  only  ten  thousand,  my 
dear,'  she  said,  '  which  I  could  have  called  my  own  !  Of  course  I 
should  have  left  the  most  of  it  to  you.  He  need  not,  I'm  sure, 
have  ever  supposed  that  I  would  leave  it  away  from  you ; 
but  to  think  I  could  do  what  I  liked  with  it,  and  leave  a  few 
legacies  when  I  passed  away,  would  have  been  a  pleasure.  I  don't 
know  why  your  uncle  should  have  had  so  little  faith  in  me,  my 
dear.' 

'  It  was  not  that  he  had  little  faith  in  you,  dear  auutie.  Be- 
sides, you  have  more  than  ten  thousand  pounds,  I  am  sure.  And 
whatever  legacies  you  wish  to  leave,  you  may  be  certain  that  they 
will  be  paid,'  said  Elizabeth. 

But  Mrs.  Travers  shook  her  head,  declaring  that  what  she 
wished  was  not  any  such  assurance,  but  only  that,  to  show  his 
trust  in  her,  he  had  left  her  something  which  she  coidd  have 
considered  as  her  very  own.  This  was  quite  as  great  a  grievance 
to  the  poor  lady  as  if  she  had  known  the  real  state  of  the  case, 
which  Elizabeth,  with  so  much  trouble,  and  even  at  the  cost  of  a 
fib  or  two  (but  it  was  the  lawyers  who  told  them,  and  that  did 
not  matter),  so  carefully  concealed  from  her.  Thus  they  lived  to- 
gether ;  Mrs.  Travers  ordering  everything  as  if  it  were  her  own, 
and  believing  it  so  to  be,  with  Elizabeth,  her  dependant,  in  the 
house.  She  treated  her  niece  as  if  she  had  been  her  daugliter, 
it  must  be  allowed,  but  now  and  then  would  exhibit  little  caprices 
of  proprietorship,  and  debar  her  from  the  use  of  a  horse  or  a 
carriage,  '  It  may  be  yoiu-s  to  do  what  you  like  with  after  I  die, 
but  it's  mine  as  long  as  I  live,'  she  would  say  pettishly  :  notwith- 
standing that  the  house  and  everything  in  it,  the  carriages  and 
horses,  were  Elizaljctli's  and  not  hers  at  all.  This  assertion  of 
rights  had  been  of  little  importance  while  the  two  ladies  led  a 
secluded  life  of  mourning,  after  the  death  of  the  head  of  the  house ; 
but  that  period  was  about  ending,  and  Elizabeth's  embarrassments 
and  ditticulties  were  likely  to  increase.     It  was  upon  this  subject, 
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with  perhaps  some  others  underneath,  that  she  had  now  come  to 
unburden  her  heart. 

Miss  Lemesurier  sat  in  her  usixal  chair  near  the  window,  which 
commanded  the  Melcombe  park  gates.  She  was  in  a  liglit  gown, 
as  was  also  her  wont,  though  it  was  not  becoming.  Her  flood  of 
light  hair,  in  two  great  heavy  braids,  framed  her  face,  and  was 
twisted  in  a  great  knot  behind.  Her  complexion,  which  had 
grown  a  little  dull,  was  not  capable  of  overcoming  the  mingled 
effects  of  the  light  hair  and  dress,  and  her  eyes,  though  they  were 
large  and  animated,  were  gray,  too,  of  a  yellowish  tone,  concen- 
trating rather  than  giving  forth  light.  She  lent  her  full  attention 
to  Elizabeth,  and  yet  she  kept  her  eyes  on  the  park  gates  of 
Melcombe,  and  not  a  beggar  or  tramp  could  pass  out  or  in  without 
being  seen  by  Pax. 

'  It  is  vexing,  that's  all,'  said  Elizabeth,  drying  her  brown  eyes, 
which  in  their  wet  condition  sent  sparks  of  light  all  round  her, 
and  illuminated  the  scene.  '  It  isn't  as  if  I  wished  poor  auntie  to 
lose  the  least  of  the  pleasure  she  takes  in  her  things.' 

'  Only  they  are  not  her  things  ;  they're  your  things.' 

'  Oh,  what  does  that  matter  1  What  do  I  care  whose  things 
they  are  1     But  she  cares,  poor  dear  ] ' 

'  I'm  not  fond  of  self-deception,'  said  Pax,  folding  her  large 
hands  in  her  lap.  '  If  you  didn't  care,  my  dear,  you  would  never 
come  and  tell  me.' 

'  Oh,  Pax  ! ' 

'I'm  not  fond  of  deception  of  any  kind,'  continued  Miss 
Lemesiu'ier.  '  The  subject  of  it  is  always  angry  when  it  is  found 
out,  and  has  a  right  to  be  angry.  You  know  I  was  always  for 
letting  Mrs.  Travers,  poor  thing,  know ;  there  would  have  been  a 
few  more  tears,  and  then  all  would  have  been  right.' 

'  I  don't  think  so.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  my  uncle's  will  was 
very  unjust.  Fancy  his  wife,  who  had  been  his  faithful  companion 
all  these  years  !  Everything  had  been  hers,  just  as  much  hers  as 
his,  and  in  a  moment  they  all  pass  away  from  her  without  any 
reason,  and  come  to  me.     Nothing  could  be  more  unjust.' 

'  That's  a  large  statement,'  said  Pax.  '  I  don't  know  if  it's 
unjust  or  not,  but  there  can't  be  a  doubt  that  it's  hard.  Widows 
have  almost  always  to  bear  it.  Perhaps  they  don't  mind.  When 
it's  their  own  son  who  turns  them  out  of  house  and  home  every- 
body seems  to  think  it's  all  right.  But  of  com-se  you  would  never 
have  turned  her  out.  You  would  have  made  yourself  her  slave, — 
as,  indeed,  you  are  doing  now.' 

'Not  a  slave   at  all.      It's  all  quite  right,'  said  Elizabeth. 
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'Sometimes  she  is  a  little  aggravating,  and  then  I  come  and 
grumble  to  you, — but  only  to  you,  Pax :  and  then  it  all  comes 
right  again.' 

'  What's  wrong  can  never  be  riglit,'  said  Pax,  with  a  certain 
placid  dogmatism.  Slie  jDaused  a  little,  and  then  she  said,  '  There 
is  a  wonderM  sight ! — the  three  Mitford  boys  all  walking  together 
out  of  the  gates.' 

Elizabeth  got  np  quickly  to  peep  over  her  friend's  shoulder. 
A  little  additional  colour  had  come  to  her  face.  '  The  three 
Mitford  boys  ! '  she  said,  with  a  little  strained  laugh.  '  One  woidd 
think  you  were  talking  of  three  curled  darlings  in  velvet  frocks,  or 
knickerbockers  at  the  most.' 

'  I've  seen  them  in  both,'  said  Pax  calmly.  '  But  it's  very 
seldom  of  late  that  I've  seen  them  together.  Lizzy,  when  you 
make  up  your  mind,  and  poor  Mrs.  Travers  is  no  longer  in  the 
way ' 

'  How  could  she  ever  be  in  the  way  1 ' 

'  Oh,  my  dear  !  How  much  simpler  this  world  would  be,'  said 
Pax,  '  if  people  would  be  sincere  and  speak  tlie  truth  !  I  think 
the  whole  business  wrong,  you  know.  Still,  having  done  it,  you 
may  at  least  be  frank  about  the  consequences,  and  not  pretend  to 
me  that  it  makes  no  difference.  Of  course  she  is  in  the  way. 
You  know  very  well  you  can  never  marry  while  she  is  there, 
thinking  herself  the  mistress  of  all.  I  should  not  wonder  if  you 
were  to  keep  it  up  to  the  end,  and  humbly  accept  an  allowance 
from  her  out  of  your  own  money.' 

'  It  would  do — us  no  harm  if  I  did,'  said  Elizabeth,  colouring 
high,  and  speaking  in  a  very  low  voice. 

'Very  likely  it  would  do  you  no  harm.  To  be  poor  in  reality 
would  not  do  you  much  harm.  You're  a  good,  honest,  healthy 
young  woman,  and  quite  capable  of  looking  after  your  family,  and 
bringing  up  your  children ' 

'  Pax  ! '  Elizabeth  stopped  her,  laughing  and  blushing.  '  You 
go  a  great  deal  too  fast ! '  she  cried. 

'That's  true.  Of  course  it  would  take  a  few  years.  But 
that's  not  the  question,  my  dear.  You  couldn't  be  married  like 
an  ordinary  girl.  There  would  be  all  the  fuss  in  the  world  about 
settlements,  and  everything  must  be  turned  over  among  the 
lawyers  and  talked  about,  and  your  position  made  known.  You 
couldn't  deceive  her  any  longer ;  it  wouldn't  be  possible.  Every- 
body would  know.' 

'  Everybody,  knows  now,  except  my  poor  auntie.  I  don't  see 
what  difference  it  need  make.' 
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'  And  you  think  you  could  get  a  man  to  aid  and  abet  you  in  all 
that !  You  think  your  liusl)aiid  would  carry  on  tlie  farce,  and 
make  believe  to  be  Mrs.  Travers's  pensioner,  and  have  your  money 
doled  out  through  her  hands  ! ' 

'  Pax,'  cried  Miss  Travers,  '  I  tell  you,  you  go  a  great  deal  too 
fast.  There's  no  such  person ;  time  enough  to  consider  what  he 
would  do  when  he  exists.' 

'  My  poor  child,'  said  Pax,  with  a  mixture  of  pity  and  contempt, 
'  he  exists,  or  at  least  I  hope  so,  for  your  sake.  I  hope  you  are 
not  going  to  marry  thirty  years  hence  some  boy  who  is  not  born 
yet, — that  would  be  a  dismal  look-out  indeed.  He  exists  and  not 
far  off,  or  I'm  mistaken.  Indeed,  I  should  not  wonder  if  he  were 
to  pass  at  any  moment  under  those  trees.' 

'  All  this  is  quite  beyond  the  question,'  said  Elizabeth,  with  a 
look  of  pain.  It  was  not  the  fluttering,  pretty  blusli  of  happy  anti- 
cijDation,  but  a  hot  colour  of  embarrassment,  of  perplexity,  almost  of 
irritation,  that  made  a  line  under  her  eyes.  Something  like  a  flame  of 
trouble  not  unmixed  with  shame  passed  over  her  face.  '  We  have 
talked  of  this  a  great  deal  too  much,'  she  said,  '  or  at  least  I  have  let 
you  talk.  To  speculate  may  be  no  harm.  I  suppose  I  thought  it 
amusing  at  one  time,  but  it  is  not  amusing  now.  Pax,  jolease,  if 
you  care  for  me  at  all,  don't  say  any  more.' 

'  I  care  for  you  a  great  deal,  my  dear,  and  for  him  also, — I 
have  a  right  to,'  Pax  said.  Then  there  was  a  silence  between 
them.  For  as  a  matter  of  fact  the  three  young  men  were  passing 
under  the  trees ;  and  it  remained  uncertain  whether  they  were 
coming  to  the  Rectory,  or  whether  any  one  of  them  was  coming 
to  the  Rectory,  or  where  this  unlikely  group  were  bound.  To  see 
them  all  three  together  was  so  unusual  that  the  women  who  took 
so  great  an  interest  in  them  watched  and  waited  for  the  two  or 
three  decisive  minutes,  almost  holding  their  breath.  The  footsteps 
became  audible  after  a  minute,  and  even  a  distant  sound  of  voices ; 
and  then  these  indications  became  distant,  and  it  was  evident  that 
the  Rectory  was  not  the  end  to  which  they  were  boimd.  Both 
the  ladies  drew  a  long  breath  when  this  was  ascertained  beyond 
doubt,  but  it  is  uncertain  whether  it  was  in  relief  or  disappoint- 
ment. The  colour  still  flamed,  red  and  hot,  under  Elizabeth's  eyes. 
The  passing  sounds  seemed  to  have  disturbed  and  excited  her. 
She  had  forgotten  the  original  subject  of  her  complaints  and 
trouble,  and  her  mind  went  far  away  out  of  the  Rectory  drawing- 
room  to  other  speculations  of  her  own. 

Meanwhile,  the  three  Mitfords  passed  the  Rectory  gate,  and 
recognised  Elizabeth's  horse,  Avhich  the  groom  was  walking  up  and 
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down  outside  the  gate.  'Oh  ho ! '  cried  Stephen.  ' There's 
Lizzy  Travers's  mare.  She's  having  a  consultation  with  old  Pax, 
Roger,  about  the  best  way  of  hooking  you.' 

'I  wish  you'd  tiy  to  be  less  vulgar,  Steve.' 

'  Oh,  vulgar !  As  soon  as  a  fellow  speaks  the  truth  about  a 
woman,  you  call  him  vulgar.  Old  Pax  ought  to  know  how  to  set 
about  it,  if  all  tales  are  true.' 

'There  are  some  things  which  are  worse  than  vulgar,'  said 
Edmund,  '  and  that  is  one  of  them.  Keep  your  mess-room  talk 
for  that  fine  locality.     You  will  soon  be  there.' 

'  I  hope  so,'  cried  Stephen, — '  free  from  the  lackadaisical,  which 
is  worse  than  vulgar  any  day.  Look  here,  j'ou  fellows,  I  wish  you 
would  make  up  your  minds  who  is  going  in  for  Liz, — a  fine  girl 
and  a  fine  fortune,  and  capital  preserves,  though  they're  over- 
stocked. If  it's  not  good  enough  for  you,  it's  quite  good  enough 
for  me,  and  I  shouldn't  mind  settling  down.  Not  at  home, 
though.  The  Governor  is  too  much  for  any  fellow.  I  can't  think 
how  you  stand  it,  you  two.' 

To  this  speech  there  was  no  reply,  and  presently  all  three 
paused  to  greet  a  couple  of  men,  quite  unlike  themselves,  who 
were  crossing  the  common,  coming  from  the  little  railway  station 
to  which  the  Mitfords  were  bound.  One  of  these  was  a  very  trim 
and  fresh  country  gentleman  of  fifty  or  so,  with  a  gray  moustache 
and  that  indescribably  clean,  well-brushed  air,  the  perfection  of 
physical  purity  and  soundness  which  we  in  England  are  apt  to 
consider  characteristic  of  an  Englishman, — a  man  who  was  not 
above  a  cigar,  but  never  smelt  of  smoke ;  who  was  no  ascetic,  yet 
showed  no  symptom  of  any  indidgence ;  who  looked  his  years,  yet 
bore  them  like  a  flower,  and  was  as  active  as  any  of  the  younger 
men  beside  him.  There  was  no  mistaking  the  handsome,  slim 
young  fellow  by  his  side  for  anything  but  his  son.  But  though 
he  was  tall  and  straight  and  delightful  in  the  first  bloom  of  his 
youth,  Raymond  Tredgold  was  not  such  a  perfect  type  as  his 
father.  The  man  was  as  self-possessed  and  easy  in  speech  and 
mind  as  in  appearance ;  the  youth  was  a  little  shy,  a  little  eager, 
half  a  step  in  advance,  but  not  half  so  sure  where  he  was  going  or 
what  he  meant  to  do. 

'  Hallo,  what's  up  1 '  Raymond  cried,  which  indeed  was  but  a 
version  less  refined  of  the  sentiments  of  the  ladies  at  the  Rectory 
window  as  to  the  errand  of  the  brothers,  all  walking  together,  as 
if  they  had  something  (for  once)  in  common  to  do. 

'You're  going  to  see  Stephen  off?'  said  Mr.  Tredgold,  solving 
this  problem  summarily.     '  I'm  sorry  you  arc  going,  Steve.     My 
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girls  thiuk  it  will  soon  be  weather  for  tennis,  and  I  don't  know 
what  else,  and  every  man  tliat  goes  is  a  loss,  they  say.' 

'  If  it's  only  in  the  light  of  any  man  that  goes — I  hope  Amy 
and  Nancy  think  more  of  me  than  that.  Tell  them  I'll  see 
them  in  town,  where  perhaps  they  won't  take  any  notice  of  me.' 

'  Or  you  of  them.  We  know  what  you  think  of  country  folks 
in  town,'  said  Mr.  Tredgold,  with  a  laugh  that  was  not  without 
meaning.  Then  he  added,  '  We  are  going  to  see  if  the  Rector  can 
do  anything  for  Ray  in  the  matter  of  this  exam.' 

Ray  gave  a  little  shrug  to  his  shoulders  when  he  thus  became 
the  subject  of  the  conversation.  He  was  two  and  twenty,  and  it 
was  recognised  as  fully  necessary  that  he  should  lose  no  time. 

'I  am  afraid  the  Rector  has  rather  forgotten  his  classics,' 
said  Edmund. 

'  What  can  I  do  ?  To  send  him  to  a  crammer  is  too  expensive ; 
besides,  I  don't  approve  of  the  system.  I  wish  I  knew  of  any  one 
else.  But  the  Rector,  even  if  he  has  forgotten  something,  must 
still  know  a  great  deal  more  than  Ray.' 

'In  an  old-fashioned  way.' 

'  Goodness,  what  can  that  matter  1  Isn't  it  all  old-fashioned  1 ' 
cried  Mr.  Tredgold,  who  had  been  in  the  army  in  his  youth,  and 
had  not  had  the  advantage  of  a  classical  education.  '  I  always  was 
told  the  classics  themselves  were  the  oldest  things  in  creation.  It 
stands  to  reason  they  can't  be  treated  in  any  of  your  new-fangled 
ways.' 

'  Ray,'  said  Stephen,  '  I'll  tell  you  what  to  do,  a  deal  better 
than  going  in  for  exams.  A  hundred  yards  off,  round  the  corner, 
you'U  see  a  certain  mare  walked  about,  waiting  for  her  mistress, 
and  the  mistress  is  in  the  Rectory  drawing-room  with  old  Pax. 
Go  in  strong  for  that,  and  you  never  need  trouble  your  head  any 
more  about  exams.' 

He  laughed  an  insolent  laugh,  sweeping  over  his  brothers,  both 
of  whom  were  very  grave,  a  malicious  glance  of  defiance.  Young 
Raymond  flashed  an  angry  look  at  his  adviser;  but  the  colour 
rose  in  his  young  cheek,  and  he  made  a  half  step  forward,  like  a  dog 
pulling  at  the  leash  in  spite  of  himself 
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'  I  WONDER,'  said  Edmund,  as  they  returned  towards  the  house, 
'  whether  I  may  speak  to  you  quite  frankly,  Roger  ? ' 

'That  means  make  yourself  disagreeable  about  something. 
Well,  &-e  away.     I  don't  mind  anything,  now  that  fellow  's  gone.' 

'  I  wish  you  woiddn't  speak  of  him  so.' 

'  Come,  that's  a  little  too  much,  Ned.  I  mean  Steve  no  harm, 
but  you  don't  think  it  adds  to  the  comfort  of  the  household,  do 
you,  when  he's  here  ^ ' 

To  this  the  younger  brother  made  no  reply,  especially  as  at  the 
moment  he  had  obeyed  involuntarily  an  impulse  given  by  Roger, 
in  which  more  was  meant  than  met  the  eye.  They  had  been 
walking  along  the  road  which,  with  a  sweep  round  the  vUlage 
common,  led  to  Melcombe  from  the  railway.  Roger  had  not  said 
that  he  intended  to  take  a  less  direct  way,  but  he  silently  turned 
along  a  cross-road  traversing  the  common  in  the  ojiposite  direction, 
and  his  brother  had  followed  without  a  word.  Indeed,  there 
could  not  be  said  to  be  either  leading  or  following  in  the  matter, 
for  they  moved  as  by  one  impulse,  keeping  side  by  side.  Imper- 
ceptible as  the  influence  was,  however,  it  was  so  marked  that 
when  the  turn  was  taken  Edmund  looked  up  quickly  with  a 
questioning  glance.     After  a  moment  he  spoke — 

'  Need  we  enter  into  that  ?  I  have  wanted  for  some  time  to 
speak  to  you,  Roger.  Don't  you  think  you  shoidd  come  to  some 
decision  now,  and  think  of  doing  what  my  father  wishes  so  much, 
what  all  your  friends  desire  1 ' 

'  Speak  plainly.     I  am  bad  at  riddles.' 

'  It  is  no  riddle ;  you  know  what  I  mean,'  said  Edmund,  with 
a  faint  rising  colour.  '  You  should  marry  ;  you  know  that's  the 
question.' 

Roger  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  they  went  on  quickly, 
their  footsteps  ringing  clear  upon  the  road,  as  if  that  had  been 
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the  prevailing  sound  to  which  speech  was  but  a  broken  accompani- 
ment. He  said  at  last,  '  It's  a  question  for  myself,  surely, 
rather  than  for  any  one  else.  Marry — whom,  I  wonder  1  If  I'm 
directed  in  such  a  matter,  the  direction  should  be  complete.' 

Edmund  half  paused,  and  threw  out  his  arm  with  a  quick 
gesture  towards  the  point  which  they  were  leaving  behind.  '  To 
speak  of  direction  is  folly,  Roger.  But  don't  you  know  1  If  you 
don't,  you  are  the  only  ignorant  person.' 

Again  the  steps  went  on  and  the  voices  stayed, — on,  quickly, 
in  measured  cadence,  sure  and  steady  towards  an  aim,  whatever 
that  aim  might  be.  It  was  very  different,  at  least,  from  the 
object  of  the  other  interrupted  strain, — the  conversation  which 
was  begun  and  broken  off  so  often,  and  by  which  only  a  portion  of 
the  intended  meaning  could  be  conveyed. 

When  Roger  broke  silence  again,  it  was  in  the  veiled  voice 
with  which  a  man  speaks  who  turns  his  head  away,  not  to 
encounter  the  scrutiny  of  his  companion's  eye.  '  I  thought  it  was 
the  first  tenet  of  the  romantic  school,'  he  said,  '  that  marriage 
cannot  be  without  love.  Should  I  marry  one  woman  while — 
should  I  insult  one  woman  by  asking  her  while — that's  out  of  the 
question,  at  least.'  With  angry  force  he  kicked  away  a  stone 
which  was  in  his  path  as  if  that  had  been  the  thing  which  was 
out  of  the  question,  and,  hurting  his  foot  upon  it,  gave  vent  to  a 
short,  sharp  exclamation  of  pain,  all  of  which  seemed  to  come 
into  the  discussion  and  form  part  of  it,  as  they  went  on. 

'  Marriage  is  a  very  complex  matter,'  said  the  younger  brother  ; 
'  it's  not  so  simple  as  one  thought.  Love  is  not  the  only  necessity, 
as  one  used  to  suppose.' 

'  You  speak  like  an  oracle,  Ned,'  said  Roger,  seizing  the  oppor- 
tunity 40  laugh  off  an  argument  which  was  becoming  serious. 
'  And  that's  much  from  you,  the  faithful  Edmund.  No,  I'm  not 
going  to  laugh  about  Pax,  dear  old  Pax, — there  never  was  a  better 
or  a  dearer, — but  you  see  the  justice  of  it  now.' 

'  I  see,'  said  Edmund,  adopting  his  brother's  plan,  that  natm-al 
expedient  of  embarrassed  feeling,  and  turning  his  head  aside,  '  that 
there  are  many  things  which  make  it  impossible,  and  best  that  it 
is  impossible.  She  saw  that  well  enough  from  the  first,  and 
always  told  me  so.  It's  rather  a  dreary  thing  to  be  convinced, 
but  I  am  convinced,  if  that  will  do  you  any  good.' 

'  How  should  it  do  me  any  good  V  said  Roger,  in  a  quick, 
startled  tone. 

'  Only  because  you  know  how  much  in  earnest  I  was — and  yet 
I  see  it  an  well  enough.     There  are  other  things  wanted.     There's 
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suitability, — that  commonplace  qualification ;  there's  all  one's  life 
to  be  taken  into  account.' 

'  You  speak  like  Pax  herself,  Ned.' 

'  I  daresay, — it's  all  her  at  second-hand ;  but  the  thing  is,  I 
now  see  it  myself,  which  I  didn't  and  wouldn't  in  the  old  days. 
I  don't  undervalue  love.  God  forbid.  It's  the  foundation  of  all 
things — but ' 

'It  must  consider  suitability  first  of  all,'  said  Roger,  with  a 
forced  laugh,  '  and  reckon  up  all  the  qualifications,  so  much  money, 
so  much  family,  so  much  beauty  even, — oh,  I  know  that  comes  in ; 
and  then,  everything  fully  considered,  it  may  let  itself  go  !  Yes, 
I  understand  all  that.  But,'  the  young  man  continued,  drawing 
a  long  breath,  '  that's  not  how  it  sets  to  work,  alas.  There's  no 
consideration  at  all  to  begin  with, — no  dwelling  on  this,  or  dwell- 
ing on  that,  none  of  yom'  reasons  for  doing  a  thing.  Love,'  he 
went  on,  warming  to  his  subject,  '  is  not  doing  anything.  It  rises 
in  you  when  you  are  thinking  nothing  of  it ;  it  catches  you 
unawares ;  all  at  once  there  comes  into  you  something  that  was 
not  there  a  moment  before.  It's  not  your  doing,  nor  her  doing. 
It  is  not  because  she's  lovely,  even ;  it's  because  of — nothing  that 
I  know.  It  comes,  and  there  it  is :  and  the  question  is — the 
question  is,  what  are  you  to  do  with  it,  what  is  to  follow  it,  how 
is  it  to  end  V  He  clenched  the  hand  that  himg  by  his  side  and 
dashed  it  into  the  vacant  air  with  a  kind  of  fury.  '  Talk  about 
questions  !'  he  cried,  with  a  strange  laugh.  '  There's  a  question 
which  I  don't  know  how  to  solve,  for  one.' 

'Is  it  as  bad  as  thaf?'  asked  his  brother  in  a  subdued  and 
troubled  tone. 

'As  bad  as — what?'  cried  Roger,  turning  upon  him.  'There 
is  no  bad  in  it.  I  don't  believe  you  know  what  I  am  talking 
about.  I  am  talking  of  love,  love  in  the  abstract,  love  with  a 
capital  letter, — what  you  desi)ise,  and  think  should  give  i^lace  to 
suitability,  Ned.  Suitability  !  I  think  I  see  myself  poking  about 
looking  for  what  is  suitable  !  Yes,  when  I  want  a  pair  of  shoes — 
No,  when  what  I  want  is ' 

'  The  companion  of  your  life,  Roger,  the  mistress  of  the  house, 
the  lady  of  Melcombe,  the  representative  of  the  family  in  our 
generations — besides  other  things  more  important  still.' 

'I'm  glad  you  spare  me  the  children  !'  cried  Roger,  with  a  hard 
laugh. 

Then  the  conversation  stopped,  and  the  quick,  steady  strain  of 
the  footsteps,  hurrying  in  their  excitement  like  a  march  in  music, 
resumed ;  always  going  on, — going  on  like  the  composed  strain  of 
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life  through  all  that  can  happen,  quickened  now  and  then  by  the 
hurry  or  commotion  of  some  event,  but  never  brought  to  a  stand- 
still. The  young  men's  minds  were  not  open  to  such  a  comparison, 
nor,  indeed,  to  any  comparison  at  all.  For  a  long  time  they  moved 
on  in  silence,  keeping  step,  with  complete  harmony  in  their  move- 
ment ;  but  in  their  thoughts  they  were  an  immeasurable  distance 
apart.  The  month  was  March;  the  roads  were  dry  and  dusty, 
the  woods  all  covered  with  an  indescribable  softened  tint,  and  here 
and  there  shrubs  with  a  higher  tone  of  budding  green,  which 
denotes  the  new  life  swelling  to  the  tip  of  every  bough,  half  burst- 
ing in  the  brown  buds.  The  footsteps  of  the  brothers  rang  upon 
the  road  in  perfect  measure,  and  for  several  minutes  neither  spoke. 
At  length,  as  the  road  rounded  off  towards  the  west,  Roger  turned 
suddenly  upon  his  companion. 

'Are  you  going  anywhere  in  particular,'  he  said,  'that  you  come 
this  long  round  1  I  thought  you  had  something  to  do  at 
home.' 

'  Only  to  keep  you  company,'  said  Edmund.  '  I  had  not  thought 
of  any  other  motive.' 

'  Are  you  sure  it  was  merely  for  company  1  It  is  your  turn  to 
be  questioned  now.  Didn't  you  think  that  perhajis,  if  you  stuck 
to  my  side,  you  might — influence  me,  for  my  good,  as  you  fellows 
are  always  bent  on  doing  ;  keep  me  from  going  where  I  have  a 
mind  to  go;  make  me  ashamed  possibly  of  where  I  was  going?' 
Roger  spoke  hastily  and  angrily,  but  at  the  same  time  with  em- 
barrassment and  a  hot  flush  upon  his  face.  And  now  for  the  first 
time  the  rhythm  of  their  footsteps  ceased,  and  they  stood  and  looked 
at  each  other  with  much  meaning  between  them,  more  than  was 
put  into  words. 

Edmund  replied  in  a  somewhat  startled  tone :  '  No,  I  don't 
think  I  intended  all  that.  I  came  with  you  without  any  parti- 
cular intention,  out  of  mere  habit,  idleness.  If  you  think  I  meant 
to  spy  upon  you ' 

'  No,  no,'  cried  the  other,  '  nothing  of  the  sort.  If  you  meant 
anything,  Ned,  I  know  it  was  for  my  good  ;  but  don't  you  know, 
you  fellows  who  are  so  fond  of  influence,  that  the  man  who  is  to 
be  influenced  never  likes  it  when  he  finds  it  out?' 

'I  had  no  such  thought,'  said  Edmund,  Beriously.      'I  didn't 

even  know — but  since  you  think  so,  Roger It's  true  I  have 

no  particular  object  in  coming  this  way;  on  the  contrary,  the 
opposite  direction — might  suit  me  best.' 

'I  think  so,  Ned,  if  you  will  not  be  offended.' 

'  Why  should  I  be  offended  V   said  Edmund,  but  he  had  the 
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dubious,  startled  look  of  a  mau  suddenly  iDulled  up  aud  anested  in 
his  coiu'se,  whatever  that  might  be.  'It  is  true  I  have  something 
to  do,'  he  said,  waving  his  hand  to  his  brother  as  he  abruptly 
turned  back.  He  was  not  offended,  but  he  was  abashed  and 
startled  by  this  sudden  dismissal.  No,  there  was  no  cause  of 
offence.  A  brother  may  say  to  a  brother  what  it  would  not  be 
civil  to  say  to  a  stranger ;  he  may  give  that  natural  ally  to  under- 
stand that  he  wants  to  be  alone,  that  he  has  things  to  occupy  which 
do  not  brook  companionship.  The  frankness  of  the  nursery  may 
still  linger  about  their  intercourse  and  no  harm  done.  But  Edmund 
felt,  as  was  equally  natural,  as  if  he  had  been  meddling,  and  his 
efforts  had  been  rejected  as  intrusive.  He  walked  very  quickly  in 
the  opposite  direction,  driven  by  annoyance  and  something  like 
shame,  Avhile  Roger  went  on  with  equal  speed  upon  his  way,  a  little 
disturbed  and  uneasy,  but  full  of  a  fervour  of  feeling  which  drove 
all  those  lesser  sentiments  before  it  like  a  strong  wind.  It  hurt 
him  to  hm't  Ned,  and  at  the  same  time  the  heat  of  his  momentary 
anger  against  Ned,  and  feeling  that  his  presence  was  extremely 
uncalled  for,  impelled  him  to  do  so ;  but  in  a  few  minutes  he  had 
forgotten  all  about  his  brother  and  everything  else  save  the  errand 
upon  which  he  was  bound. 

Edmund  had  no  such  burning  motive  in  his  heart.  When  the 
little  flash  of  irritation  was  over,  evaporating  in  the  speed  of  move- 
ment and  the  prick  of  the  fresh  breeze  which  blew  in  his  face, — 
which,  indeed,  was  an  east  wind,  aud  nothing  less,  though,  far 
inland  as  Melcombe  was  and  sheltered  by  many  woods,  it  was 
robbed  of  much  of  its  severity, — his  hasty  steps  gradually  modified 
into  that  slower  and  reflective  pace  which  comes  natural  to  a 
thoughtful  person  in  the  depths  of  the  country,  where  no  pressure 
or  hurry  is.  He  went  along  quietly,  thinking  of  many  things. 
There  had  been  little  activity  in  Edmund's  life  ;  he  had  been  some- 
what apt  to  follow  the  impulse  given  him,  as  he  had  done  in  the 
present  case,  accompanying  Roger,  with  no  intention  of  interfering 
with  Roger,  but  instinctively,  because  the  turn  had  been  taken 
which  led  that  way.  But  it  was  upon  this  peculiarity  of  his  own 
that  he  reflected,  as  he  turned  away.  He  tliouglit  of  his  brotlier, 
for  whom  he  not  only  felt  much  tenderness,  but  in  whom  he  took 
a  pride,  which  was  not,  perhaps,  justified  by  any  superiority  in 
Roger,  but  was  the  younger  boy's  traditional  admiration  for  his 
elder  brother,  a  sentiment  which  often  lingers  after  the  elder  brother 
has  been  far  surpassed  by  the  younger  one  and  left  behind.  In 
some  respects  this  had  been  done  in  Ednunul's  case.  He  had  a 
better  head  than  Roger,  and  of  this  he  could  not  but  be  aware. 
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He  had  done  better  in  education  than  Roger ;  indeed,  he  had 
accompUshed  much  which  Roger  had  not  even  tried  to  do.  lie 
was  in  reality  more  independent,  more  individual,  than  his  brother, 
who  was  of  the  order  of  the  country  squire,  without  any  higher 
aspirations.  But  yet  Edmund  had  always  been  proud  of  him,  and 
so  continued.  He  had  been  proud,  at  Oxford,  of  the  gay  young 
guardsman  who  brought  a  whiff  of  London  (not  always  too  whole- 
some) among  the  '  men,'  and  dispersed  the  mist  of  thin  talk  about 
schools  and  degrees.  He  was  proud  of  him  now  in  his  robustness, 
his  knowledge  of  several  things,  his  profound  learning  in  horses, 
his  great  rides  and  feats  of  all  kinds.  Roger  could  far  out-ride 
him,  out-walk  him,  even  out-talk  him  in  his  own  way.  Edmund 
admired  his  energy,  his  quick  impulses,  his  certainty  of  being  right, 
whether  about  the  course  taken  by  the  fox  or  the  course  taken  by 
the  government.  As  a  true  man  of  his  time,  knowing  how  very 
much  is  to  be  said  on  both  sides,  Edmund  secretly  laughed  at  this 
certainty,  but  he  admired  it,  all  the  same. 

Something,  however,  had  come  over  Roger,  in  these  late  days, 
which  had  a  strange  effect  upon  this  open-air  and  robust  young 
man, — something  which  had  cast  him  down  from  the  supreme 
height  of  those  certainties,  and  at  the  same  time  opened  out  new 
possibilities  in  him.  To  think  of  Roger,  of  all  people  in  the  world, 
discussing  love, — love,  as  he  said,  with  a  capital  letter,  giving  a 
nervous  laugh ;  a  thing  surrounded  by  all  the  tremors  and  hesita- 
tions and  uncertainties  of  feeling,  complicated  by  horrible  doubts 
as  to  what  must  be  done  about  the  issue  which  he  could  not 
control ;  a  power  sweet  but  terrible,  which  had  carried  him  out  of 
himself,  as  he  described  it,  and  out  of  all  his  habitual  ways.  This 
new  phase  of  Roger  made  him  more  and  more  interesting  to  his 
brother,  justified  the  instinctive  pride  in  him  which  Edminid  had 
always  felt,  and  awoke  a  hundred  questions  in  the  quiescent  breast 
of  the  young  man,  who,  his  own  romance  having  died  out  to  the 
very  ashes,  felt  himself  put  aside  from  life,  and  for  the  moment  in 
the  position  of  a  spectator.  Where  was  a  greater  instance  of  the 
perversity  of  circumstances,  or,  rather,  of  human  hearts  and  wishes  1 
It  had  seemed  to  many  people,  not  only  to  the  family  most  con- 
cerned, that  Roger  Mitford  and  Elizabeth  Travers  were  specially 
indicated  by  Providence  as  a  pair  'fitly  formed  to  meet  by  nature.' 
Their  estates  lay  side  by  side ;  their  characters  were  similar,  or  so 
the  country  thought.  What  Elizabeth  wanted  in  point  of  family 
was  fully  made  up  by  Roger ;  and  though  there  was  no  want  at 
Melcombe  of  a  wife's  money,  still  it  is  well  known  that  more 
money  never  comes  amiss  even  to  the  wealthiest.     Thus  everything 
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indicated  a  match,  which  had  the  '  suitability '  which  Edmimd  had 
appealed  to  in  its  favom*  in  an  overwhelming  way. 

Alas,  suitability  is  a  delusion  and  snare.  It  severs  more  heaven- 
destined  partners  than  it  unites ;  it  lights  fires  of  resistance  in  the 
youthful  soul.  Eoger  had  never  been  supposed  to  be  romantic, 
but  even  upon  his  seemingly  imfantastic  mind  this  rebellion  against 
the  suitable  had  told.  At  least,  so  he  asserted  now  with  vehement 
emphasis,  as  has  been  seen.  There  had,  however,  been  a  moment 
when  it  was  not  supposed  that  he  had  felt  this  any  drawback ; 
when  he  and  the  heiress  had  ridden  together,  danced  together, 
walked  and  talked  together,  and  all  had  been  supposed  to  be  in 
good  train.  Edmund's  mind  went  back  to  this  period  as  he  walked 
along.  From  Roger's  it  had  disappeared  altogether ;  had  it  also 
disaijpeared  from  that  of  Elizabeth?  The  neighbourhood  had 
unhesitatingly  concluded  that  she  had  not  been  slow  to  make  up 
her  mind,  and  that  when  Roger's  proposal  was  made  it  would  be 
accepted  without  delay  or  doubt.  Edmund  had  himself  been  of 
that  opinion.  When  he  had  seen  her  horse  and  groom  outside  the 
Rectory  gates,  a  keen  sympathetic  pang  had  gone  through  his 
mind.  He  was  fond  of  entering  into  other  people's  feelings,  and 
he  had  thought  instinctively  of  the  proud,  yet  tender,  woman 
watching  from  the  window  the  man  whom  she  perhaps  loved, 
whom,  at  least,  she  had  begim  to  think  of  as  a  man  who  meant  to 
seek  her  love, — watching  him  pass  by  on  the  other  side,  without  a 
look  or  thought.  The  woman  could  make  no  sign ;  the  woman 
was  bound  to  stand  like  an  Indian  at  the  stake,  whatever  happened, 
and  never  show  what  she  felt.  Edmund's  mind  hung  between 
these  two  with  a  poignant  sense  of  pain,  of  which,  possibly,  he  did 
not  render  a  full  and  frank  account  to  himself.  Was  it  for  Roger 
gone  astray,  or  for  Elizabeth  slighted  and  disappointed,  or  was 
there  still  some  subtler  sentiment  underneath  1 
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Roger  Mitford  quickened  his  steps  as  his  brother  left  him. 
He  had  been  like  a  dog  in  a  leash,  compelled  to  curb  his  impatient 
inipidse ;  now  he  darted  forward,  the  fervour  in  his  heart  caiTying 
all  before  it.  It  was  no  walk  upon  which  he  was  bound.  There 
is  no  mistaking  the  expression  on  the  face  of  a  man  who  is  going 
somewhere,  who  knows  exactly  where  he  is  going  and  is  eager  to 
get  there.  He  walked  on  as  if  for  a  wager  along  the  winding 
country  road. 

Presently  this  impulse  came  to  an  end,  or  at  all  events  he 
paused,  relapsed  into  a  saunter,  but  a  saunter  in  which  the  same 
nervous  impatience  was  disguised.  In  many  things,  but  most 
especially  in  that  kind  of  pursuit  which  absorbed  Eoger,  the  hurry 
of  the  eager  pursuer  fails  as  he  reaches  the  point  at  which  he  has 
aimed.  As  he  draws  near  he  grows  cautious,  he  grows  timid.  A 
terror  of  what  he  may  find  when  he  gets  to  the  end  seizes  him. 
'  If  Lucy  should  be  dead  !'  cries  the  poet.  But  that  is  an  extreme 
case.  It  may  be  that  Lucy  will  be  cruel,  that  she  will  be  indiffer- 
ent ;  it  may  be — oh  misery  worse  than  either  alternative— that 
she  is  not  there.  Finally  Roger  swung  open  the  gate  known  as 
the  west  gate  of  Melcombe,  and  stole  in  with  almost  noiseless  steps, 
holding  his  breath.  No  sign  of  hurry  then  in  his  mild  aspect. 
He  had  only  come  round  to  ask  Ford  the  keeper  something  about 
the  dogs, — a  most  innocent  question  which  was  really  of  no  conse- 
quence. 'I'll  wait  a  bit,  and  perhaps  he'll  tm-n  up,'  Roger  said, 
slightly  breathless.  '  If  he  doesn't,  it's  really  of  no  consequence — 
only  something  about  the  puppies.  I'll  wait  a  bit,  and  see  if  he 
comes  in.     How  is  your  garden  looking  this  fine  day  V 

'Oh,  sir,'  said  Mrs.  Ford,  'when  the  sun  come  out  this  morn- 
ing it  was  just  ablaze  :  all  the  crocuses  a-shining  like  gold.  Them 
crocuses  is  the  nicest  things  as  ever  was.  You  couldn't  have  done 
a  kinder  action  to  Lily  and  me.' 
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'  I'm  very  glad  you  like  them.  They're  simple  things  enough, 
— the  very  simplest  you  could  get  anywhere  ;  why,  gardeners,  you 
know,  make  no  account  at  all  of  them.' 

'  Gardeners  is  very  queer,'  said  Mrs.  Ford.  '  I  don't  think  they 
care  for  nothing  as  hasn't  a  name  that's  three  miles  long,  as  Lily 
says.  She  does  take  her  fun  out  of  the  Scotch  gardener  about 
that,  Mr.  Roger.  You  should  just  hear  her  at  him.  My  Lily 
has  a  deal  of  fun  in  her,  when  she  don't  stand  in  awe  of  a  person.' 

'Of  whom  does  she  stand  in  awe?'  asked  Roger,  with  a  smile 
which  lit  up  his  face  into  tenderness ;  then  it  suddenly  clouded 
over.  '  The  Scotch  gardener  is  not  society  for  your  daughter,  Llrs. 
Ford.' 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Roger !  bless  you,  he  thinks  himself  much  too  grand 
for  the  like  of  us.' 

'  Then  he's  a  puppy  and  a  fool,  and  doesn't  know  what  he's 
talking  of!'  cried  Roger  hotly.  He  paused,  and,  restraining 
himself,  continued  with  a  smile,  'I  hope  I'm  not  the  person  of 
whom  Lily  stands  in  awe.' 

'  Oh,  sir !  you're  a  deal  too  good  and  kind,'  cried  the  keeper's 
wife,  taking  up  her  apron  to  remove  an  invisible  particle  of  dust, 
and  avoiding  the  young  master's  eye.  Then  there  was  a  momentary 
pause. 

'  Ford  doesn't  seem  to  be  coming,'  remarked  Roger  at  last. 

'  No,  sir,  I  don't  expect  him  till  tea-time  at  soonest.  He  said 
as  he  was  going  to  make  a  long  round  out  by  Bilbury  Hollow,  and 
then  down  by ' 

'  Well,'  said  Roger  cheerfully,  interrupting  her,  '  I'll  take  a  look 
at  the  puppies  before  I  go,  and  I  should  like  to  see  your  crocuses, 
Mrs.  Ford,  now  I'm  here.' 

'  They're  not  half  as  fine  as  in  the  morning,  sir,'  said  the  keeper's 
wife.  '  The  sun's  gone  in,  and  they're  just  like  children  at  school ; 
they've  gone  in,  too.  If  you  were  a-passing  this  way,  sir,  some 
time  in  the  morning — — ' 

'  There's  no  time  like  the  present,'  answered  Roger ;  '  but  you 
needn't  disturb  yourself,  if  you're  busy.  I  think  I  ought  to  know 
the  way.' 

'  Oh  yes,  sir,  no  doubt  you  knows  the  way,'  said  the  woman, 
hesitating.  But  whatever  her  feelings  might  be  on  the  subject,  it 
was  clear  that  she  could  not  oppose  the  entrance  of  the  master's 
son,  the  young  Squire,  through  whose  favour  her  husband  had  got 
the  place,  and  on  whose  favour  they  all  depended.  But  the  keeper's 
wife,  with  an  uneasy  soul,  saw  him  pass  tiirougli  her  house  to  the 
greenness  of  the  garden  which  was  visible  behind.     No  one  knew 
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or  shared  her  anxieties.  She  stood  looking  after  him  helplessly 
for  a  moment,  and  then  shaking  her  head,  returned  to  her  work, 
with  the  sort  of  unsatisfactory  consolation  there  is  in  utter  help- 
lessness— for  what  could  she  do  ? 

Eoger  stepped  along  through  the  passage  which  traversed  the 
little  house  with  a  step  which  in  itself  was  full  of  revelations.  It 
rung  upon  the  floor  with  a  sort  of  triumph,  yet  timidity.  He  was 
on  the  eve  of  attaining  a  pleasm-e  which  had  still  more  or  less  to 
be  schemed  for,  which  he  could  not  seek  openly.  He  had  before 
him  the  prospect  of  such  an  occupation  for  the  afternoon's  idleness 
as  it  made  his  heart  beat  to  think  of;  and  yet  whether  he  should 
have  this  pleasure  at  all,  whether  these  hours  should  be  enchant- 
ment or  a  blank  of  disillusion  and  misery,  was  not  in  his  own 
power,  but  in  that  of  another, — of  one  whose  very  charm  was  the 
caprice  which  wounded  yet  delighted,  which  sometimes  made  him 
miserable  and  sometimes  intoxicated  him  with  pleasure.  It  is  not 
all  men  who  are  liable  to  this  kind  of  subjugation,  but  Roger  had 
all  the  qualities  which  give  it  supreme  pow'er.  He  was  little  used 
to  women,  still  less  to  the  kind  of  woman  to  whom  the  pm-suit  and 
subjugation  of  man  are  natural,  and  who  puts  a  master's  passion, 
his  wiles  and  cunning,  his  patience  and  his  vehemence  alike,  and 
disregard  of  all  other  things,  into  her  sport.  He  was  simple- 
minded,  seeking  no  recondite  motives,  believing  in  what  appeared 
before  his  eyes.  And  he  was  in  need  of  an  object,  his  mind  vacant 
and  unoccupied  except  by  those  matters  of  physical  activity  which 
cannot  be  always  pursued,  and  which  leave  a  perilous  blank  when 
they  are  withdrawn.  Perhaps  if  he  could  have  hunted  all  the 
year  through,  if  the  shooting  could  have  lasted,  if  the  village  foot- 
ball and  cricket  had  been  continuous  and  exciting  enough,  he  might 
never  have  thought  of  the  more  seductive  play  which  occupies  the 
imagination  and  the  heart. 

But  there  are  perforce  periods  in  country  life  in  which  there  is, 
as  ces  messieurs  lament,  nothing  to  do.  M.  Ohnet's  latest  hero,  at 
such  a  pause  in  existence,  elegantly  devotes  himself  to  the  seduction 
of  the  nearest  lady  as  the  right  and  natural  alternative.  A  vicious 
young  Englishman,  in  such  circumstances,  might  perhaps  have  found 
in  the  keeper's  pretty  daughter  a  natural  victim.  But  Roger  was 
neither  a  beau  gargon  of  the  French  type,  nor  a  Squire  Thornhill 
of  the  last  century.  And  when  he  fell  under  this  unaccustomed 
spell,  it  was  himself  who  became,  or  was  likely  to  become,  the 
victim.  There  was  no  idea,  however,  of  any  victim  in  the  sensa- 
tions with  which  he  went  through  the  keeper's  cottage  into  the 
garden  behind.     It  was  Armida's  garden,  the  Bower  of  Bliss,  the 


IV  THE  WEST  LODGE  27 

fool's  paradise,  to  Roger.  Away  from  it  he  was  not  without  serious 
thouglit  of  what  it  might  come  to,  aud  a  just  perception  of  all  the 
difficulties  and  impossibilities  in  his  way.  But  at  this  moment  he 
thought  of  nothing  of  the  kind.  All  the  restraints  of  judgment, 
of  good  sense  and  practical  possibility,  were  withdrawn.  He  was 
hurrying  to  an  intoxication  more  delightful  than  any  which  vulgarer 
methods  covUd  aiford.  The  delicate  fumes  had  mounted  to  his 
head  already,  though  he  had  not  yet  tasted  the  dangerous  draught. 
The  keeper's  cottage,  known  as  the  West  Lodge,  was  very  much 
like  many  other  lodges  at  the  park  gates  of  country  houses.  It 
was  built  of  red  brick,  with  gables  intended  to  be  picturesque,  but 
without  any  pretence  at  antiquity,  being  indeed  a  quite  recent 
erection  and  in  conformity  with  the  taste  of  the  moment.  It  was, 
however,  already  half  covered  with  creepers,  and  on  the  warm 
south  wall  the  roses  and  honeysuckles  which  made  it  sweet  in 
summer  were  bursting  into  leaf.  The  garden  behind  was  separated 
from  the  park  only  by  a  railing,  and  in  the  season  of  flowers  it  was 
a  sight  to  see.  The  keeper's  wife  was  one  of  those  women  with 
an  instinct  for  flowers,  under  whose  hand  everything  thrives, 
and  her  simple  gardening  by  the  light  of  nature  and  homely  ex- 
perience succeeded  better  than  art.  Mrs.  Ford  had  married  some- 
what late  in  life,  and  had  been  a  florist  in  her  untutored  way 
before  she  was  a  mother.  She  took  her  baby,  when  it  came, 
unexpectedly  past  the  time  for  such  vanities,  very  much  as  she 
would  have  taken  some  new  and  rare  plant.  It  was  no  rough  boy, 
to  fall  into  the  father's  way,  and  grow  up  in  velveteens,  a  miniature 
keeper,  but  a  girl,  a  delicate  little  creature,  a  sort  of  animated  flower, 
transporting  the  elderly  mother  into  a  heaven  of  tender  worship 
such  as  she  had  never  dreamed  of.  The  great  white  lilies  were 
standing  in  angelic  groups  abont  the  garden,  with  their  stately 
heads  bent  in  the  reverence  of  that  Ave  which  the  flower  of  the 
Annunciation  has  brought  out  of  the  old  pictures,  out  of  tender 
tradition,  to  make  it  doubly  sweet.  The  keeper's  wife  could  see 
them  from  where  she  lay,  with  the  little  woman-child  who  was 
her  flower  and  late  blossom  in  her  arms  ;  and  what  could  she  name 
it  but  Lily,  in  the  still  transport  of  her  soul  1  The  flowers  and 
the  child  were  as  one  in  her  eyes,  the  most  exquisite  things  in  the 
earth,  good  enough  for  a  queen,  yet  hers,  which  was  a  wonder  she 
never  could  get  over.  Lily  the  cliild  grew  up  in  such  delicacy 
and  daintiness  as  the  endless  care  and  worsliip  of  a  mother  often 
brings.  Mrs.  Ford's  own  perceptions  grew  finer  througli  the 
medium  of  the  child.  Perhaps  her  flowers,  too,  gave  her  a  delicacy 
not  to  be  expected  among  her  kind. 
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Lily  had  been  dressed  like  a  little  lady  when  she  caught  ]\Irs. 
Mitford's  eye,  and  was  carried  to  the  Hall  to  be  admired  and 
caressed  and  to  amuse  the  invalid  lady  on  her  death-bed.  The 
Squire's  wife  was  not  a  judicious  adviser  for  a  woman  lost  in  such 
an  adoration.  She  took  a  violent  fancy  to  the  child,  and  left  her  a 
little  legacy  to  be  spent  in  her  education.  '  She  must  not  grow 
up  to  be  a  mere  housemaid.  She  must  have  a  good  education ; 
and  then  who  knows  what  may  happen  1 '  Mrs.  Mitford  said, 
with  a  smile  that  made  Lily's  mother  dissolve  in  weeping.  Lily 
was  far  more  pretty,  far  more  dainty,  at  that  period  than  poor 
little  Nina,  who  was  in  the  nursery,  a  weakly  baby,  left  to  the 
nurse's  care.  From  that  moment  the  girl's  fate  was  settled.  Mrs. 
Ford  had  a  battle  to  fight  with  her  husband,  who  comprehended 
none  of  these  delicacies,  and  did  not  understand  why  his  little  girl 
should  not  stir  about  the  house,  and  open  the  lodge  gates,  and 
help  her  mother.  But  even  Ford  was  penetrated  by  and  by 
with  the  pride  of  having  a  child  who  was  like  nobody  else's,  and 
whom  strangers  took  for  a  little  lady  from  the  Hall.  He  was 
mollified  by  the  fact  that  the  radiant  little  creature  was  very  fond 
of  him,  and  would  sit  in  his  lap,  and  coax  him  to  tell  her  stories, 
and  applaud  her  daddy's  crooning  of  rustic  songs,  notwithstanding 
her  white  frocks  and  her  lessons  from  the  Melcombe  governess. 
There  is  nothing  more  contagious  than  child-worship  in  any 
circumstances  ;  and  Lily  was,  to  belong  to  a  keeper  and  his  homely 
wife,  a  miraculous  child.  Her  beauty  was  not  of  the  dairymaid 
kind.  She  was  even  a  little  deficient  in  colour,  pale  as  suited  her 
name.  And  as  she  grew  older,  the  father  came  to  look  upon  her 
with  a  little  awe.  '  Are  you  sure  as  she  wasn't  changed  at  nurse  1 ' 
he  would  say  as  the  dainty  creature  stood  between  them,  he  in  his 
gaiters  at  one  side  of  the  hearth,  and  his  elderly  wife  in  her  black 
cap  on  the  other,  with  her  hard  hands  all  rough  with  work,  and 
wrinkles  abounding  in  the  homely  face  which  bore  the  brunt  of  all 
weather. 

'  I  know  as  she's  never  left  my  lap  till  she  could  run  by  herself,' 
said  the  mother,  well  pleased.  But  she  might  have  been  a  little 
princess, — they  were  both  agreed  on  that. 

Naturally,  the  bringing  up  of  Lily  was  a  point  upon  which  the 
whole  neighbourhood  had  its  opinion,  which  did  not  agree  with 
that  of  Mrs.  Ford.  '  What  is  to  come  of  if? '  the  A^llage  peojile 
said  ;  and  indeed  the  West  Lodge  could  give  no  answer  to  that 
question.  '  Is  she  going  for  a  governess,  or  do  they  mean  her  for 
the  new  girls'  school  1 '  her  more  favourable  critics  asked,  when  Lily 
came  home  with  her  education  completed.     Miss  Lemesurier  even 
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sent  for  the  mother,  to  ask  this  question.  '  I  don't  approve  of 
that  style  of  education  even  for  such  a  purpose,'  said  Pax,  '  but  I 
will  speak  to  my  father,  ]\Irs.  Ford,  if  you  want  her  to  try  for  the 
girls'  school.' 

'  No,  thank  you  kindly,  miss.  Her  father  and  me,  we  don't 
want  nothing  of  that  sort,'  Mrs.  Ford  replied. 

'  What  do  you  want,  then  1  You  haven't  given  your  girl  an 
expensive  education,  and  brought  her  up  so  different  from  her 
class,  without  some  meaning,  I  suppose  1 ' 

'  Well,  miss,'  said  the  keeper's  wife,  drawing  patterns  on  the 
carpet  with  the  point  of  her  lunbrella,  '  we've  brought  up  Lily  as 
we  thought  was  best  for  her.  She's  different  in  her  nature,  with- 
out any  doing  of  ours.' 

'  I  wonder  how  you  can  talk  such  nonsense,'  cried  Pax, — '  a 
sensible  woman  like  you  ! ' 

'  If  it's  nonsense,  the  dear  lady  at  the  Hall,  she  spoke  the  same. 
She  saw  as  the  child  wasn't  like  one  in  a  hundred.  Give  her  a 
good  eddicatiou,  she  said,  and  then ' 

'  Yes,  and  then — what  then  1     That's  just  the  question.' 

'  Well,  miss,  then  there's  no  telling  what  may  happen,'  Mrs. 
Ford  said, 

'  Oh,  you  foolish  woman  ! '  cried  Pax,  holding  uj)  her  hands ; 

'  oh,    you '     But    words  failed  to  express   the    force  of  her 

feelings.  '  Mrs.  IMitford,  poor  thing,  is  dead,  and  we'll  say  no 
harm  of  her,'  she  went  on,  '  but  don't  you  see  what  that  means  1 
There  is  only  one  thing  it  can  mean.  It  was  like  her  sentimental, 
silly  ways  to  put  it  in  your  head.  It  means  that  you  expect  some 
fine  gentleman  to  come  and  fall  in  love  with  her  and  carry  the 
girl  away.' 

'I'm  not  thinking  anything  of  the  sort,'  cried  the  mother, 
springing  up  and  growing  red  ;  for  English  mothers,  both  high 
and  low,  whatever  may  be  their  prudential  outlook,  unlike  all 
parents  of  other  races,  vehemently  deny  that  such  a  thing  as 
marrying  a  daughter  ever  enters  into  their  heads.  But  Mrs.  Ford 
was  too  simple  and  too  self-conscious  to  add  anything  to  this  first 
denial.  Aware  of  the  guilty  hopes  in  her  heart,  she  broke  fortli 
with,  '  Oh,  ]\Iiss  Pax,  I  never  thought  as  you'd  say  such  things  to 
me  ! '  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

'  I  don't  know  that  there  would  be  anything  wrong  in  it,'  said 
Pax  impatiently.  '  If  I  saw  any  way  to  a  good  marriage  for  Lily 
or  any  one,  I'd  certainly  help  it  on.  But  suppose  she  caught 
some  one  far  above  her,  which  is  what  you're  thinking  of,  you  Icnow, 
— what  would  happen  '{     If  the  very  best  came  that  you  could  hope 
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for,  which  is  very,  very  unlikely,  he'd  take  her  away  from  you, 
aucl  separate  her  from  you,  and  j^erhaps  never  let  her  come  near 
you  more.' 

The  mother  dried  her  eyes  indignantly.  '  It's  clear  to  me 
you  don't  know  my  Lily  ;  and  how  should  youT  Mrs.  Ford  cried, 
with  mingled  resentment  and  pity.  '  They  might  tear  her  with 
wild  horses,  but  they  would  never  get  her  fo  consent  to  that.' 

'  Perhaps  so ;  but  you  wouldn't  like  her  to  be  torn  with  wild 
horses,  would  you  1 '  Pax  said. 

These  words  gave  Mrs.  Ford  a  tremor  for  the  moment ;  they 
gave  her  '  a  turn,'  she  said  to  herself.  But  as  there  was  no 
immediate  possibility  of  verifying  them,  and  it  is  much  pleasanter 
to  think  of  events  taking  a  favourable  course  than  a  bad  one,  she 
was  able  to  dismiss  them  out  of  her  mind  for  the  time.  Still 
it  was  not  a  pleasant  thing  to  have  said.  Lily  woidd  never 
abandon  her  mother,  never  turn  her  back  upon  her,  not  if  she 
were  drawn  with  wild  horses.  But  how  about  the  wild  horses  1 
The  mother's  heart  stood  still  for  a  moment.  Better  she  should 
be  abandoned,  cast  off,  dropped  for  ever,  than  that  Lily  should 
be  exposed  to  that  rending.  It  gave  Mrs.  Ford  a  'dreadful  turn.' 
But  then  she  hastily  thrust  it  out  of  her  mind. 

It  was  enough  to  make  any  mother's  heart  dance  to  see  the 
radiant  creature  Lily  came  home.  Her  hair  was  light  brown  and 
silky,  and  shone  in  the  sun  like  gold.  Her  mother  thought  she 
had  seen  nothing  like  it  save  the  knot  of  spun  glass  which  she  had 
brought  home  from  the  exhibition  once  held  at  Beaidieu,  and  kept 
under  a  little  glass  shade  on  the  mantelpiece.  Her  face  was  like 
a  flower,  though  more  like  a  rose  now  than  a  lily ;  her  complexion 
more  tender,  delicate,  and  perfect  in  its  first  bloom  than  anything 
but  a  girl's  complexion  can  be.  Her  eyes  were  as  blue  as  the  sky. 
To  be  sure,  the  features  were  not  perfect,  if  Mrs.  Ford  had  been 
disposed  to  take  them  to  pieces.  The  girl's  slim  figure  was  also 
like  a  flower,  tall  and  light,  and  swaying  a  little,  as  a  lily  does 
with  its  graceful,  drooping  head.  To  think  of  such  a  creature 
doing  housework,  or  looking  after  the  dog's  meat,  was  a  thing  that 
made  the  parents  shiver :  whatever  happened  to  them,  that  was 
impossible;  they  had  not  brought  her  home  from  the  genteel 
seminary  and  all  her  nice  companions  for  that.  It  was,  indeed, 
after  the,first  raptm-e  of  her  return,  an  embarrassing  question  what 
Lily  was  to  do.  The  parents  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  it ; 
they  did  not  know  what  to  say  to  her  on  the  subject,  or  whether 
to  suggest  that  it  was  necessary  to  do  something.  Lily  did  not 
at  first  appear  to  see  any  necessity.     She  went  out  with  her  pencils 
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and  colours  and  made  little  sketches,  and  she  played  '  pieces '  upon 
the  jingling  piano,  which  had  come  out  of  the  schoolroom  at  Mel- 
combe,  and  sounded  like  an  old  tin  kettle,  and  for  some  time  seemed 
to  suppose  that  this  was  all  that  was  required  of  her ;  but  this 
blissful  state  of  ignorance  was  dispelled  by  communications  made 
to  the  girl  in  the  village  at  a  little  tea-party,  where  she  was  eagerly 
questioned  as  to  whether  she  were  going  into  service,  or  what  she 
was  going  to  do.  Lily  awakened  rudely  under  the  fire  of  these 
demands,  but  she  was  not  without  spirit,  and  she  had  accepted 
the  position.  The  housekeeper  at  Melcombe  had  some  sewing  to 
be  done  which  was  finer  than  the  village  was  equal  to ;  and  Lily 
installed  herself  in  the  vacant  little  room  that  was  called  the 
parlour,  which  had  never  been  used  till  her  retm-n. 

And  here  the  parents,  growing  less  and  less  wise  as  they  came 
more  and  more  under  the  influence  of  this  dazzling  child  of  theirs, 
made  Lily  a  bower.  It  looked  into  the  garden,  and  Ford,  with 
the  aid  of  some  of  the  workmen  on  the  estate,  made  the  window 
into  a  glass  door  opening  into  that  flowery  enclosure.  There  Lily 
took  up  her  abode,  with  her  pretty  accomplishments  and  her  pretty 
dresses,  to  see  what  would  happen.  These  words  which  her  early 
patroness  had  said  had  not  indeed  been  reported  to  her.  But  she 
felt  as  Mrs.  Mitford  had  done,  as  her  mother  did,  as  Pax  had 
instantly  divined,  that  there  was  no  telling  what  might  come.  The 
preparation  was  over ;  the  results  might  be  anticipated  any  day. 

What  was  it  the  girl  expected  when  she  sat  down  to  her  little 
pretence  of  work  in  her  little  room,  all  fenced  and  guarded  from 
intrusion,  looking  out  upon  her  flowers  ?  She  did  not  know ; 
neither  did  the  mother  know  who  had  prepared  it  all  for  her,  as  if 
with  a  settled  plan  and  purpose.  There  was  no  telling  what  might 
happen ;  there  was  no  telling  what  fine  fortune  or  beautiful  hero 
might  suddenly  come  out  of  the  unknown.  Lily  sat  down  in  her 
bower  all  hidden  among  the  leaves,  and  put  out  her  webs  uncon- 
sciously, as  perhaps  the  spiders  do  when  they  begin.  It  is  not  a 
lovely  comparison,  and  she  meant  to  devoiu"  no  one ;  but  the  girl, 
in  all  her  prettiness,  was  like  nothing  in  the  realms  of  nature  so 
much  as  the  swift  and  skilful  creature  which  spreads  out  these  fairy 
webs,  the  toile  ct  la  bonne  vierge,  to  shiver  upon  every  bush  iu  the 
autumn  sim. 

It  was  not  long  before  an  event  occurred  which  made  the  heart 
of  this  little  enchantress  leap  into  her  mouth  in  fright  and  triumph. 
One  can  imagine  that  to  a  little  spider,  new  to  her  work,  the 
sudden  bounce  of  a  gi'cat  fat  fly  into  those  gossamers  which  she 
has  extended  by  instinct  in  the  sun,  without  any  clear  idea  what 
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is  to  come  of  them,  must  be  an  alarming  as  well  as  an  exciting 
sight.  Will  those  airy  meshes  be  strong  enough  to  bear  that 
weight  ?  Will  they  tear  asunder  under  it  ?  And  what  is  to  be 
done  with  this  altogether  unlooked-for  victim,  so  much  bigger  than 
his  captor  1  Something  like  this  thrill  of  strange  sensation  darted 
through  Lily  Ford,  when  all  at  once  it  became  apparent  to  her 
that  the  vague  event  which  there  was  no  divining,  the  wonder  for 
which  she  had  been  looking,  had  come.  She  had  not  selected  that 
particular  prey  any  more  than  the  spider  does.  And  it  would  be 
impossible  to  imagine  anything  further  from  the  thoughts  of  Roger 
Mitford,  when  he  strolled  into  Ford's  cottage  as  he  passed,  with 
some  question  about  the  young  birds  and  the  prospects  of  the  shoot- 
ing, than  that  he  should  then  and  there  be  brought  face  to  face  with 
his  fate.  It  was  with  no  purpose,  even,  that  he  was  led  into  Lily's 
parlour  for  greater  honour,  the  fire  in  the  kitchen  being  overpower- 
ing on  the  hot  August  evening.  He  went  in  unsuspecting,  and 
asked  his  questions  aU  unaware  of  Armida  in  her  corner,  who,  for 
her  part,  intended  the  young  Squire  no  harm.  But  when  he  made 
some  remark  which  Ford  did  not  understand  at  once,  and  the  girl's 
quick,  clear  voice  rose  in  the  dusk,  explaining  it,  and  Roger,  amused 
and  interested,  stepped  to  the  open  window  opening  into  the  garden, 
and  in  the  mystic  twilight,  just  touched  by  the  glimmer  of  the 
small  new  moon,  saw  the  unthought-of,  unlooked-for  apparition, 
and  asked,  surprised,  if  this  were  Lily,  the  deed  was  done.  He 
was  not  himself  aware  of  it,  but  she  was  aware  of  it,  feeling  the 
tug,  let  us  suppose,  in  all  the  delicate,  invisible  threads  of  her  nets, 
as  this  big  captive  caught  in  them.  Roger  lingered  talking  to  her 
for  ten  minutes,  pleased  to  find  his  mother's  baby  favourite 
developed  into  so  charming  a  creature,  and  went  away  thinking  no 
more  of  it.  But  after  that  he  returned  again  and  again.  And 
this  was  why  he  had  discoursed  to  his  brother,  he  a  man  who  knew 
nothing  about  poetry  or  the  fictions  of  the  romancers,  upon  the 
mystery  of  love;  and  why  the  keeper's  wife  endeavoured  with 
affright  to  keep  him  out  of  the  garden,  where  the  cobwebs 
entangled  everything,  though  it  was  now  no  longer  autumn,  but 
spring.  But  Lily  sat  within  and  peeped  out,  hearing  his  voice, 
and  expected  him,  drawing  the  young  man  with  her  mysterious 
thread.  For  the  enchantress  had  forgotten  her  alarm  in  the  plea- 
sure of  conquest,  and  for  her  victim  she  was  without  ruth  or  pity. 
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'I  HEARD,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  when  the  servants  had  left  the 
room,  '  that  Elizabeth  Travers  was  over  here  to-day.  Who  saw 
her  when  she  came  1 — or  was  it  true ' 

A  look  was  exchanged  very  quickly,  almost  iraiDcrceptibly,  by 
the  others  round  the  table,  and  Nina,  who  had  not  yet  had  time 
to  go  away,  answered  in  her  little  voice,  which  had  still  some- 
thing in  it  of  the  shrillness  of  childhood,  '  She  was  not  here, 
papa.' 

'But  I  heard  that  she  was  here,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  in  his 
peremptory  tones.  He  was  one  of  the  men  who  are  always  ready 
to  suppose  that  they  are  being  deceived,  and  that  every  contradic- 
tion must  be  a  lie — possibly  intentional,  perhaps  only  uttered 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  but  at  all  events  untrue. 

Roger,  who  knew  what  was  coming,  stirred  in  his  chair  with  a 
consciousness  that  could  not  quite  be  concealed ;  but  it  was  Edmimd 
who  replied — 

'  She  was  at  the  Rectory,  sir.  We  saw  her  mare  in  front  of 
the  gates,  as  we  were  going  to  the  railway  with  Steve.' 

'  Which  of  you  went  in  to  make  her  welcome  V  the  Squire  asked. 

'  I  don't  think  any  of  us  thought  of  it.  Steve  had  only  just 
time  to  catch  his  train.' 

'  I  was  not  flunking  of  Steve.  What  has  Steve  to  do  with  it  1 
But  you  two,  I  suppose,  had  no  train  to  catch.  It  was  most 
fraternal,  truly  beautifid,  to  walk  down  with  your  brother,  but  it 
did  not,  I  imagine,  occupy  all  your  souls.' 

'  I  don't  pretend  it  occupied  much  of  my  soul,'  said  Roger.  He 
had  turned  half  round  on  his  chair,  perhaps  out  of  mere  caprice, 
perhaps  that  the  light  might  not  fall  so  distinctly  on  his  foce. 

'And  when  you  saw  her  there — a  fine  creature,  handsome 
enough  to  turn  any  young  fellow's  head,  and  as  nice  as  slie's  hand- 
some— you  forgot  all  about  Stephen,  and  did  your  best  to  make 

D 


34  THE  SECOND  SON  v 

yourself  agreeable  ?  Much  as  I  value  family  affection,'  said  the 
Squire,  in  the  voice  of  satire  which  his  children  dreaded,  '  I  coidd 
forgive  that.' 

Nina  was  not  clever  enough  to  see  what  it  was  about,  but  she 
perceived  that  the  situation  was  strained,  and  she  made  a  little 
diversion  for  the  brothers  by  leaving  the  table.  Mr.  Mitford 
never  entered  the  drawing-room  after  dinner,  so  that  Nina's 
departure  was  accompanied  by  a  little  ceremonial  which  sometimes 
had  the  effect  of  changing  a  disagreeable  subject.  She  went  up 
to  her  father,  and  put  her  soft  little  lips  to  the  weather-beaten 
cheek  which  he  turned  carelessly  towards  her.  '  Good-night, 
papa,'  she  said. 

'  Good-night,  good-night,'  he  replied,  almost  with  impatience. 
This  time  the  diversion  was  without  effect.  That  Eoger  shoidd 
get  up  to  open  the  door  for  her  seemed  to  Mr.  Mitford  a  quite 
unnecessary  ceremony ;  and  it  must  be  owned  that  Roger  himself 
but  seldom  remembered  this  homage  to  womanhood  in  the  person 
of  so  familiar  and  unimportant  an  object  as  his  little  sister.  He 
had  to  come  back  from  the  door,  by  which  he  was  so  much  tempted 
to  escape,  and  take  his  chair  again,  which  he  did  most  unwillingly, 
foreseeing  trouble  to  come. 

'  Well !'  said  the  Squire.  '  How  far  did  you  go  with  her  1  Or 
rather,  how  long  did  she  stay?' 

'  I  told  you,  sir,'  said  Edmund,  '  that  we  went  with  Steve  to 
the  railway.' 

'Again  !  what  has  Steve  to  do  with  it  V  the  father  cried. 

'  So  that  we  saw  nothing  but  the  groom  with  the  mare.  Her 
visit  was  at  the  Rectory,  not  here.' 

'At  the  Rectory,  and  not  here!'  repeated  the  Squire  with  a 
contemptuous  (and  very  unsuccessful)  mimicry  of  his  son's  tone. 
'  Did  I  ever  say  it  was  here  1  How  could  she  come  here,  to  a 
house  where  there's  no  woman,  to  throw  herself  at  your  heads  1 
That's  what  you  expect  a  girl  to  do,  you  young  fellows  nowadays. 
She  went  as  far  as  she  could  in  coming  to  the  Rectory.  By  Jove, 
when  I  was  your  age  I  shoidd  soon  have  let  her  see  I  knew  what 
she  meant.' 

'  You  forget,  sir,'  said  Roger,  evidently  restraining  himself  with 
an  effort,  '  that  there  is  not  the  slightest  reason  to  suppose- 
indeed,  that  we  have  not  the  least  right  to  imagine — Miss  Travers's 
visit  to  her  friend  at  the  Rectory  to  have  anything  to  do  with  us.' 

'I  don't  forget,  sir,'  cried  the  angry  father,  'that  you're  a 
puppy  and  a  coxcomb,  and  that  Lizzy  Travers  is  twenty  thousand 
times  too  good  for  you.' 
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This  perfectly  irrelevant  sentiment  was  delivered  with  so  much 
heat  that  Edmund  gave  his  brother  an  anxious,  deprecatory  look 
to  which  Roger  replied  with  an  indignant  frown  before  he  spoke. 
'  I  am  convinced  of  that,'  he  said. 

'  Convinced  that  you  mean  to  let  her  be  carried  off  before  your 
very  eyes  !  There's  that  long-shauked  simpleton  Ray  Tredgold  : 
though  he's  a  boy  and  a  fool,  he  has  more  sense  than  you.  I  saw 
him  at  her  bridle,  assiduous  enough,  I  can  tell  you,  and  Tredgold 
himself  settling  her  stirrup  for  her.  Why  weren't  you  there? 
What  the  deuce  do  you  mean  by  always  being  out  of  the  way 
when  there's  a  really  good  chance  for  you  ?  And  she  must 
have  seen  you  pass  under  her  very  nose,  taking  no  notice.  A 
pretty  way  to  treat  a  lady,  and  the  handsomest  woman  in  the 
country,  and  all  the  Biglow  estate  at  her  apron-strings  !' 

'  I'm  very  sorry,  sir,  if  you  thought  us  negligent,'  said  Edmund. 
'  For  my  part,  I  think  it  would  have  been  very  bad  taste  to 
interrupt  her  at  that  moment.  She  had  just  arrived,  she  was 
with  her  particular  friend ' 

'  What,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  with  a  laugh,  '  are  you  still  so  soft 
in  that  quarter,  Ned  ?  To  think  any  woman  in  the  world  would 
prefer  Pax  Lemesurier  to  an  admirer  of  the  other  sex !  We  all 
know  yoiu"  sentiments  in  that  quarter,  my  boy ;  but  women  are 
not  such  fools  as  to  care  for  each  other's  company  except  when 
there's  nothing  better  to  be  got.' 

To  this  neither  of  the  young  men  made  any  reply.  It  is 
possible  that  they  were  themselves  of  the  same  opinion,  regarding 
it  with  blind  faith  as  a  sort  of  mathematical  axiom,  recognised  by 
everybody  and  beyond  the  necessity  of  proof.  But  to  a  man  who 
is  angry,  and  who  is  relieving  his  mind  on  a  legitimate  subject, 
there  is  nothing  so  exasperating  as  silence.  It  is  worse  than  con- 
tradiction, for  it  implies  disrespect.  It  implies  that  he  is  not 
worth  arguing  with,  that  there  is  nothing  for  it  but  to  bear  with 
him,  and  let  the  tempest  die  away. 

'  You  seem  to  have  nothing  to  say  for  yourself,'  he  said,  turning 
to  Roger,  'and  I  don't  wonder.  But  at  least  you  know  my 
opinion.  You  are  acting  like  a  fool,  in  the  first  place,  and  how 
far  it  is  strictly  honourable ' 

'Honourable!'  exclaimed  Roger,  turning  round  suddenly  from 
where  he  had  placed  himself  with  his  face  in  the  shadow. 

'  I'm  not  afraid  of  you,'  said  his  father,  with  a  laugh.  '  Honour- 
able,— that's  what  I  said.  According  to  my  old-fashioned  code, 
it's  distinctly  not  honourable  to  persecute  a  girl  with  your  attentions 
at  one  time,  and  at  another  to  fling  her  carelessly  off.' 
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'I  have  done  neither  one  thing  nor  the  other,'  cried  Roger, 
roused  to  an  outburst  of  indignation,  '  nor  has  any  one  a  right  to 
say  so.  I  have  the  greatest  respect  for  Miss  Travers,  and  always 
have  had.  And  if  any  one  but  you,  sir,  ventured  to  speak  so  of 
a  lady  whom — of  a — of  a  girl  who ' 

'  Do  you  want  me  to  finish  your  sentence  for  you  ? — of  a  lady 
whom  you  once  admired  very  much,  and  who  is  the  best  match  in 
the  country;  of  a  girl  who  would  make  a  capital  mistress  to 
Melcombe,  and  complete  the  estate  in  the  most  satisfactory  way, 
so  that  the  family  would  be  the  better  of  it  for  generations.  I 
tell  you  what,  Roger,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  relaxing — '  for  a  quarrel 
between  you  and  me  can  lead  to  nothing  agreeable — the  thing  for 
you  to  do  is  to  get  the  Black  Knight  out  to-morrow,  and  ride  over 
to  see  her.  She  will  be  quite  willing  to  believe  that  you  prefer 
getting  her  all  by  herself,  for  the  aunt,  of  course,  doesn't  count ;  you 
can  easily  elude  the  aunt.  Do  this,  like  a  good  fellow,  and"^!!!  be 
content.' 

Edmund's  eyes  conveyed  a  dozen  messages  while  this  was  being 
said,  but  how  could  his  brother  receive  them,  having  tiurned  again 
his  shoulder  to  the  light  1  No  answer  came  for  some  time  out  of 
the  shadow.  Perhaps  the  young  man  was  struggling  with  himself; 
perhaps  it  was  only  reluctance  to  reply,  to  meet  the  softened  tone 
with  another  contradiction.  At  last  he  said  abruptly.  '  I  am 
sorry — I  can't  go  to-morrow.     I  am — otherwise  engaged.' 

'  Engaged  !  I  should  like  to  know  what  that  means,'  said  the 
father  sharply. 

'I've  got  something  else  to  do,'  said  Roger.  'I've — various 
things  to  do.  I've — a  number  of  letters  to  write.  I  can't  possibly 
spare  to-morrow.     It  woidd  throw  everything  into  arrears.' 

'  Well,'  said  the  father,  persistently  amiable,  '  if  not  to-morrow, 
let  us  say  next  day,  or  Thursday, — at  all  events,  a  day  this 
week.' 

'I  shall  be  busy  all  this  week,'  Roger  said,  in  a  sullen  tone 
recognisable  by  both  father  and  brother.  They  knew  his  under- 
lip  had  set  firm,  and  the  somewhat  too  long  upi)er  one  had  closed 
down  upon  it  like  a  vice.  Edmund,  looking  at  him  fixedly,  in  the 
hope  that  he  might  glance  up  and  take  counsel  from  his  warning 
eyes,  afforded  a  means  to  the  Squire  of  giving  vent  to  his  renewed 
wrath. 

'What  is  all  that  telegraphing  about?'  he  said.  'Ned,  you 
had  better  mind  your  own  business.  You  want  to  advise  your 
brother  to  be  prudent,  not  to  try  my  patience  too  far.  Let  him 
alone ;  he  had  better  be  honest  and  let  me  know  exactly  what  he 
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means,  since  we're  on  the  question.  If  he  means  to  defeat  me  in  my 
first  wish,  let  him  say  so,  and  then  we  can  fight  fair.' 

'  Roger  means  nothing  of  the  kind,  sir,'  said  Edmund,  '  though 
he  may  be  driven  to  say  so,  if  you  press  him  so  hard.  Good 
heavens,  wliat  is  the  use  of  talking  of  what  a  man  means  !  You 
know  very  well  that  in  most  cases  we  mean  nothing  but  just  what 
happens  to  hit  our  fancy  for  the  moment.  To  defeat  you,  no  ! 
I'll  be  bound  for  him  that  is  not  what  he  means.' 

'  Hold  your  tongue,  Ned,'  said  Mr.  Mitford.  '  That's  all  very 
well  for  boys  and  women.  I  expect  I'm  talking  to  a  man  when  I 
talk  to  my  eldest  son.  How  old  is  he  1  Three  and  thirty,  if  he's 
a  day.  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that's  an  age  at  which  a  fellow 
can  go  on  philandering  as  if  he  were  still  a  boy  V 

'  I'd  rather,  if  it  is  the  same  to  you,'  said  Roger,  again  suddenly 
shifting  his  position,  and  revealing  a  face  very  white  and  obstinate, 
with  h  fiery  glow  under  the  lowered  eyelids,  '  that  we  discussed 
this  matter,  father,  you  and  I,  instead  of  having  it  talked  over 
like  this.  Ned  means  very  well,  and  would  be  kind  if  he  could, 
but  he  doesn't  always  understand.'  After  receiving  this  redding 
stroke,  which  is  inevitably  the  recompense  of  the  third  party, 
Edmund  drew  back  a  little,  involuntarily,  from  the  table,  pushing 
his  chair  out  of  the  circle  of  the  lamiDlight.  The  two  faces  which 
were  within  that  round  of  light  stood  out  like  those  of  actors  upon 
the  intimate  stage  of  private  life,  which  is  so  much  more  exciting 
than  any  play. 

'  Very  well,'  said  the  Squire,  '  that's  what  I  say.  Let  us  have 
it  all  honest  and  above-board.  You  know  well  enough  what  I 
want.  I  want  the  Biglow  estate  added  on  to  Melcombe,  which  is 
all  for  your  own  advantage,  not  mine.  It  would  not  do  me  any 
good  if  it  were  done  to-morrow.  And  I  want  a  woman  that  will 
be  a  credit  to  us,  that  can  take  the  head  of  the  table,  as  your 
mother  did,  and  make  a  fit  mistress  of  a  family  like  ours.  The 
first  pretty  girl  that  turns  up  is  not  what  I  want,  Roger.  You're 
old  enough  to  know  what's  what,  and  not  to  be  run  away  with  by 
■  any  childish  fancy.  All  these  things  I  find  in  Lizzy  Travcrs. 
She's  a  fine,  handsome  creature,  she's  a  woman  of  sense,  and  she 
has  got  plenty  of  money,  and  just  the  land  that  is  wanted  to  round 
off  our  own.  You  looked  as  if  you  thought  so,  too,  a  little  while 
ago.  Why,  in  the  name  of  all  that's  idiotic,  do  you  call  oil  now, 
and  disappoint  her  (as  I've  no  doubt  you're  doing),  and  defy  me?' 

Mr.  Mitford  warmed  as  he  went  on ;  the  enumeration  of  all 
Elizabeth's  advantages  fired  his  blood,  and  the  thought  that  for 
some  whim,  some  caprice  unworthy  of  a  man,  some  change  of 
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liking,  all  these  advantages  might  be  thrown  away,  was  intolerable 
to  him.  He  could  not  but  feel  that  his  son  must  be  actuated  by 
something  more  than  mere  perversity, — by  an  uudutiful  impulse 
to  go  against  himself  and  thwart  his  designs,  which  were  so  clearly 
for  the  benefit  of  the  family.  That  sous  did  so  out  of  mere 
rebellion,  and  injured  themselves  to  spite  their  father,  without  any 
other  motive,  Mr.  Mitford  thought  he  knew  well.  It  was  one  of 
their  leading  impulses,  he  was  convinced. 

The  contrast  between  this  superficial  wrath  and  flow  of  opposi- 
tion on  one  side  and  the  passion  in  Roger's  face  was  wonderful. 
He  was  quite  pale ;  his  eyelids  half  drawn  over  his  eyes,  his 
nostrils  drawn  in,  his  lips  set  tight.  Ko  petulance  of  contradiction 
such  as  his  father  believed  in,  but  a  force  of  emotion  which  was 
full  of  tragic  elements,  was  in  his  face.  He  cleared  his  throat  two 
or  three  times  before  he  could  get  possession  of  his  voice.  '  In 
the  first  place,'  he  said,  '  Miss  Travers's  name  must  be  put  out  of 
the  discussion  once  for  all.  We  were  never  more  than  good 
friends,  she  and  I.  Stop  a  little '  (for  Mr.  Mitford  had  given  vent 
to  a  snort  of  contempt  and  the  scornful  exclamation  'Friends  !'). 
'  You  have  no  right,  and  I  have  no  right,  to  speculate  upon  what 
she  thinks.  A  woman's  mind  is  her  own,  I  hope,  as  well  as  a 
man's.  That's  only  a  smaU  part  of  the  question,  sir,  I  allow; 
the  question  is  between  you  and  me.  If  I  proposed  to  a  lady 
and  she  rejected  me,  I  suppose  you  would  not  say  that  was  my 
fault.' 

'  But  I  should,  sir,'  retorted  his  father ;  '  certainly  I  should,  in 
this  case.  I  should  say  it  was  your  shameful  shilly-shally,  your 
would  and  your  wouldn't,  your  reluctance  to  come  to  the  point, 
that  had  disgusted  the  girl,  and  with  good  reason ;  only  somehow 
I've  faith  in  her,  and  I  don't  think  it  has.' 

Roger  glared  at  his  father  with  what  he  thought  was  indigna- 
tion on  Elizabeth's  account.  '  I  refuse  to  bring  in  her  name.  She 
has  nothing  to  do  with  the  question,'  he  cried.  '  The  question  is 
between  you  and  me,  sir,  and  nobody  else  has  anything  to  do  with 
it.  I  never  had  any  such  intention  as  you  give  me  credit  for ; 
but  even  if  I  once  had,  as  you  think,  I  haven't  now.  I  don't 
want  to  bind  myself  I've — no  desire  to  marry,'  Roger  said. 
He  made  a  slight  pause  before  he  said  these  words,  and  plunged  a 
sudden  glance  into  the  shade  where  Edmund  sat,  as  if  challenging 
him  to  interfere ;  and  a  sudden  flush  of  colour  rose  on  his  own 
face.  He  added  hastily,  '  I  hope  you  don't  think  I'm  capable  of 
changing  my  mind  to  annoy  you.  I  cannot  deny  such  an  accusa- 
tion, because  it's  incredible.     You  can't  think  so  badly  of  me,  even 
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if  in  the  heat  of  the  moment  you  say  it.  But  if  my  mind  ever 
iuchned  towards  that,  which  it  didn't,  at  least  it  does  not  now.' 

'  And  you  think  that's  a  reason,'  cried  Mr.  Mitford.  '  By  Jove  ! 
You  ought  to  think  a  little,  Roger,  what's  your  raison  d'etre. 
You've  no  profession,  you  never  do  anything,  you're  the  eldest  son. 
Just  because  it  is  unnecessary  for  you  to  work  for  your  living, 
being  the  eldest  son,  it's  your  business  to  attend  to  this.  You 
may  call  me  brutal,  if  you  like ;  perhaps  it's  brutal,  but  it's  true. 

This  is  your  share  of  the  duty.     If  you  don't  do  it '     Mr. 

Mitford  got  up  from  his  chair  almost  violently,  pushing  it  away 
from  the  table.  Then  he  paused,  and  looked  at  his  son  from  the 
vantage  ground  of  his  height  and  attitude.  'AVhether  it's  from 
mere  caprice,  whether  it's  for  other  reasons,' — and  here,  to  Roger's 
troubled  ear,  his  voice  sounded  full  of  meaning, — '  whatever  is  the 
cause,  you  had  better  look  to  it,  my  boy.  Though  you're  the 
eldest  son,'  said  the  Squire,  turning  away,  'please  to  remember 
that  in  our  family  there's  no  eldest  son,  so  to  speak,  further  than 
a  parent  may  i^lease.' 

He  went  away  as  he  s])oke,  bursting  through  the  door  which 
opened  into  the  drawing-room.  Though  he  had  avoided  that  way 
of  reaching  his  own  special  retirement  since  little  Nina  had  taken 
up  her  abode  in  it,  his  excitement  was  so  great  that  he  forgot  his 
usual  habit  to-night,  and  a  scream  from  Nina,  faintly  heard  in  the 
noisy  shutting  of  tlie  door,  testified  to  her  wonder  rather  than 
pleasure  at  the  sight  of  this  unexpected  figure  pushing  through 
her  usually  silent  rooms.  His  two  sons  sat  immovable  in  their 
astonishment,  watching  this  stormy  exit.  It  was  seldom  that 
Mr.  Mitford  permitted  himself  to  lose  his  temper,  and  they  stared 
at  each  other  with  looks  which  were  far  from  comfortable.  The 
Squire  was  generally  very  decorous ;  if  he  had  never  sought  the 
confidence  and  friendship  of  his  boys,  at  least  he  had  seldom 
repulsed  them,  and  never  threatened.  But  on  this  occasion  excite- 
ment (or  was  it  policy  1)  had  carried  him  quite  out  of  himself. 
They  heard  Nina's  frightened  little  outcry,  then  a  quick  and  rather 
angry  dialogue,  and  then  the  shutting  of  the  distant  library  door, 
which  indicated  that  he  had  entered  his  own  room  for  the  evening. 
Roger  had  become  very  calm,  very  silent,  in  tlie  midst  of  this 
sensation.  'What  do  you  suppose  that  means  ?' he  said  at  last, 
when  the  echoes  of  the  alarmed  house  had  died  away.  '  I  did  not 
think  my  father  would  have  adopted  such  vulgar  methods,'  he 
said. 

'He  meant  nothing,'  said  Edmund,  in  his  usual  rule  of  peace- 
maker.    '  And  you  miglit  have  temporised  a  little.     You  could 


40  THE  SECOND  SON  v 

not  have  been  forced  into  matrimony  at  a  moment's  notice.  Why 
not  yield  a  little,  and  keep  the  peace  V 

'  There  has  been  too  much  sacrificed  to  keeping  the  peace.' 
Roger  got  up  and  began  to  walk  about  the  room,  his  figure  moving 
up  and  down  like  a  shadow  outside  the  circle  of  the  light.  'I 
can't  keep  it  up,'  he  cried.  '  I  cannot  go  on  like  this.  The  best 
thing  for  me,  if  I  could  but  do  it,  would  be  to  go  away.' 

'  And  why  not  1  Why  not  go  to  town  for  a  month  or  two  ? 
There's  nothing  tragical  about  that,  no  grand  decision  involved. 
Go  up  for  the  season,  and  cut  this  knot,  whatever  it  is.' 

'You  speak  at  your  ease,'  siiid  the  elder  brother,  looking  out 
of  the  shadow  at  Edmund's  thoughtful  face,  in  which  there  was 
no  struggle,  only  a  shade  of  sympathy  and  anxiety.  Roger  was 
torn  by  sensations  very  different, — by  passion  contending  with  all 
the  restraints  of  life,  and  thought,  and  better  judgment.  '  It  is 
an  easy  matter  for  you,'  he  repeated,  with  a  certain  bitterness ; 
'  to  settle  other  people's  affairs  is  always  the  simplest  thing  in  the 
world.' 

'  I  don't  even  know  what  your  affairs  are,'  said  the  other.  '  I 
suggest  no  settling ;  take  a  moment's  pause,  as  you  may  so  well 
do.  No  one  can  have  a  word  to  say,  if  you  start  off  for  town  now. 
It  is  the  moment  when  everybody  is  going.  And  whatever  there 
may  be  to  decide,  get  it  at  arm's  length,  get  it  in  perspective,' 
Edmund  said. 

Roger  stared  at  him  almost  fiercely  for  an  instant,  then  came 
back  and  flung  himself  down  again  in  his  chair.  '  Don't  insult  a 
man  with  your  artist's  jargon,'  he  said ;  then  changing  his  tone  in 
a  moment,  '  That's  just  what  I  do,  Ned, — that's  just  what  I  do 
too  much.  I  can't  get  any  natural  action  out  of  myself  for  that. 
My  father  thinks  I  mean  to  cross  him.  I  don't.  I  see  the  sense 
of  all  he  or  you  can  say,  though  you  drove  me  mad  with  your  talk 
about  what  was  suitable.  I  know  it  well  enough.  He's  right, 
and  you  are  right,  and  nobody  knows  so  well  as  I  do  all  the  trouble 
that's  in  it,  or  how  good  it  would  be  to  take  the  other  way.  But,' 
said  Roger,  staring  into  the  white  heat  of  the  lam}),  with  eyes  that 
were  full  of  glowing  fire — '  but ' 

Edmund  stretched  across  the  table,  and  laid  his  hand  on  his 
brother's  arm.  There  are  moments  when  the  most  sympathetic 
can  do  nothing,  can  say  nothing,  that  may  not  turn  to  exaspera- 
tion instead  of  solace.  The  touch  was  all  he  could  venture  on. 
Already  both  had  forgotten  the  father's  threat,  if  threat  it  were. 
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The  drawing-room  at  Melcombe  had  a  succession  of  window 
recesses,  or  rather  i^rojections  built  out  from  the  level  of  the  room, 
like  little  jwrticoes  enclosed  with  walls,  where  all  the  brightness 
of  the  sunshine  concentrated,  and  where  a  silent  little  reader  or 
thinker  might  rest  unseen,  whoever  went  or  came.  It  was  in  one 
of  these  that  Edmund  found  his  sister  the  next  morning.  She 
had  appropriated  the  little  nook,  which  was  oblong,  with  an 
opening  opposite  the  great  window  like  a  doorway  into  the  drawing- 
room.  On  the  cushioned  seat  which  ran  all  round  Nina  had 
accumulated  her  treasures.  She  had  a  work-basket  full  of  bright- 
coloured  wools  and  silks,  always  in  disorder,  and  pieces  of  work  at 
which  she  sometimes  laboured  for  half  an  hour  at  a  time.  She 
had  a  few  books  scattered  upon  the  seat :  a  novel  always  in  course 
of  reading ;  a  book  of  poetry,  about  which  she  was  not  very 
particular  so  long  as  it  was  verse ;  and  a  volume  of  that  vague 
morality  and  philosophy  beaten  down  into  a  sugared  pulp,  which 
has  at  all  times  been  thought  the  right  thing  for  young  ladies. 
It  need  scarcely  be  said  that  the  little  girl  never  opened  it,  but  it 
represented  the  higher  literature  to  her  unsophisticated  soul.  She 
had  what  she  called  her  '  drawing  things '  upon  the  table  beside 
her,  so  that  in  case  an  inspiration  moved  she  might  fly  to  her 
pencil,  like  a  heroine  in  an  old-fashioned  novel,  without  loss  of 
time.  She  never  did  so,  but  what  did  that  matter  1  An  old 
guitar,  which  Nina  had  found  in  a  lumber-room,  hung  by  a  faded 
ribbon  from  the  wall,  so  that  she  might  equally  soothe  her  mind 
with  that,  if  any  sudden  pressure  of  affairs  suggested  music  as  the 
natural  relief  to  an  overburdened  soul.  To  be  sure,  Nina  did  not 
know  how  to  play,  but  that  made  no  difference.  Had  tlie  necessity 
existed,  no  doubt  the  knowledge  would  have  come. 

On  the  whole,  the  little  thing  pleased  herself  much  with  these 
simple  preparations  for  every  emergency,  and  as  no  emergency 
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occurred  read  her  novel  iu  peace,  or  when  there  was  any  bazaar  in 
prospect,  for  which  her  married  sisters  claimed  her  aid,  would 
seize  her  crewels  and  work  for  a  whole  twenty  minutes.  She  led 
a  very  useless  life,  much  unlike  the  present  habits  of  high-minded 
girls.  She  had  nothing  to  do,  and  did  nothing.  She  learned 
nothing.  She  did  not  improve  her  mind.  She  had  no  part  iu  the 
operations  of  the  household.  In  short,  she  existed  only  like  one 
of  the  flowers  in  the  garden.  She  loved  the  guitar,  which  she 
called  a  lute,  and  the  drawing  things,  and  the  poetry  book,  and 
the  crewels,  which  she  called  embroidery.  These  were  all  acces- 
sories to  the  little  part  she  had  to  play,  but  her  novels  were  old- 
fashioned,  and  so  was  her  ideal,  and  she  did  not  know  that  any 
more  was  intended  in  the  constitution  of  a  little  girl  belonging  to 
a  county  family.  Geraldine  and  Amy  had  married,  that  was  true, 
and  entered  upon  another  kind  of  existence,  which  Nina  supposed, 
some  time  or  other,  she  too  would  have  to  do.  But  she  did  not 
speculate  on  that  change :  it  was  not  within  the  range  of  any  near 
possibilities,  and  the  little  mind  did  not  require  the  stimulus  of 
any  such  subject  for  dreams.  Lily  Ford,  in  her  room  which 
opened  on  the  garden,  dreamed  all  day  long, — dreamed  with 
passion,  inventing  for  her  future  endless  pleasures,  splendours,  and 
delights ;  but  Nina,  in  her  window-seat,  was  quite  quiescent, 
pleased  with  the  days  as  they  came.  To  be  sure,  Lily  was  a  little 
older,  and  her  position  was  not  the  assured  and  simple  one  held  by 
the  little  lady  at  the  Hall. 

'  Oh,  you  are  here,  Nina,'  said  Edmund,  coming  in.  He  placed 
himself  in  the  basket-chair,  which,  though  it  was  well  cushioned, 
always  creaked,  and  disturbed  Nina's  quiet.  'I  thought  you 
might  be  out,  as  it  is  such  a  fine  morning.  You  don't  go  out 
half  enough.' 

'  I  have  no  one  to  go  with,  Edmund.  It  is  rather  dull  always 
going  out  alone.' 

'  So  it  is.  If  you  would  only  be  a  little  bolder,  Nina,  and  get 
upon  a  horse,  you  could  ride  with  Roger  or  me.  Oue  of  us  would 
always  be  glad  to  go.' 

This  was  one  of  the  little  habitual  things  which  Nina  knew 
were  said  without  much  meaning.  Oh  yes,  no  doubt  Edmund 
meant  them  when  he  said  them.  But  his  sister  was  too  shy  to 
keep  him  to  his  word.  She  was  not  so  timid  as  was  supposed, 
and  had  got,  if  not  upon  a  horse,  yet  upon  a  pony,  many  times 
with  impunity,  and  ridden  soberly  about  the  park.  But  the  idea 
that  Nina  was  not  bold  enough  to  ride  had  always  been  kept  up. 
Though  she  was  so  simple,  she  quite  understood  this  little  fiction, 
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and  that  it  was  not  at  all  in  her  role  to  call  upon  her  brothers  to 
go  out  with  her;  for  little  persons  like  Nina,  with  all  their 
innocence,  often  know  things  which  they  arc  not  supposed  to  know. 

'Thank  you  very  much,  Edmund,'  she  said.  'I  am  quite 
happy  here.  I  am  at  a  very  interesting  bit  in  my  book.  I  am 
not  quite  sure,  but  I  almost  think  that  Ethelbert  is  going  to  turn 
out  Lord  Wilfrid's  son,  which  would  quite  explain  the  sympathy 
that  EmUy  felt  for  him  the  fii'st  time  she  saw  him.  It  is  the 
most  interesting  book ' 

'  Perhaps  you  would  rather  I  went  away,  and  let  you  unravel 
the  mystery,'  Edmund  said, 

'Oh  no ;  oh,  dear,  no ! '  exclaimed  Nina,  putting  down  the 
volume  upon  its  face.  '  I  would  a  thousand  times  rather  talk  to 
you.  And  there's  something  I  want  to  ask  you,  Edmund.  What 
was  papa  so  angry  about  last  night  1 ' 

'  Last  night  ?  Oh,  it  was  nothing,  my  dear.  One  of  us  dis- 
pleased him.  Either  Roger  or  I  said  something  that  brought  on  a 
discussion ;  nothing  you  need  trouble  your  little  head  about.' 

'  But  I  do  trouble  my  head.  How  can  I  help  it  1  I  know  it 
was  Roger,  and  not  you.  I  heard  loud  voices,  sounding  quite 
angry,  and  then  I  went  and  sat  close  to  the  door.' 

'  Do  you  think  that  was  quite  right,  Nina  1  It  is  not  the 
thing  for  a  lady  to  do.' 

'  Oh,  I  was  not  listening ! '  cried  Nina,  '  I  did  not  look 
through  the  keyhole,  or  anything  like  that.  I  only  sat  near  the 
door.  And  then  I  heard  papa  scolding, — oh,  scolding !  worse 
tlian  he  ever  did,  even  at  Geraldine.  I  couldn't  help  hearing. 
Then  he  bounced  in  when  I  was  sitting  there,  never  expecting  it. 
What  made  him  come  through  the  drawing-room  last  night  %  I 
started  up  as  if  I  had  been  shot,  and  then  he — said  something 
disagreeable  to  me.' 

'  I  am  afraid  you  deserved  it  this  time,'  said  Edmund,  shaking 
his  head.  'You  should  not  sit  near  the  door;  you  niiglit  hear 
something  that  you  were  not  intended  to  hear.' 

'  Oh,  that  is  exactly  wliy '     Then  she  stoi^ped  short  in 

confusion.  '  I  mean,'  she  said,  looking  as  if  about  to  cry,  while 
Edmund  continued  to  shake  his  head,  '  that  I  never  know  anything 
— about  anything  !  And  why  shouldn't  I  find  out  if  I  can  %  It 
is  so  dull  at  night,  sitting  all  by  one's  self  here.' 

'  I  ought  to  have  thought  of  that,'  said  Edmund ;  '  of  course  it 
is  dull.  I'll  make  a  point  of  coming  in  and  sitting  with  you  in 
future,  Nina,  if  you  will  promise  not  to  sit  near  the  door.' 

'  Oh,  thank  you  very  much,  Edmund,'  said   Nina.     She  was 
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aware  that  this  promise  was  about  as  much  to  be  depended  upon 
as  that  of  riding  with  her,  if  she  could  not  ride ;  but  repression 
had  taught  this  little  creature  wisdom,  and  she  accepted  the  offer 
as  a  benevolent  form.  '  It  was  about  Roger  getting  married,'  she 
said,  nodding  her  head  in  her  turn. 

'  What  do  you  know  about  that  1  You  must  not  say  a  word  of 
anything  of  the  kind.     Roger  is  not  going  to  be  married.' 

*  I  know,'  said  Nina.  '  I  think  I  know  more  than  you  do,  or 
papa  either,  but  I  am  sure  I  would  never  tell.' 

'  You — know  about  Roger  ?  Nonsense,  my  dear  little  girl,  you 
must  not  even  think  on  such  a  subject.  There  is  nothing  for  you 
to  know.' 

'  Oh,  but  there  is,'  said  Nina,  once  more  nodding  her  head.  '  I 
knew  first  from  what  Simmons  said.  And  then  I  rode  round  by 
the  West  Lodge,  and  there  I  saw.' 

'  I  thought  that  you  said  a  minute  ago  you  would  never  tell.' 

'  Not  to  any  one  else,'  replied  the  girl,  '  but  you  and  I  are  just 
the  same  as  himself,  Edmund.  I  would  not  tell  papa  for  the  world. 
Did  you  ever  see  Lily  Ford  1  I  think  she  is  beautiful.  There  are 
not  very  many  beautiful  people  like  women  in  books.  Perhaps 
she  is  not  quite  up  to  that,  but  she  is  the  beautifulest  I  ever  saw,' 

'  Oh,  nonsense,'  said  Edmund,  endeavouring  to  laugh  the  revela- 
tions off.  '  Prettier  than  Geraldine  1  You  couldn't  mean  that : 
and  "  beautifulest "  is  not  a  word.' 

'It  is  what  I  mean,'  said  Nina.  'Geraldine?  Oh,  Geraldine  ! 
— she  was  just  Geraldine,  nicer  than  anybody.  It  did  not  matter 
in  the  least  whether  she  was  beautiful  or  not.  But  Lily  Ford  is 
like  somebody  in  a  book.  I  once  read  a  poem  about  a  beautiful 
maiden  in  a  garden,  don't  you  know?  She  is  like  that.  She 
walks  out  among  the  flowers,  and  she  never  goes  anywhere  else 
except  to  chiurch,  and  Mrs.  Simmons  says  she  doesn't  know  what 
her  parents  are  thinking  of;  and  then  they  always  say  something 
about  Roger,  but  they  don't  let  me  hear  what  they  say.' 

'You  hear  a  great  deal  too  much,  I  think,'  cried  Edmund. 
'  Nina,  you  ought  to  know  it  is  not  fit  for  a  young  lady  to  listen 
to  what  the  servants  say.' 

'  Who  am  I  to  speak  to,  then  1 '  asked  Nina,  the  tears  rising  to 
her  eyes.     '  Am  I  never  to  hear  anything  about  anybody  ? ' 

'  My  dear  child,'  said  Edmund.  '  I  see  how  wrong  we  have  all 
been.  It  is  a  shame  that  you  should  be  driven  to  that,  you  poor 
little  girl  among  all  us  men.  But  there  is  always  the  Rectory, 
Nina,  when  you're  dull,'  he  hastily  said. 

'  Oh,  I'm  not  at  all  dull.     I  like  home  the  best :  but  I  can't 
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help  thinking  about  what  is  going  on.  I  like  to  ride  past  the 
West  Lodge,  the  garden  is  always  so  pretty.  And  when  it  is  warm 
you  can  look  in  at  the  window  and  see  Lily  sitting  at  work.  I 
believe  she's  making  some  things  for  me,'  the  girl  added,  with  a 
certain  sense  of  pride  and  proiwietorship  in  Lily.  '  Roger  is  there 
almost  every  day.' 

'  Nina  !  for  Heaven's  sake,  don't  go  on  with  these  revelations. 
All  this  information  is  quite  out  of  your  way.  If  Roger  knew,  he 
would  be  very  angry ;  he  woiild  tliink  you  were  watching  him.' 

'  So  I  was,'  admitted  Nina  quietly,  '  more  or  less ;  for  I  wanted 
to  know.  When  you  hear  all  sorts  of  things  said  of  your  brother, 
and  especially  when  you  see  that  they  don't  want  you  to  hear  what 
they  say ' 

'You  must  be  removed  out  of  the  hands  of  those  servants,' 
said  Edmund.  '  Don't  you  know  the  diflerence  between  educated 
and  uneducated  people,  Nina  1  You  have  no  right  to  listen  to 
them.     You  don't  hear  people  of  our  .own  class ' 

'  Oh,  Edmund  !  why,  everybody  does  it ;  not  about  Roger  before 
us,  but  about  others.  The  Tredgolds,  and  even  Pax.  Pax  was 
saying  the  other  day  that  Amy  Tredgold  went  out  a  great  deal  too 
much  when  she  was  in  London,  and  that  our  Stephen ' 

'  Don't  say  any  more,  please.  I  daresay  we  all  talk  about  om 
neighbours  more  than  is  necessary.  But  the  servants, — you  must 
not  listen  to  the  servants.  As  for  Roger,  he  woidd  be  very  angry. 
You  must  know,  if  you  heard  anything  at  the  door, — oh,  Nina ! 
— that  this  was  not  what  my  father  was  speaking  to  Roger  about.' 

'  No,'  said  Nina,  after  a  pause,  fixing  her  eyes  upon  her  brother 
as  if  there  might  be  a  great  deal  more  to  say  ;  but  though  her  eyes 
were  eloquent  she  spoke  no  further  word.  For  the  next  half  hour 
or  more  Edmund  kept  his  place,  and  made  conversation  for  his 
little  sister.  He  did  his  duty  manfully,  using  every  endeavour  to 
make  her  forget  the  subject  on  which  she  had  herself  been  the 
speaker.  He  told  her  about  the  books  he  had  been  reading,  giving 
her  at  considerable  length  the  plot  of  a  new  novel,  with  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  leading  characters  and  their  actions.  He  told  her  about 
some  discoveries  in  which  the  fairy  tales  of  science,  the  beautiful 
part  of  research,  came  in  as  they  do  not  always  come  in,  even  in  its 
most  beneficent  spheres.  He  told  her  about  the  last  great  traveller 
who  had  made  a  track  across  the  black  continent.  To  all  of  which 
Nina  responded  with  a  little  swift  interrogative  Yes  1  with  a  No  ! 
of  wonder,  with  the  milder  Indceds,  and  Oh,  Edmimds,  of  attention. 
She  gave  him  her  ear  devoutly  for  one  thing  as  much  as  the  other, 
and  laughed,  and  clasped  her  hands,  and  looked  astonished  and 
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dismayed,  just  when  it  was  right  for  her  to  show  these  sentiments. 
But  when  at  last  he  got  up  and  left  her,  Edmmid  was  by  no 
means  siu-e  that  Nina  had  not  seen  through  him  all  the  time,  that 
she  had  not  been  quite  aware  of  his  purpose,  and  laughing  in  her 
little  sleeve  at  his  attempts  to  beguile  her.  He  thought  to  himself, 
as  he  went  away,  considerably  exhausted  with  his  exertions  and 
with  the  uncertainty  of  having  at  all  succeeded  in  them,  that  he 
would  never  undervalue  little  Nina's  intelligence  again.  What  she 
had  told  him  was  not  new  to  him.  He  had  known  very  well 
where  Roger  was  going  when  he  turned  along  the  west  road  from 
the  station.  He  had  understood  what  his  brother  meant  when  he 
betrayed  the  uneasiness  of  his  troublous  passion  in  talk  whicli 
pretended  to  be  abstract.  But  Nina's  little  matter-of-fact  story, 
her  glimpses  into  the  conclusions  of  the  servants,  added  a  pang  of 
reality  to  the  visionary  picture  which  Edmund  had  made  to  himself. 
As  it  was  in  Edmund's  ftmcy,  it  might  have  gone  on  for  months  or 
years  before  coming  to  any  crisis ;  but  in  a  moment,  by  the 
illumination  of  all  these  sharp  little  commonplace  lights,  he  saw 
how  immediate  and  how  urgent  the  danger  was. 

There  had  been  in  Edmund's  mind  a  lingering  incredulity,  the 
conviction  of  a  man  in  his  sound  senses,  that  love,  in  the  gravest 
sense  of  the  word,  for  the  keeper's  daughter  was  after  all  an 
impossibility ;  that  it  was  a  freak  of  fancy  rather  than  a  serious 
passion  which  had  occupied  his  brother.  How  in  Ford's  cottage, 
within  the  ken  of  the  father  and  mother,  amid  all  the  homely 
circumstances  of  their  life,  Roger  should  have  been  so  fatally 
enthralled  it  seemed  impossible  to  conceive ;  and  by  Lily  Ford, 
the  little  half-educated,  conventional  enchantress,  with  all  the 
sentimentalities  of  her  boarding-school  about  her,  her  artificial 
superiority,  her  little  romantic  graces !  If  she  had  been  an 
unconscious,  dutiful,  rustic  maiden,  helpful  and  sweet,  Edmund 
thought  he  could  have  understood  it  better.  But  for  a  man  who 
had  known  and  liked,  if  not  loved,  Elizabeth  Travers,  who  had 
owed  something  of  his  development  to  Pax — that  he  should  throw 
his  life  away  for  Lily  Ford  !  The  wonder  of  it  took  away  Edmund's 
breath ;  yet  he  had  no  resource  but  to  believe  it  now.  And  what 
was  worst  of  all  was  that  he  could  think  of  no  way  of  helping 
Roger.  His  father's  threats,  his  inquiry  in  respect  to  that  other 
matter  so  plainly  impossible,  the  mere  suggestion  of  which  was  an 
insult  and  injury  to  the  lady — so  much  too  good,  Edmund  said  to 
himself  indignantly,  for  any  one  of  them  at  their  best — would  of 
course  throw  Roger  more  and  more  into  his  fatal  entanglement, 
and  make  all  deliverance  hopeless.     And  there  seemed  nothing  that 
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any  one  coiild  do.  Remonstrance  was  futile ;  the  time  for  it  was 
past;  and  what  advantage  could  there  be  in  pointing  out  the 
frightful  drawbacks,  the  miseries,  involved  in  such  a  connection  to 
the  unfortunate  who  saw  them  all,  and  yet  could  not  resist  the 
infatuation  which  was  stronger  than  reason?  It  was  not  thus, 
perhaps,  that  Edmund  would  have  regarded  a  love  which  was 
superior  to  all  obstacles,  had  it  not  approached  himself  so  nearly. 
He  realised  in  the  present  case  with  a  heavy  force  of  fact,  more 
telling  than  imagination,  what  it  would  be  to  have  Lily  Ford  the 
mistress  of  his  father's  house. 

In  the  perplexity  of  his  mind  he  found  himself  following  in- 
stinctively a  path  which  he  had  perhaps  trod  oftener  than  any 
other  during  the  whole  coivrse  of  his  life,  the  path  that  led  to  the 
Rectory.  He  knew  that  Pax  at  her  window  would  see  him  coming, 
and  would  divine  that  he  was  in  trouble,  and  that  his  errand  to 
her  was  the  selfish  one  of  unburdening  his  soul.  How  often  had 
he  unburdened  his  soul  to  Pax,  in  every  kind  of  embarrassment 
and  distress ! — even  when  the  distm'bing  element  was  herself,  when 
he  had  so  loved  her  in  her  full  maturity,  so  hotly  wanted  to  marry 
her,  so  insisted  that  the  obstacles  were  of  no  importance  in  com- 
parison. He  still  loved  Pax  devotedly  in  a  way,  but  the  thought 
of  his  boyish  projects  in  respect  to  her  sometimes  brought  the  hot 
colour  to  his  face,  sometimes  overwhelmed  him  with  a  desire  to 
laugh.  It  had  become  ludicrous,  impossible,  as  no  doubt  it  had 
been  always,  had  he  had  eyes  to  see.  The  recollection  of  it  came 
strongly  back  to  him  as  he  ran  up  the  familiar  stairs  and  went  in 
unannounced,  with  a  little  tap  at  the  door.  Perhaps  she  thought 
of  it  too,  as  she  tm^ned  half  round  to  greet  him,  holding  out  her 
hand,  with  a  '  Well,  Edmund  ! '  looking  at  him  in  the  tall,  narrow 
mirror  which  stood  between  the  two  side  windows,  and  which  was 
always  the  medium  through  which  she  contemplated  her  intimate 
visitors.  Pax  was  of  opinion  that  she  understood  people  better 
when  she  first  saw  their  faces  and  unconscious  expression  in  this 
old-fashioned  greenish  glass. 

'  Well ! '  he  said,  throwing  himself  down  upon  a  chair  opposite 
to  her,  '  I'm  out  of  heart  and  out  of  hrunour,  and  as  usual  I've 
come  to  you  to  be  consoled.' 

'  That's  quite  natural,'  said  Pax.     '  What  is  it  about  1 ' 

'I  can't  tell  you — everything,'  cried  the  young  man.  And 
then  he  took  up  a  piece  of  work  which  lay  on  the  table  and  began 
to  examine  it  gravely,  as  if  he  Icnew  all  about  it.  And  so,  indeed, 
he  did ;  for  Pax  kept  a  piece  of  work  by  her  for  state  occasions, 
for  the  afternoon  when  people  called,  which  made  slow  progress, 
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and  had  no  connection  with  the  big  work-basket,  always  overflow- 
ing, which  stood  on  the  other  side  of  her  chair.  '  You  were  at 
this  leaf,  or  thereabouts,  last  time  I  was  on  the  verge  of  suicide,' 
he  said,  witli  a  laugh. 

'And  I  shall  be  at  another  leaf  next  time,'  Pax  answered 
calmly.  'There  is  just  enough  of  the  pattern  to  keep  me  going 
till  I  deliver  you  over  into  the  hands  of  your  wife.' 

'  My  wife  !      I  shall  never  have  one.  Pax.' 

'  Not  till  you  are  married,'  said  Miss  Lemesiurier.  '  But  I 
don't  suppose  that  is  what  troubles  you  now.' 

He  made  no  answer  for  some  time,  and  then  he  burst  forth 
suddenly,  '  I  don't  think  it's  good  for  Nina  to  be  all  alone  as  she 
is.     That  little  thing  is  far  sharper  than  any  of  us  think.' 

'  I  am  glad,'  said  Pax,  '  that  you  have  found  that  out.' 

'  She  ought  not  to  be  left  to  the  servants,  to  pick  up  the 
gossip  of  the  house.' 

'  I  am  very  glad,'  said  Pax,  '  that  you  have  found  that  out.  I 
hope  your  father  sees  it,  too.' 

'  Oh,  my  father  !'  Edmund  said  impatiently,  conscious  all  at  once 
that  not  Roger,  but  the  Squire,  was  the  cause  of  all  his  anxieties, 
for  surely  he  ought  to  have  known  better,  if  anybody  should. 

'  And  I  don't  see  how  it  is  to  be  remedied,  unless  one  of  you 
were  to  marry.' 

'  To  marry  ! '  Edmund  exclaimed  again,  and  there  suddenly 
gleamed  upon  him  another  vision  of  Lily  Ford  in  the  chief  place 
at  home,  training,  restraining  his  little  sister.  A  flush  of  angry 
colour  came  over  his  face.  '  You  are  very  keen  upon  marriages,' 
he  cried,  with  an  instinctive  endeavour  to  give  a  prick  in  return, 
'You  used  not  to  be  so,  if  I  remember  right.' 

Pax  looked  into  the  mirror,  and  saw  herself  seated  there,  mature 
and  motherly,  while  the  young  man,  flung  into  his  chair  in  languor 
and  discontent,  sat  gloomy  before  her.  She  uttered  an  involuntaiy 
thanksgiving  within  herself  If  I  had  been  such  a  fool !  she 
thought,  and  thanked  Heaven  :  then  spoke  sedately.  '  For  right 
marriages  always — for  wrong  never,'  she  said,  with  emphasis. 
'  Come,  I  know  that's  what  you  are  upset  about.' 

'  I  have  no  right  to  be  upset,'  he  said,  '  I  suppose  I've  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  Am  I  my  brother's  keeper  ?  Probably  he  is  better 
able  to  judge  than  I  am,  and  I'm  a  meddling  fool  to  think  I  could 
interfere.' 

Pax  raised  her  eyes  and  looked  at  him  seriously,  but  she  did 
not  help  him  out,  and  he  sat  pulling  her  work  about,  snipping  at 
stray  threads  as  if  that  had  been  the  most  important  occupation 
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in  the  world ;  tlien  he  suddenly  tossed  it  from  him,  nearly  over- 
turning the  light  table. 

'  I  should  have  thought,'  he  cried  angrily,  '  that  you  would  have 
known  all  about  it.  Here  is  one  of  the  storms  that  are  periodical 
in  our  house — my  father  raging,  and  Roger  going  to  the  devil.' 

'  No,  no,'  said  Pax,  '  not  so  bad  as  that.' 

'  What  do  you  call  not  so  bad  1  He  might  be  bad  and  do  less 
harm.     Imagine  Lily  Ford  at  Melcombe,  the  lady  of  tlic  house  ! ' 

'  Has  it  gone  so  far  ? '  said  Pax,  in  a  tone  of  alarm.  '  You 
ought  not  to  speak  so  to  me,  Edmund,  about  less  harm — but  still 
I  know  what  you  mean.     I  can't  think  it's  so  bad  as  that.' 

'Can  you  think  of  my  brother,  then,  as  a  scoundrel?'  cried 
the  young  man,  changing  his  view  in  a  moment,  as  the  caprice  of 
his  troubled  mind  suggested.  Then  he  came  to  his  senses  in  the 
relief  of  having  thus  disburdened  himself.  '  I  fear,'  he  said,  '  it 
has  gone  as  far  as  that.     I  don't  see  what  else  can  come.     Roger 

is  not  a  fellow  to — he  is  not  a  man  that  could You  know 

what  I  mean.  Pax.  He  is  too  good,  and  too  tender-hearted,  and 
too  honourable.  He  could  neither  deceive  a  woman  nor  desert 
her,  even  if  he  wanted  to.' 

•  '  Does  he  want  to  1 '  Pax  paused  a  moment,  not  expecting  any 
answer  to  her  question ;  then  she  said  slowly,  '  There  is  still  one 
way  out  of  it :  there  is  the  girl  herself.' 

'  The  girl  herself ! '  Edmund  cried,  with  unmeasured  astonisli- 
ment  and  almost  contempt. 

'  She  is  in  a  very  artificial  position  ;  but  she  is  a  natural,  silly 
little  thing,  with  a  will  of  her  own ;  when  that  is  the  case  there 
is  never  any  telling,'  Pax  in  her  wisdom  said. 
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On  the  same  morning  a  consultation  of  a  very  different  kind  was 
going  on  at  the  West  Lodge.  The  scene  was  the  little  parlour 
which  to  poor  Roger  had  been  a  place  of  fatal  enchantment.  It 
bore,  perhaps,  a  different  aspect  in  the  morning,  but  it  is  doubtful 
if  any  circumstances,  even  the  chill  daylight  with  all  its  revelations, 
even  Mrs.  Ford  in  the  midst  of  her  morning's  work,  with  all  the 
common  accessories  of  household  labour  about  her,  could  now  have 
affected  the  mind  of  the  lover.  Perhaps  if  at  the  first  he  had  seen 
the  mother  on  her  knees  '  doing '  the  grate,  while  Lily  in  her  pretty 
dress,  not  fit  even  to  be  touched  by  those  grimy  fingers,  stood  by 
and  looked  on,  the  contrast  might  have  affected  his  imagination ; 
but  who  could  tell  1  He  might  have  found  it  only  an  accentuation 
of  the  wonder  how  out  of  so  homely  a  soil  such  a  flower  could  have 
grown.  To  the  chief  actors  themselves  there  was  nothing  in  the 
least  remarkable  in  the  situation.  Mrs.  Ford  on  her  knees  before 
the  hearth,  with  a  brush  in  her  hands  and  the  glow  of  exertion  on 
her  face,  had  paused,  looking  up  from  her  work  to  speak,  while 
Lily  stood  by  in  the  brown  velveteen  which  had  been  her  winter 
dress,  and  which,  to  do  her  justice,  she  had  made  herself,  with 
pretty  white  frills  round  the  hands  wliich  were  free  from  any  trace 
of  labour,  a  few  early  primroses  pinned  upon  her  breast,  and  her  silky 
hair  shining  in  the  sun.  The  glass  door  was  open,  the  sunshine 
streaming  in,  the  garden  ablaze  with  those  crocuses  of  which  the 
keeper's  wife  had  boasted,  the  little  room  all  glorified  by  the  light, 
which,  however,  at  the  same  time  remorselessly  showed  all  those 
poverties  of  over-decoration  and  vulgarity  of  ornament  of  which 
its  inmates  were  unconscious.  Mrs.  Ford  was  making  an  appeal 
which  was  almost  impassionate,  and  which  suited  very  well  with  her 
attitude,  if  not  with  her  occupation,  while  Lily  listened  somewhat 
impatient,  very  decided  in  her  adverse  opinion,  i)ulhng  the  threads 
unconsciously  out  of  a  scrap  of  linen  which  she  held  in  her  hands. 
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'  My  pet,'  said  Mrs.  Ford,  '  it's  time  to  think  serious,  if  ever 
j'ou  thought  serious  in  your  life.  I'm  dead  frightened,  and  that's 
the  truth.  I've  always  looked,  I  don't  deny  it,  for  a  'usband  for 
you  as  could  give  you  a  different  'ome  from  this.  We've  done  our 
best,  your  father  and  me,  to  make  it  a  nice  'ome.  We've  done  a 
deal  for  you,  Lily,  though  maybe  you  don't  see  it.  It's  not  a  place 
now  for  the  likes  of  you,  brought  up  a  lady,  and  natiu"aUy  looking 
for  things  as  was  never  wanted  by  him  or  me.  But  still  we've 
done  a  deal  more  than  most  folks  approved  of  our  doing ;  we've 
done  the  most  we  coidd.' 

'  Yes,  yes,'  said  Lily  impatiently,  '  what  is  the  use  of  going  over 
all  this  again,  mother  1    I  never  said  you  hadn't  been  awfully  good.' 

'  Well,  I  don't  mean  to  say  that,'  resumed  Mrs.  Ford,  drjdng 
her  eyes  with  her  apron.  She  was  apt  to  be  tearful  when  she 
insisted  on  Lily's  excellences,  or  humbly  put  forth  her  own  attempts 
to  do  justice  to  them.  '  But  we've  done  what  we  could,  and  I've 
always  hoped  for  a  'usband  as  could  do  more,  and  that  I  w^ou't 
deny.' 

'  Well,  mother  ! '  said  Lily  again. 

'  But,  dear,'  cried  the  keeper's  wife,  '  you  mustn't  look  too  high  ! 
Oh,  Lily,  you  mustn't  look  too  high  !  When  Mr.  Roger  first  came 
here  I  was  a  bit  flattered ;  that  I  don't  deny.  I  felt  as  if  it  was 
a  great  comijliment.  Him  to  come  in  quite  friendly  like,  and  take 
a  chair,  and  talk  to  you  and  me.  It  was  not  as  if  it  had  been 
talking  to  your  father  about  them  things  as  men  can  go  on  about 
for  hours.  Senseless  things,  I  think,  but  then  that's  their  way. 
And  that  he  shoidd  be  taken  up  with  you  was  natural,  and  asking 
questions,  for  you  were  his  mother's  pet,  there's  not  a  doubt  of 
that.  I  was  flattered  like,  I  won't  deny  it.  But  since  Christmas 
I've  took  fright,  Lily.  I've  got  more  and  more  frightened  every 
day.  I've  tried  my  best  to  say  as  you  were  busy,  as  you  were  out, 
— any  excuse  I  could  think  of.' 

'  Thank  you,  mother.' 

'  You  would  thank  me  if  you  thought  a  bit.  Lily,  you  don't 
know  the  world ;  if  you  were  as  old  as  me  you  would  know  that 
nothing  good  ever  comes  of  a  gentleman  visiting  in  a  poor  'ouse. 
He  may  mean  no  harm,  and  she  may  mean  no  harm,  but  it  comes 
to  harm  in  spite  of  'em  both.' 

'  Mother  ! '  exclaimed  Lily,  with  great  indignation,  '  how  dare 
you  speak  like  that  to  me  !  Harm  !  Do  you  think  I'm  one  of  the 
poor  creatures  that  forget  themselves,  that  get  into  danger  and 
trouble — me  !  If  you  think  that  of  me,  I  wonder  you  don't  turn 
me  out  of  your  house.' 
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'  Oh,  Lily  ! '  cried  the  Jinxious  mother.  She  gazed  at  the  girl 
for  a  moment  with  hands  uiDlifted,  then  turned  round  hastily  and 
addressed  herself  to  the  grate  with  great  fervour  of  exertion,  mak- 
ing her  brush  ring  into  all  the  corners.  After  a  minute  or  two 
of  this  active  work  Mrs.  Ford  turned  round  again.  '  You  put  me 
to  silence  and  you  put  me  to  shame,'  she  said,  rising  from  her  knees. 
'  You've  got  learning  enough  and  sense  enough  to  get  the  better  of 
a  dozen  like  me ;  but  you  didn't  ought  to,  Lily,  however  things 
are,  for  I'm  your  mother,  and  that's  more  than  learning,  or  foreign 
languages,  or  playing  the  pianny, — ay,  or  even  taking  views.' 

'  Mother,  of  course  it  is,'  said  the  girl.  '  I  never  would  have 
been  nasty  to  you  if  you  hadn't  been  nasty  to  me — suj^posiug  for 
a  moment  that  I  was  like  one  of  the  victims  in  a  story  book,  and 
that  harm  of  that  description  could  ever  happen  to  me  ! ' 

Mrs.  Ford  accepted  Lily's  kiss  with  a  tearful  smile.  '  Hold  off 
the  brush,'  she  said,  '  or  it'll  make  a  mark  on  you.  Oh,  Lily,  my 
pet,  you're  never  nasty  to  me, — only  I'm  silly  about  you,  and  I  take 
everything  to  heart.  And  as  for  Mr.  Roger — no,  I  ain't  easy  in 
my  mind  about  Mr.  Roger.  I  can't  say  I  am,  for  it  wouldn't  be 
true.' 

'  Why,  what  could  Roger  do  1 '  said  the  girl,  with  a  triumphant 
smile.     '  Nothing  but  what  I  like,  you  may  be  sure.' 

'  That  may  be,  or  that  mayn't  be,'  replied  Mrs.  Ford,  shaking 
her  head ;  '  but  what  I'm  thinking  of  is  his  father,  Lily.  His 
father,  he  can  do  just  what  he  pleases.  He  can  turn  us  out  of 
this  house,  which  is  the  nicest  I  ever  was  in  for  its  size,  and  where 
I'd  like  to  end  my  days.  He  coi;ld  turn  yoiu-  father  out  of  his 
place.  He  can  hunt  us  all  out  of  the  parish,  away  from  everybody 
we  know.  Oh,  you  think  nobody  could  do  that?  But  you're 
mistaken,  Lily.  The  Squire  can  do  whatever  he  wants  to  do. 
It's  awful  power  for  one  man,  but  he  can.  I  have  heard  say  he 
can  leave  all  his  money  away  from  his  sons,  if  they  don't  please 
him,  and  that's  what  frightens  me.  Oh,  Lily,  Mr.  Roger,  he's  too 
grand ;  he's  not  the  'usband  I'd  choose  for  you.' 

'  Too  grand, — nobody's  too  grand,'  said  the  girl ;  and  then  she 
laughed.  '  For  that  matter,  your  favourite  Mr.  Witherspoon  thinks 
a  deal  more  of  the  difference  between  himself  and  the  keeper  than 
Mr.  Roger  does.  A  fine  scientific  gardener, — oh,  that's  a  great 
deal  more  grand  than  the  young  Squire.' 

'  Lily,  Lily  !  there  you  are,  always  laughing  at  the  steady  young 
man  that  could  give  you  a  nice  home,  and  furnish  it  nicely,  and 
keep  a  servant,  and  everything.  That's  what  would  please  me. 
Better  than  us,  but  not  so  much  better  that  he  would  throw  your 
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father  and  mother  in  your  face,  with  a  good  trade  that  he  could 
cany  anywhere.  Oh,  that  is  the  kind  of  man  for  me.  All  the 
masters  in  the  world  couldn't  frighten  that  one,  they  couldn't  do 
him  no  harm.  He's  sm-e  of  a  place  somewhere  else,  if  he  has  to 
leave  here.  Squire  may  fret  as  he  likes,  he  can't  do  no  harm  to 
him.     Oh,  Lily,  if  it  was  me ' 

'And  how  are  ye  the  day.  Miss  Lily?  and  did  ye  like  the 
sparrygrass  ? '  cried  the  girl,  with  an  imitation  of  the  gardener's 
Scotch.  '  Oh,  mother,  how  you  can  like  that  man  !  He  may  be 
nice  enough,  and  respectable  enough,  and  all  that,  but  he's  not  a 
gentleman,'  Lily  said,  with  great  dignity,  drawing  herself  up. 

'And  that's  what  I  like  him  for,'  replied  her  mother. 

Lily  gave  Mrs.  Ford  a  look  of.  mingled  indignation  and  superi- 
ority. '  I  shall  never  have  anything  to  say  to  a  man  who  is  not  a 
gentleman,'  she  said. 

'  Oh,  goodness  gracious  me  ! '  the  mother  cried. 

Neither  to  Mrs.  Ford's  exclamation  nor  to  her  attitude  of 
despair  did  Ljjy  pay  any  attention.  She  seated  herself  at  the  table, 
opened  a  little  fancy  box  in  which  were  her  thimble  and  scissors, 
and  drew  towards  her  the  needlework  she  was  doing  for  Nina  at 
Melcombe.  It  was  a  work  which  went  on  slowly,  subject  to  many 
interruptions,  but  still  it  was  the  occupation  to  which  she  sat  down 
morning  after  morning,  when  the  grate  was  done  and  the  fire  lit. 
The  fire  was  now  blazing  up  brightly,  and  everything  was  cheerful 
within  and  out :  the  crocuses  all  expanding  under  the  sunshine, 
the  same  brightness  flooding  in  at  the  open  door,  the  brisk  little 
fire  modifying  what  sharpness  there  still  might  linger  in  the  March 
air.  The  only  shadow  in  this  brilliant  little  spot  was  Mrs.  Ford, 
standing  on  the  other  side  of  the  table,  with  her  black  brush  in 
one  hand  and  her  broom  in  the  other,  disconsolately  leaning  upon 
that  latter  implement,  and  looking  at  her  daughter  with  troubled 
eyes.  Lily  had  taken  her  seat  opposite  the  window.  She  had 
laid  out  a  pretty  mass  of  white  muslin  and  lace  upon  the  table ; 
her  graceful  person,  her  shining  head,  the  flowers  on  her  bosom,  all 
harmonious  and  delightful,  made  the  picture  perfect.  If  her 
features  wanted  regularity,  who  could  pause  upon  that  point,  in 
the  general  radiance  of  beauty  and  health  and  satisfaction  that 
shone  about  her  1  In  short,  who  could  take  that  beauty  to  pieces, 
or  question  which  part  of  it  was  more  or  less  near  perfection,  whG 
had  ever  fallen  under  the  spell  of  her  presence  1  Six  months  ago 
Lily  had  been  conscious  of  that  spell.  She  had  been  very  willing 
to  exercise  it  if  it  existed,  and  fully  and  fervently  believed  that 
the  something  which  would  certainly  come  would  be  something  to 
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her  advancement  and  glory.  But  still  it  had  all  been  vague.  She 
had  not  known  what  kind  of  fly  would  stumble  into  her  shining 
web.  When  Mr.  Witherspoon,  the  gardener,  ap2)earcd  her  heart 
had  fluttered ;  she  had  for  a  little  while  supposed  that  he  might 
be,  if  not  the  hero,  at  least  the  master,  of  her  fate.  But  Lily's 
ideas  had  much  enlarged  since  those  days.  She  had  learned  what 
triumph  was.  Visions  very  different  from  that  of  the  gardener's 
two-storied,  blue-slated  house  had  passed  before  her  eyes.  That 
man  of  science  who  condescended  to  love  her,  and  wished  to  im- 
prove her  mind,  was  very  different  from  the  young  Squire,  who 
found  all  her  little  ignorances  half  divine.  Eoger  with  his  straight, 
well-dressed  figure,  standing  up  as  she  had  seen  him  first,  asking, 
was  this  Lily?  stroking  his  moustache  as  he  looked  at  her,  had 
been,  in  comparison  with  the  solid  gardener,  romance  and  beauty 
embodied  to  the  ambitious  girl,  who,  suddenly  enlightened  by  this 
revelation,  held  to  the  certainty  that  no  man  who  was  not  a  gentle- 
man could  ever  satisfy  her.     And  since  then — well,  since  then 

As  she  mused  a  conscious  smile  lighted  up  her  face ;  since  then 
perhaps  other  and  still  more  splendid  revelations  had  come. 

'  What  are  you  laughing  to  yourself  at  ? '  said  Mrs.  Ford,  who 
sometimes  felt  a  prick  of  exasperation  even  with  her  darling. 
'  You're  thinking  of  Mr.  Roger,  and  that  he'll  make  a  lady  of  you ; 
but  suppose  his  father  leaves  everything  away  from  him?  Oh, 
Lily,  you  don't  know  what  it  is,  trying  to  be  a  lady,  and  nothing 
to  do  it  with.  It's  worse,  a  deal  worse,  than  living  poor  and 
thinking  nothing  different,  like  we  do.' 

'  Mr.  Roger  ! '  cried  Lily,  with  a  toss  of  her  head.  '  One  would 
think  there  wasn't  a  gentleman  in  the  world  but  Mr.  Roger,  to 
hear  you  speak.' 

'  There's  none  as  comes  here,  at  least,'  Mrs.  Ford  said. 

The  conscious  smile  grew  upon  Lily's  face.  It  seemed  on  the 
eve  of  bursting  into  a  laugh  of  happy  derision.  But  she  made  no 
reply  in  words ;  indeed,  she  bent  down  her  face  to  hide  the  smile 
which  she  could  not  repress,  and  did  not  intend  to  explain. 

'  Leastways,  not  as  I  know,'  her  mother  continued,  with  a  vague 
suspicion  passing  like  a  cloud  over  her  mind.  She  gave  a  moment 
to  a  hurried,  frightened  reflection  on  this  subject,  and  then  said  to 
herself  that  it  was  impossible.  Why,  Lily  was  never  out  of  her 
sight,  never  away  from  her,  never  wished  to  be  away,  or  take  her 
freedom,  like  other  girls.  Lily  was  quite  satisfied  to  be  always 
within  her  mother's  shadow.  Mrs.  Ford  felt  a  glow  of  happy  pride 
as  she  remembered  this,  and  it  drove  all  her  doubts  and  painful 
anticipations  out  of  her  mind     '  My  pet,'  she  said, '  there's  a  many 


VII  MOTHER  AND  DAUGHTER  55 

things  to  be  thought  of  afore  you  many,  and  in  particular  if  you 
marry  out  of  your  own  kind.  I  don't  call  Mr.  Witherspoon  that, 
or  even  young  Mr.  Barnes,  or  Harry  Gill,  though  he's  as  well  off 
as  can  be.' 

'  A  gardener,  a  farmer,  and  a  horse-dealer  ! '  exclaimed  Lily, 
letting  out  her  suppressed  laugh,  but  with  an  eclat  of  derision  in 
it.     '  What  fine  gentlemen,  to  be  sure  ! ' 

'  Oh,  Lily  ! '  cried  the  troubled  mother.  '  There's  not  one  of 
them  but  would  be  a  grand  match  for  Ford  the  keeper's  daughter. 
Now  listen  a  bit  to  me.  As  far  as  that  you  can  go,  and  none  of 
them  would  say  you  nay  when  you  had  your  father  and  your  mother 
up  of  an  evening,  or  to  sit  with  you  when  you  were  lonely,  or  have 
a  bit  of  dinner  at  Christmas  or  that.  They  mightn't  be  fond  to 
see  us  too  often,  but  they'd  never  say  a  word  so  far  as  that  goes.' 

'  I  should  hope  not,'  said  Lily,  growing  red.  '  My  father  and 
mother !  If  they  were  not  proud  to  see  you,  I  should  know  the 
reason  why.' 

'  Oh,  my  sweet !  I  always  knew  as  you'd  be  like  that.  But, 
Lily,'  continued  Mrs.  Ford,  with  bated  breath,  'what  if  it  was  the 
Hain  I've  beeu  through  the  rooms  once  with  Mrs.  Simmons, 
when  she  was  in  a  good  humour  because  of  the  game.  Oh,  Lily ! 
I  felt  as  if  I  should  take  off"  my  shoes.  I'd  no  more  have  sat 
down  on  one  of  those  golden  chairs,  or  touched  the  sofas,  except, 
may  be,  with  a  soft  clean  duster,  than  I'd  have  flown.  I  couldn't 
have  done  it.  Velvet  beneath  your  feet,  and  velvet  on  the  very 
footstools,  and  you  couldn't  turn  round  but  you'd  see  yourself  on 
every  side.  I  declare,  I  was  nigh  saying  to  Mrs.  Simmons,  "  Who's 
that  vulgar,  common  person  as  you're  showing  round,  and  what's 
the  likes  of  her  got  to  do  there  1 "  and  it  was  just  me.' 

'  Well,  mother,'  said  Lily  coldly.  She  held  her  head  very  high, 
and  there  was  a  crimson  flush  on  her  face.  The  view  was,  no 
doubt,  new  to  her,  and  wounded  her  pride,  perhaps  also  her  heart, 
deeply.  She  spoke  with  a  little  difficulty,  her  throat  dry  with 
sudden  passion. 

'  Oh,  my  darling  child,  supposing  as  you  was  to  lead  I\Ir.  Roger 
on,  and  let  him  come  and  come,  till  he  hadn't  no  control  of  himself 
no  more ;  and  that's  what  it's  coming  to.  And  supposing  as  it 
come  to  that  as  you  was  married.  And  supposing  the  Squire 
didn't  make  no  objection,  but  gave  into  him  because  you  was  so 
pretty, — as  has  happened  before  now.  Lily,  what  would  you  do 
with  your  flither  and  your  mother  then  ? '  asked  the  good  woman 
solemnly.  '  Would  you  have  us  up  to  one  o'  your  grand  dinners, 
and  set  us  down  at  your  grand  table,  with  Mr.  Larkins,  as  has 
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always  been  such  a  friend  to  your  father,  to  wait  1  It  makes  me 
hot  and  cold  all  over  just  to  think  of  it.  Your  father  always  says 
Mr.  Larkins,  he's  such  a  good  friend  ;  and  suppose  he  was  standing 
up  behind  my  chair  to  help  me  to  tlie  i^otatoes,  or  pour  Ford  out 
a  glass  of  beer.  Lord,  I'd  sink  tlirough  the  floor  with  shame,  and 
so  would  yoiu"  father.' 

Poor  Lily  had  been  foolish  in  many  of  her  little  ways,  but  she 
was  miserable  enough  while  she  listened  to  this  speech  to  make 
up  for  much.  She  saw  the  scene  in  her  quick  imagination,  and 
she  too  shivered :  the  terrible  Squire  at  the  end  of  the  table,  and 
delicate  little  Miss  Nina,  and  all  the  ladies  and  gentlemen ;  and 
in  the  midst  of  them  her  father  and  mother,  and  Larkins  grinning 
over  their  shoulders !  Lily's  own  heart  sank  at  the  thought  of 
how  she  would  herself  come  through  if  exposed  to  that  ordeal ; 
but  father  and  mother !  She  sat  bolt  upright  in  the  keen  pang  of 
her  wounded  pride,  for  it  was  all  true ;  it  was  true,  and  more. 
She  felt  as  her  mother  said,  as  if  she  too,  in  shame  and  mortifica- 
tion, would  sink  through  the  floor. 

'  If  it  should  ever  come  to  that,'  she  said,  with  a  gasp,  '  I  should 
like  to  see — any  one  that  would  dare  to  look  down  upon  father 
and  you.' 

'  Oh,  my  pet,  I  knew  you  woidd  feel  like  that ;  but  how  could 
you  stop  it,  Lily  1  You  couldn't  stop  it,  my  dear.  You  wovdd 
have  to  get  all  new  servants,  for  one  thing,  and  they  would  turn 
out  just  as  bad  as  the  old  ones.  There's  no  way  as  you  could 
work  it,  my  pretty, — no  way  ! ' 

'  If  it  was  like  that,  I  should  give  up  all  company  altogether, 
and  you  should  come  and  see  me  in  my  own  room,  where  nobody 
could  interfere,'  declared  Lily.  But  then  the  strain  of  her  tone 
relaxed,  the  hot  colour  faded,  and  she  laughed  with  a  tremulous 
mirth  in  which  there  was  an  evident  sense  of  escape.  '  It  might 
have  come  to  that  once,  mother,'  she  said,  '  but  not  now.  No,  not 
now, — I  know  better  now.  If  it  was  Windsor  Castle  he  had  to 
ofifer,  instead  of  Melcombe  Hall,  I  woiddn't  have  him.  Don't  you 
worry  yourself  about  that.' 

Mrs.  Ford  gave  a  gasp  of  amazement.  She  had  meant  to  make 
the  drawback  very  clear,  but  she  had  not  intended  to  be  thus  taken 
at  her  word.  That  Lily  would  weep  and  protest  that  no  such 
indignities  should  ever  be  possible  in  her  house,  be  it  ever  so 
splendid,  was  what  she  meant,  but  no  more. 

'  Lily,'  she  said,  '  Lord  bless  you,  I  didn't  meau  you  were  to 
give  up  what  was  for  your  happiness  on  account  of  me.' 

'  Do  you  think  I'd  let  people  look  down  upon  and  slight  my 
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mother  1 '  asked  Lily.  '  Besides/  she  added  quickly,  '  he's  dull ; 
he  is  not  the  least  entertaining ;  he  is  no  fun,  mother.  There  are 
some  that  are  far  better  fim,  and  just  as  good  gentlemen,  and  never 
woidd  behave  like  that.' 

Mrs.  Ford  was  deeply  disappointed,  in  spite  of  her  evil  prog- 
nostications. '  Well,  Lily,'  she  said,  '  I'm  glad  you're  so  reasonable. 
I  can't  help  feeling  for  LIr.  Roger,  poor  dear;  but  if  it's  to  be 
AVitherspoon,  after  all— ' 

'  Witherspoon  ! '  ejaculated  Lily,  with  an  accent  of  scorn ;  but 
who  it  was,  or  where  she  had  seen  any  gentleman  who  was  not 
Roger,  not  all  her  mother's  importunities  could  make  her  say. 


VIII 

PRIMOGENITURE 

The  atmosphere  of  a  house  in  which  there  is  a  family  quarrel  is 
always  affected,  however  limited  may  be  the  extent  of  the  quarrel. 
In  the  present  case  there  were  but  two  of  the  family  involved ;  but 
they  were  the  principal  persons  in  the  house.  Not  a  word  was 
said  about  it  at  the  breakfast-table,  from  which,  indeed,  the  Squire 
had  disajipeared  before  Roger  was  visible,  to  the  relief  of  everybody 
concerned,  nor  at  lunch,  where  they  met  with  more  civility  than 
usual,  saying  '  Good-morning '  to  each  other  with  averted  eyes. 
But  at  both  these  meals  the  situation  was  very  obvious,  the  air 
stifling  the  other  members  of  the  party,  embarrassed  to  a  degree 
which  was  absurd.  Why  could  not  they  talk  in  their  usual  tone, 
or  keep  at  least  an  appearance  of  ease  1  Why  was  it  that  a  subject 
could  not  be  kept  up,  but  was  dropped  instantaneously  as  soon  as, 
with  two  feeble  remarks,  it  had  been  brought  into  spasmodic  being  1 
How  was  it  that  all  the  ordinary  events  which  furnish  table-talk 
seemed  for  this  moment  to  have  ceased  to  be  1 

Edmund  did  his  best,  laboming  against  the  passive  resistance  of 
the  two  silent  figures  who  sat  at  the  head  and  foot  of  the  table, 
and  made  no  contribution  to  the  conversation.  Every  subject, 
however,  that  he  could  think  of  appeared  to  have  some  connection 
with  forbidden  matters.  As  Nina's  support  was  of  a  very  ineflfec- 
tual  kind,  and  she  was  too  much  in  awe  of  her  father  to  hazard 
many  observations  of  her  own,  the  result  was  very  unsuccessful. 
It  was  so  feeble,  indeed,  that  the  servants  gave  each  other  looks  of 
intelligence,  and  Larkins  stationed  himself  in  a  pose  of  defence  be- 
hind his  master's  chair.  If  there  were  to  be  any  split  in  the  house, 
which  was  a  thing  the  servants'  hall  had  foreboded  for  some  time 
past,  Mr.  Larkins  felt  very  sure  on  which  side  policy  and  safety 
lay.  The  air  was  thus  afiected  throughout  the  house.  It  diff"used 
a  kind  of  general  irritation  for  which  nobody  could  account.  Even 
little  Nina  spoke  very  sharply  to  her  maid,  and  Edmund  kicked 
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away  the  unoffending  dog  who  got  between  his  feet  as  he  left  the 
dining-room.  They  were  angry,  they  did  not  know  why.  And 
Mrs.  Simmons  had  all  the  maids  in  the  kitchen  in  tears  before  she 
had  done  with  them  that  day.  The  belligerents  themselves  were 
the  only  persons  unaffected  by  this  general  tendency.  They  were 
cool  to  an  exasperating  degree,  polite,  making  remarks  full  of  solem- 
nity and  high  composure.  These  remarks  were  addressed  to  Ed- 
mund, who  figured  as  the  general  public.  '  What  do  you  think  of 
the  weather,  Edmund  ?  It  was  sharp  frost  last  night,  Larkins 
tells  me,  but  I  hope  you'll  be  able  to  get  a  good  run  to-morrow.' 
'  Did  you  notice  if  the  wind  was  veering  to  the  west,  Ned  ?  I 
rather  think  we  are  going  to  have  a  deluge.'  These  were  the  sorts 
of  observations  they  made.  Had  the  mind  of  Edmund  been  free 
to  remark  what  was  going  on,  he  would  uo  doubt  have  been  struck 
by  the  comic  aspect  of  the  situation ;  but  unfortunately  in  such 
circumstances,  though  there  is  always  a  great  deal  that  is  very  funny, 
the  persons  about  are  too  deeply  concerned  to  get  the  good  of  the 
ludicrous  side. 

Edmund  was  much  startled  to  find  himself  called  into  the  library 
after  that  uncomfortable  meal.  His  father  made  a  sign  to  him  to 
close  the  door,  and  pointed  to  a  chair  near  his  writing-table,  '  I 
don't  often  make  such  demands  on  your  time,'  he  said.  '  I  suppose 
you  can  give  me  ten  minutes,  Ned  1 ' 

'  As  long  as  you  like,  sir,'  he  said  promptly,  but  with  some  sur- 
prise. 

'  Oh,  as  long  as  I  like  !  It's  not  exactly  for  pleasure.  Ed- 
mund, perhaps  I  was  a  little  peremptory  with  your  brother,  last 
night.' 

'  I  think  so,  sir,'  said  Edmund,  '  if  you  will  let  me  say  so. 
You've  always  been  so  good  to  us.  That  makes  us  feel  it  the  more 
when  you  are  a  little •' 

'  Ill-tempered,  unjust.     I  know  that's  what  you  meant  to  say.' 

'I  meant  only  what  you  yourself  said,  father, — peremptory. 
Roger  is  not  in  a  hapi^y  state  of  mind,  to  begin  with.' 

'  He  has  no  great  reason  to  be  in  a  happy  state  of  mind.  I  know 
he's  after  some  villainy.     I've  heard  it  from  several  people.' 

'  No  villainy,'  said  Edmund  quickly.  '  Whoever  says  so  doesn't 
know  Roger.' 

'  That's  the  most  lenient  interpretation,'  his  father  remarked ; 
'  otherwise  folly,  madness,  something  too  wild  to  name.'  The 
Squire  paused,  and  looked  his  second  son  almost  imploringly  in  the 
face.  '  Can't  you  do  anything,  Ned  ?  You  two  arc  very  good 
friends,  and  you've  a  great  deal  of  sense.     Tiiere  are  times  when 
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I've  thought  you  rather  a  milksop,  not  much  like  the  rest  of  us, 
but  I  never  denied  you  had  a  great  deal  of  sense.' 

'  Thank  you,  sir.  I'm  afraid  I  am  rather — a  milksop,  as 
you  say.  My  kind  of  sense  doesn't  seem  to  make  much  impres- 
sion.' 

'  It  would,  upon  yom'  brother,  if  you  would  speak  plainly  to 
him.  A  young  fellow  can  do  that  better  than  an  old  one.  They 
think  we're  preaching,  they  think  Ave  don't  understand.  That's  a 
good  joke,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  with  a  short  laugh,  turning  his  eyes 
as  it  were  inwardly  upon  his  own  experience.  '  But  the  fact  is 
you  all  of  you  think  so.  Persuade  him  that  he's  a  fool,  and  get 
him  to  understand,'  continited  the  father,  looking  into  Edmund's 
eyes  with  a  steady  stare,  '  that  what  I  said  was  no  vain  threat.  I 
mean  it,  every  word.' 

'You  mean  it,  sirV  said  Edmund,  with  a  look  of  surprised 
inquiry.  So  little  impression  had  the  threats  of  last  night  made 
upon  him  that  he  did  not  even  remember  what  they  were. 

Mr.  Mitford's  face  flushed  into  an  angry  redness.  '  I  mean  it, 
and  I  hope  you  don't  intend  to  be  insolent  too.  I  mean,  sir,  that 
there's  no  eldest  son  in  our  family.  I  can  make  whomever  I  please 
the  eldest  son ;  and  by  Jove,  if  Eoger  makes  an  infernal  fool  of 
himself,  as  he  seems  to  intend  to  do ' 

'  I  suppose  it's  quite  legitimate  as  an  argument,'  Edmund  said 
reflectively. 

'  Legitimate  !  What  do  you  mean  by  legitimate  %  It  is  no 
argument ;  it's  a  plain  statement  of  what  I  mean  to  do.' 

'  If  there  was  any  hope  that  it  would  be  efi'ectual,'  Edmund 
went  on,  '  but  my  opinion  is  it  would  have  exactly  the  contrary 
effect ;  and  to  threaten  what  one  doesn't  mean  to  carry  out ' 

'  Do  you  want  to  drive  me  out  of  my  senses  % '  cried  the  Squire. 
'  I  never  threaten  what  I  don't  mean  to  perform.  Take  care  you 
don't  spoil  your  own  prospects  too.  As  certainly  as  I  sit  here,  if 
Eoger  takes  his  own  way  in  this,  I  shall  take  mine,  and  wipe  him 
out  of  the  succession  as  I  wipe  off  this  fly,  without  hesitation  or — 
compunction,'  he  continued,  drawing  a  long  breath. 

'No,'  said  Edmund,  with  a  deprecatory  smile.  His  heart 
quaked,  but  he  would  not  even  appear  to  believe.  '  No,  no, — you 
are  angry,  you  take  perhaps  too  grave  a  view ;  but  wipe  him  out 
— Eoger?     No,  father,  60,  no.' 

'  None  of  your  no,  no's  to  me,  sir,'  cried  the  Squu-e.  He  had 
a  way  of  imitating  his  antagonist's  tone  mockingly  when  he  was 
angry,  but  he  had  not  the  talent  of  a  mimic.  '  I  say  what  I  mean, 
and  not  a  word  more  than  I  mean.     If  you  cannot  do  any  more 
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for  your  brother,  make  him  vmderstand  that  I  am  in  earnest,  and 
you  may  do  some  good.' 

'  I  should  only  do  a  great  deal  of  harm.  I  should  put  him 
beside  himself 

'  Then  there  will  be  two  of  us,'  said  the  Squire,  with  a  grim 
smile.  '  If  that's  all  you're  good  for,  I'm  sorry  I  asked  you,  and 
you  may  as  well  go.  But  take  care,  my  boy,'  he  added,  rising  as 
Edmund  rose.  'Take  care  that  you  don't  sjjoil  your  own  pro- 
spects too.' 

Edmund  left  his  father's  room  with  something  of  the  feeling  of 
a  man  who  has  been  listening  to  some  statement  of  important 
possibilities  delivered  in  an  imperfectly  imderstood  language.  He 
made  a  great  many  efforts  to  elucidate  these  unfamiliar  words,  and 
make  out  what  they  meant.  They  were  as  strange  to  him  as  if 
they  had  been  in  Hungarian  or  Russian.  '  Wipe  Roger  out  of  the 
succession  ; '  *  No  eldest  sons  in  our  family  ; '  '  Take  care  you  don't 
spoil  your  own  prospects  too,' — the  most  recondite  of  Slav  dialects 
could  not  have  been  more  diflBcult  to  understand.  The  constitution 
of  the  family  was  a  matter  entirely  beyond  argument  to  this  young 
Englishman.  In  the  abstract,  he  was  ready  enough  to  argue  out 
any  question.  The  law,  as  interpreted  in  different  countries  under 
different  theories,  bore  no  especial  sacredness  for  him,  that  it  might 
not  be  fully  criticised,  questioned,  or  condemned.  He  was  quite 
willing  to  discuss  the  hereditary  principle  in  general,  both  its  draw- 
backs and  its  advantages.  But  to  think  of  Roger  disinherited,  of 
himself,  perhaps,  preferred,  gave  him  an  intolerable  sensation  which 
it  was  impossible  to  endure.  Roger  wiped  out  of  the  succession  ! 
— his  brother,  whom  nothing  could  keep  from  being  the  head  of 
the  house,  no  change  in  respect  to  the  estates,  no  arbitrary  settle- 
ment ;  his  elder  brother,  Roger  !  There  was  an  incredibility  about 
it  which  brought  an  angry  laugh  to  Edmund's  lips,  yet  struck  him 
like  a  sharp  blow,  like  a  sudden  warning  stroke,  awakening  him  to 
dangers  unthought  of,  to  the  unreality  of  everything  about  him. 
It  was  as  if,  walking  along  a  solid,  well-known  road,  he  had  sud- 
denly come  to  an  unexpected  yawning  precipice,  as  if  he  had  all  at 
once  seen  some  volcanic  crater  open  at  his  feet.  Nothing  less  than 
such  metaphors  coidd  explain  the  sudden  shock,  the  tremendous 
danger.  Roger  wiped  out  of  the  succession,  his  own  prospects — 
his  j)TOspects,  good  heavens  ! — of  disinheriting  his  brother,  of  being 
preferred  in  Roger's  place  !  This  made  the  blood  rush  to  his  brain, 
singing  and  ringing  in  his  ears.  He  to  disinherit  Roger !  Just 
in  that  way  the  warmest  champion  of  equal  inheritances  would 
probably  pause.     Abstract  justice  is  one  thing ;  it  may  be  that 
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children  have  a  right  to  an  equal  division  of  their  father's  posses- 
sions ;  it  may  be  that  they  have  no  right  at  all  to  another  man's 
projierty,  even  though  he  may  be  their  father ;  but  for  one  to  dis- 
place the  other,  to  take  advantage  of  the  father's  weakness  and 
grasp  his  inheritance, — this,  to  a  generous  spirit,  looks  like  the 
worst  kind  of  robbery.  Edmund  felt  himself  degraded,  injured, 
by  the  very  thought.  He  recalled  his  father's  words.  They  could 
not  mean  this  or  that ;  there  must  be  a  different  signification  to 
them.  If  there  were  only  a  dictionary  of  human  perversities  by 
which  he  could  find  it  out !  He  took  a  long  walk  upon  it,  which 
is  so  good  a  way  of  clearing  the  head,  but  light  did  not  come  to 
him.  His  father  was  an  honourable  man.  He  was  a  good  father ; 
he  had  never  done  anything  unkind  or  cruel.  What  did  he  mean 
now  by  this  insane  suggestion,  by  speaking  in  a  new  language 
which  the  unassisted  intelligence  could  not  understand  'i 

The  sun  had  set  by  the  time  Edmund  returned  home.  The 
little  paraphernalia  of  the  tea-table,  which  it  had  pleased  Nina  to 
set  up  in  the  hall,  was  there  in  its  corner,  deserted,  and  nobody 
was  visible  but  Roger,  who  stood  with  his  back  to  the  entrance  as 
Edmund  came  in,  apparently  examining  the  whips  upon  the  rack, 
displacing  and  rearranging  them.  He  turned  half  round  when  his 
brother  entered,  but  for  a  minute  or  two  took  no  notice,  carrying 
on  his  half-occupation,  one  of  the  expedients  of  idleness  to  get 
through  a  little  time.  Edmund,  for  his  part,  took  no  notice  either, 
for  his  heart  was  still  sick  with  bewilderment,  and  he  was  reluctant 
to  say  anything,  afraid  to  begin  a  conversation,  though  he  had  so 
much  to  say.  He  went  up  to  the  wood  fire,  which  blazed  in  the 
great  open  chimney,  and  stood  leaning  upon  the  carved  stone 
mantelpiece,  which  bore  the  Mitford  arms,  and  was  one  of  the 
curiosities  of  the  place.  The  hall  was  the  only  part  of  the  house 
which  had  any  pretensions  to  antiquity.  It  was  full  of  dark 
corners,  with  two  deep-recessed  windows  throwing  two  broad  lines 
of  light  from  one  side  to  the  other.  One  of  these  was  partially 
filled  with  painted  glass,  coats-of-arms,  blazoned  in  the  brilliancy 
of  that  radiance ;  the  other  was  white  and  pale,  full  of  a  silvery 
spring-coming  sky. 

'  How  is  the  wind  1 '  said  Roger  at  last.  '  I  hope  that  old 
croaker  is  not  going  to  be  justified  in  his  forebodings.  The  sky 
looks  uncomfortably  clear.' 

'  There  is  frost  in  the  air,'  said  Edmund.  Then  he  turned 
round,  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  in  the  favom'ite  attitude  of  an 
Englishman.  '  But  I  thought,'  he  said,  '  it  couldn't  matter  much 
to  you.     Are  you  not  going  away  1 ' 
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'  Going  away  !     Not  that  I  kuow  of,'  Roger  replied  curtly. 

'  I  thought  you  said — it's  just  the  time  for  town ;  a  number  of 
people  there,  but  none  of  the  whirl  of  the  season.  Why  don't 
you  go  1  The  hunting  is  not  worth  staying  for  at  the  fag  end  of 
the  year.' 

'  Why  don't  you  go  yourself,  if  you  lili;e  it  so  much  ? '  Roger 
asked. 

'  I  will,  if  you'll  come  with  me,  like  a  shot.  To-night,  if  you 
please,  by  the  last  train.' 

'Why  should  I  go  with  you'?  I  am  not  a  man  for  town,'  said 
Roger,  with  a  gloomy  face,  as  he  approached  the  fire.  '  And  just 
at  this  time  of  the  year,  when  the  country  gets  sweeter  day  by  day  ! 
Hang  the  hunting !     Is  that  all  I  care  for,  do  you  suppose  V 

'A  man  should  not  shut  himself  up  from  the  company  of  his 
kind,'  remarked  Edmund  sententiously. 

'His  kind!  And  who  are  they,  I  wonder?  Fellows  at  the 
club,  who  don't  care  a  brass  farthing  if  they  ever  see  you  again — 
or — or ' 

'  That's  the  question,'  said  the  younger  brother.  '  Our  friends 
like  us  well  enough  here,  but  they  would  not  break  their  hearts  if 
we  absented  ourselves  for  three  months,  or  even  for  six.  Come, 
Roger,  let's  go.' 

'  You  are  perfectly  welcome  to  go,  whenever  you  please.  You 
don't  want  your  elder  brother  to  take  care  of  you,  I  hope  V 

'  My  elder,'  Edmund  murmiured  under  his  breath.  The  word 
gave  him  new  energy.  '  Roger,  I  wish  you'd  listen  to  me,'  he  said. 
'  Look  here  !  Here  is  this  sort  of  a  quarrel  got  up  in  the  house. 
It's  nothing, — a  fit  of  temper,  a  fit  of  obstinacy ;  for  you  are  a  bit 
obstinate,  you  know.  It's  nothing,  but  it  puts  everybody  out  of 
sorts ;  even  Nina,  poor  little  thing,  who  has  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
The  best  way  by  far  to  cut  it  short  would  be  to  run  off  for  a  little. 
Don't  you  see,  that  clears  you  from  all  embarrassment.  After  all, 
perhaps  you  ought  to  have  gone  in  and  said  a  word  to  Elizabetli, 
now  that  she  is  just  beginning  to  show  again.  No  harm  done,  old 
fellow,  but  she  might  have  taken  it  kind.' 

*  What's  Elizabeth  to  me,'  cried  Roger,  '  or  I  to  her  ?     She  is 

just  as  indifierent If  you  had  gone,  it  might  have  been  more 

to  the  purpose ;  or  Steve,'  he  said,  with  a  harsh  little  laugh, — '  the 
all-conquering  Steve.  Ned,  if  we  are  not  to  quarrel,  leave  that 
alone,  for  on  that  subject  I  will  not  hear  a  word.' 

'On  what  subject,  then,  will  you  hear?'  said  Edmund,  'for  one 
way  or  another  there  is  a  good  deal  to  say.' 

Roger  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the  hall  from  one  end  to 
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another.  He  had  his  hands  thrust  into  his  pockets,  his  shoulders 
up  to  his  ears.  The  least  sympathetic  spectator  might  have  ob- 
served the  conflict  which  was  going  on  within  him.  At  last  he 
burst  forth,  '  Don't  say  anything  at  all,  Ned.  For  goodness'  sake, 
hold  your  tongue,  and  let  me  think  for  myself.'  He  had  another 
long  march  up  and  down,  then  resumed :  '  If  I  could  think  for 
myself!  I  can't  think  at  all,  I  believe.  I  just  bob  up  and  down 
as  the  current  catches  me.  I  think  I  shall  go  to  town,  after  all. 
You're  right,  Ned  ;  you  are  a  cool,  clear-headed  fellow,  with  plenty 
of  sense.     I  daresay  I  couldn't  do  better  than  take  your  advice.' 

Edmund  could  not  but  smile  within  himself  at  this  double 
ascription  of  sense  to  him  at  his  special  quality.  He  did  not  feel 
as  though  sense  had  much  to  do  with  it.  '  Do,'  he  urged.  '  I 
don't  think  you'll  ever  regret  it,  Roger.  I'll  tell  Wright  to  put 
your  things  together,  for  a  month,  say.     Shall  I  say  for  a  month  V 

'  I  wonder,  now,'  said  Roger,  fixing  his  gaze  upon  his  brother, 
'  why  you  should  be  so  anxious  about  it.  It  might  be  pleasant  or 
it  might  be  convenient,  but  why  the  deuce  i/ou  should  make  such 
a  point  of  it  I  don't  see.' 

'  I — don't  make  any  point,'  replied  Edmund.  '  It  seems  to  me 
that  it  would  be  a  nice  thing  to  do.  I  should  be  glad  of  your 
company.  We  might  do  a  few  things  together.  We  have  not 
been  out  together  like  this  since  we  were  boys,  Roger.' 

'On  the  spree,'  said  the  elder  brother,  with  a  laugh;  'that's 
the  word.  I  wonder  how  Mr.  Gravity  will  look  when  he's  on  the 
— what  do  you  call  if?'  He  paused  a  moment,  and  then  he  said, 
'  That's  not  your  reason,  Ned.' 

'  Not  altogether,  Roger.  A  family  quarrel  is  a  hideous  thing ; 
it  upsets  me  more  than  I  can  tell  you.  The  Squire  and  you  are 
too  like  each  other ;  you  will  not  give  in,  one  or  the  other ;  and  a 
little  absence  would  set  it  all  right.' 

'  Oh,  a  little  absence  would  set  it  all  right !  But  still,  that's 
not  what  you  mean,  Ned,'  Roger  said.  He  walked  across  the  hall, 
across  the  gleams  of  prismatic  heraldic  tints  from  the  nearest 
window,  to  where  the  other  revealed  far  away,  to  the  distant 
horizon,  a  whole  pale  hemisphere  of  sky.  There  he  stood,  his  dark 
figure  outlined  against  that  almost  shrill  clearness,  while  Edmund 
stood  anxious  behind.  What  the  conflict  was  which  was  going  on 
within  Edmund  painfully  guessed,  but  could  not  know  as  he 
watched  him,  in  that  wonderful  isolation  of  humanity  that  pre- 
vents the  closest  sympathiser,  the  most  zealous  helper,  from  under- 
standing all.  Dared  he  interfere  more  distinctly  1  Must  he  keep 
silence  1     Was  he  losing  a  precious  opportunity  1     Edmund  could 
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not  tell.  He  stood  beljDless,  clearing  his  throat  to  speak,  but  in 
the  terrible  doubt,  saying  not  a  word. 

'  A  little  absence  Avould  set  it  all  right,'  Roger  repeated,  mutter- 
ing between  his  teeth.     '  Woidd  it  so  "i     Is  one's  will  of  no  more 

consequence  than  that  1     A  little  absence — a  little Ned,'  he 

said,  turning  round,  '  you  needn't  speak  to  Wright.  Perhajis  I'll 
go,  perhaps  I  sha'n't ;  no  man  can  tell  at  six  o'clock  what  he'll  do 
at  ten.  We'U  see  how  the  chance  goes,'  he  added,  with  a  laugh, 
'  if  there's  time  after  dinner — or  if  there's  not.'  He  paused  as  he 
passed,  and  laid  his  hand  on  his  brother's  shoulder.  '  This  I  will 
say,  whatever  happens, — you  mean  well,  Ned.' 

'That's  poor  praise,'  said  Edmund,  'my  sense  and  my  good 
intentions.  If  you'd  do  it,  Roger,  for  my  sake — we've  always 
been  good  friends,  old  fellow.  Never  mind  the  good  meaning ;  do 
it  for  love.' 

'  For  love  ! '  the  other  said.  He  went  away,  with  a  hasty  wave 
of  his  hand.  Was  it  possible  that  his  brother,  '  that  dearest  heart 
and  next  his  own,'  in  the  very  melting  of  his  fraternal  anxiety, 
had  touched  the  wrong  cliord  at  the  last  1 


IX 

MOUKT  T RAVERS 

Mount  Tkavers,  which  was  the  name  of  the  phice  which  Eliza- 
beth's uncle  had  built  when  he  became  a  rich  man,  was  of  a  very 
different  descrij^tion  from  the  older  houses  of  the  district.  It  stood 
out  barely  on  the  top  of  a  hill,  siu-mounting  everything  within 
range  of  half  a  dozen  miles,  with  a  few  half-grown  i:)lantations 
round  it.  It  was  constructed  in  the  style  of  what  was  supposed 
to  bo  in  those  dark  days  an  English  manor-house — that  is,  in  red 
brick — to  wliich  dignity,  it  had  been  fondly  hoped,  was  given  by 
the  introduction  of  large  bays  and  great  windows  in  hewn  stone. 
No  redder  or  whiter  house  ever  existed  outside  of  a  nursery  book. 
At  the  foot  of  the  height  on  which  it  stood  the  natural  foliage  of 
the  leafy  country  rose  in  waves  of  varying  green,  but  near  the 
house  itself,  to  give  it  shelter  or  shade,  were  nothing  but  shrubs 
and  neatly-planted  trees,  which  were  not  tall  enough  to  hide  a 
single  corner  of  the  brilliant  walls.  Mr.  Travers  had  thought  all 
this  very  fine,  and  a  proof  of  the  superiority  of  the  nineteenth 
century ;  for  there  was  no  other  jilate-glass  in  all  the  parish,  and 
the  conveniences  in  every  way  were  innumerable.  His  horses  and 
even  his  cows  were  better  lodged  by  far  than  the  servants  at  Mel- 
combe,  who  were  all  huddled  together  in  old  attics  at  the  top  of 
the  house,  whereas  Mr.  Travers's  butler  had  a  large  and  airy  room, 
lighted  with  plate-glass,  like  his  master's.  It  had  been  the  great 
pleasure  of  the  last  year  of  old  Travers's  life  to  make  a  striking 
tiling  of  that  new  and  resplendent  dwelling.  You  stepped  into 
the  hall  ujion  tiles  of  the  most  elaborate  and  costly  description, 
and  found  yourself  surrounded  with  inlaid  panels  and  carvings  in 
oak,  which  did  not  pretend  to  look  old,  as  most  things  of  the  kind 
do,  but  boldly  showed  in  every  leaf  and  twig  an  art  manufactuer 
fresh  from  the  worksho]).  The  staircases  were  all  ornamented  in 
the  same  way ;  the  rooms  were  gorgeous  from  the  hands  of  the 
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ui»holstercr ;  evcrytliiug  was  the  newest,  brightest,  aud  most  highly 
improved  of  its  kind. 

Mrs.  Travers  sat  in  the  great  window  of  the  drawing-room,  a 
huge,  broad,. and  lofty  bay,  where  the  j^late-glass  extended  from 
the  roof  to  the  floor,  aud  all  was  as  light  aud  naked  as  the  noonday, 
indeed  much  more  so ;  for  Nature  at  her  most  imadorned  never 
takes  that  air  of  nakedness  which  a  great,  open,  unabaslicd  window, 
making  everything  more  distinct  with  its  vast  fdm  of  clear  glass, 
throws  upon  the  landscape.  Mrs.  Travers  in  her  black  gown,  a 
speck  in  that  broad  stream  of  light,  appeared  like  a  small  black 
image  in  the  intense  but  doleful  whiteness  of  the  prospect  beyond. 
It  was  a  rainy  day,  the  clouds  all  careering  about  the  skies,  throw- 
ing occasionally  a  spiteful  dash  of  rain  straight  at  the  window,  and 
the  country  looking  dull  yet  shrewish,  like  one  who  would  fiiin 
scold,  but  dared  not  under  the  circumstances.  The  successive 
waves  of  the  trees,  in  their  various  outlines  aud  depths,  the  faiut 
tinge  of  green  upon  some,  the  half-opened  leaves  of  others ;  the 
undulating  country,  here  a  common,  there  a  park,  here  a  piece  of 
rich  upland,  there  a  ridge  of  trees,  with  villages  scattered,  and  the 
roof  or  turrets  of  a  rural  mansion  appearing  out  of  a  thick  cluster 
of  wood, — everything  was  visible  from  that  big  window.  It  seemed 
like  an  inquisitive  watcher :  and  in  the  midst  of  its  staring  white- 
ness sat  Mrs.  Travers,  all  black  save  for  the  widow's  cap  and  cuffs 
and  collar,  which  were  everything  that  is  suggested  by  the  dictates 
of  unmitigated  woe. 

She  was  a  little,  spare  woman,  with  a  small,  worn  face,  very 
gentle  to  outward  semblance,  yet  with  certain  lines  in  it  that 
denoted  a  querulous  soul.  She  had  her  work  in  her  hand,  a  large 
piece  of  white  knitting,  upon  which  she  generally  kept  her  eyes 
fixed,  talking  softly  on  with  her  face  thus  rendered  opaque,  save 
when  she  would  suddenly  and  quietly  drop  her  hands  in  her  lap 
and  lift  the  said  eyes,  which  were  of  a  somewhat  muddy  blue. 
This  happened  at  periodical  intervals,  and  was  apt  to  rouse  in  the 
interlocutor,  if  at  all  sensitive,  a  certain  nervous  expectation  which 
was  not  comfortable.  Elizabeth  had  been  used  to  her  aunt's  '  ways  ' 
all  her  life,  and  she  did  not  so  much  mind. 

'  I  hear  you  Avere  at  Melcombe  yesterday,  Elizabeth.' 

'  Yes,  aunt.     I  went  to  see  Pax.' 

'  You  have  grown  very  fond  of  Pax,  as  you  call  her.  It  was 
not  much  of  an  object  for  such  a  long  ride.' 

'  Perhaps  the  ride  itself  was  the  chief  object,'  said  Elizabeth, 
with  a  smile.  '  I  have  always  been  fond  of  Pax,  but  I  did  want 
a  ride,  a  good  long  ride,  after  being  shut  up  so  long.' 
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'  Yo.t  call  it  longl  Your  poor  undo  would  have  l)ocn  surprised 
if  he  had  known  that,  after  making  you  his  heiress  and  everything, 
you  should  think  six  months'  mourning  too  long.' 

'  Dear  aunt ! '  said  Elizabeth,  with  a  little  sigh  of  impatience  ; 
then  she  added,  '  My  uncle  would  understand ;  he  would  know 
that  one  might  long  for  a  little  fresh  air,  and  yet  mourn  him  as 
truly — as  truly  as ' 

She  paused.  She  was  a  very  honest  young  woman,  above  all 
treachery.  She  began  to  feel  with  self-reproach  that  there  was 
little  mourning  in  her  thoughts.  Some  natural  tears  she  had 
dropped  ;  nay,  she  had  dro^jped  many.  But  it  cannot  be  denied 
that  she  had  begun  to  wipe  them  soon.  It  is  the  com'se  of  nature  ; 
because  an  old  man  dies,  it  is  impossible  that  a  young  woman 
should  shut  herself  for  ever  out  of  the  world. 

Mrs.  Travers  put  down  her  knitting,  and  looked  at  her  niece 
with  those  little  pale  blue  eyes.  Elizabeth  thought  they  lookea 
through  her,  but  this  was  not  the  case.  Mrs.  Travers  had  not 
yielded  to  any  violence  of  grief,  and  Elizabeth's  mourning  was  quite 
respectfully  'deep,'  which  was  almost  all  that  she  felt  to  be  required. 

'  Many  people  would  have  thought  it  necessary,  for  an  uncle 
who  had  done  so  much  for  them,  not  to  be  seen  at  all  for  the  fii'st 
year,'  remarked  Mrs.  Travers. 

'  If  that  were  all.     I  am  not  in  the  least  anxious  to  be  seen.' 

'  Then,  what  were  you  doing  at  Melcombe  1  You  know  as  well 
as  I  do  that  now  you  are  known  to  be  your  uncle's  heiress  all  the 
young  men  from  far  and  near  will  be  after  you,  like  flies  round  a 
pot  of  honey.' 

'  Indeed,  aunt ' 

'  Oh,  don't  tell  me  you  don't  know.  That  is  one  of  the  reasons 
that  ought  to  have  made  your  poor  dear  uncle  leave  things  more 
in  my  hands  ;  for  if  it  had  been  understood  that  you  were  to  have 
the  money  only  at  my  pleasure,  it  would  have  been  a  refuge  for 
you  from  fortune-hunters.  What  he  has  done,  though  he  meant 
it  Avell,  is  really  a  very  bad  thing  for  you,'  Mrs.  Travers  said, 
ending  off  a  row  abruptly,  with  a  little  tug  to  bring  it  straight. 
'  /  know  what  fortune-hunters  are.' 

To  this  Elizabeth  made  no  reply,  and  after  a  while  her  aunt 
continued.  '  You  saw  some  of  the  Mitfords,  of  course  ;  and  of  course 
the  old  man,  whom  I  never  liked,  has  marked  you  down  for  one  of 
his  sons.  Oh,  don't  tell  me ;  I  know  it  well  enough.  The  eldest, 
perhaps,  because  Mount  Travers  would  be  such  a  nice  addition  to 
the  property ;  or  the  second,  because  he  has  not  very  much  of  his 
own,  and  it  would  be  nice   to  have  him  so  near  home ;  or  the 


IX  MOUNT  TRAVERS  69 

youngest.  Now,  if  it  had  to  be  one  of  them,'  said  Mrs.  Travers, 
suddenly  lifting  her  dull  but  very  observant  eyes,  '  the  youngest 
would  be  my  choice.' 

'  I  wish  you  would  understand,'  replied  Elizabeth,  with  some 
vexation,  '  that  there  is  no  question  of  anything  of  the  kind.  I 
saw  the  Mitfords  jDass,  all  three  together,  on  their  way  to  the 
station.  That  was  the  nearest  communication  I  had  with  them, 
I  saw  young  Raymond  Tredgold  and  his  father  also,  if  you  feel 
interested  about  them.' 

'  Oh  yes,  fortune-hunting  too.  Of  course  I  am  interested  about 
them  all ;  but  I  will  tell  you  this,  Lizzy,  if  you  make  any  ridiculous 
marriage  like  that,  taking  up  with  a  boy  ever  so  many  years  younger 
than  yourself,  I  can't  take  anything  from  you  in  the  end,  but  you 
sha'n't  bring  a  baby-husband  to  live  in  my  house.' 

Elizabeth  had  gone  to  the  window,  and  stood  close  to  that  great 
expanse  of  light,  leaning  her  head  against  one  of  the  divisions. 
Had  she  been,  as  Mrs.  Travers  supposed,  dependent,  no  doubt  all 
this  would  have  wounded  her  deeply.  But  as  there  was  not  the 
slightest  vestige  of  right  in  the  matter,  and  the  poor  lady  was  as 
powerless,  though  she  did  not  know  it,  as  the  chair  on  which  she 
was  seated,  the  poor  little  ineffectual  injury  was  easier  to  bear. 
Elizabeth  stood  looking  out,  a  little  vexed  but  more  sorry,  with 
nothing  but  compassion  slightly  tinctured  with  shame  in  her  face. 
She  was  a  little  mortified  that  her  aunt,  her  nearest  relative,  who 
had  known  her  for  so  long,  should  speak  to  her  so. 

'  I  don't  think  you  will  be  tried,'  she  said,  with  a  faint  sigh  of 
impatience.  And  then  she  added,  'Mr.  Gavelkind  is  coming  to 
luncheon  to-day.  I  hope  you  won't  mind.  I  heard  from  him  this 
morning  that  there  was  something  he  wanted  to  speak  to — about.' 

She  stopped  short  at  the  pronoun  in  spite  of  herself.  She  could 
not  say  '  to  you,'  and  would  not  say  '  to  me.'  Her  path  was  very 
thorny.  The  lawyer  had  to  be  received  somehow,  and  must  have 
the  way  prepared  for  him.  .  Poor  Elizabeth,  in  her  impulse  of 
generosity,  had  found  a  thousand  reasons  to  answer  all  arguments, 
when  she  was  told  tliat  her  uncle's  widow  ought  to  be  informed 
exactly  what  was  the  state  of  affairs.  But  she  had  not  foreseen 
sucli  a  very  ordhiary  little  practical  dilemma  as  this. 

'  Mr.  Gavelkind  ! '  cried  Mrs.  Travers.  '  I  must  say  I  think  it 
is  very  strange  that  he  should  write  to  you  about  coming,  and  not 
to  me,  Elizabeth.  I  don't  like  to  say  so,  but  I  can't  hide  it  from 
myself.  You  take  a  great  deal  too  much  upon  you,  ■  my  dear 
Though  my  husband  did  leave  you  his  heiress,  I  don't  suppose  he 
ever  intended  to  make  you  mistress  of  my  house.' 
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'  Dear  aunt ! '  cried  Elizabeth  in  despair.  '  You  know  you 
never  did  take  any  interest  in  business.  He  wrote  to  me  thinking 
— that  he  ought  not  to  trouble  you  about  such  matters ;  thinking 

it  would  worry  you,  and  that  you  woidd  not  like  it,  and  that  I 

In  short,'  added  Elizabeth,  with  a  sudden  inspiration,  '  it  is  some- 
thing about  my  own  little  bit  of  money,  after  all,  and  nothing  of 
yours.' 

'  Why  did  not  you  say  so  at  once  ? '  asked  her  aiint.  '  I  should 
not  wish  ever  to  interfere  with  your  own  money.  I  have  always 
regretted  that  I  was  not  allowed  to  manage  mine  from  the  begin^ 
ning.  I  am  sure  there  would  have  been  more  of  it  now ;  and  as 
that  is  all  I  have  to  dispose  of,  to  give  any  little  keepsakes  to  my 

own  relatives Well,  we  needn't  talk  of  that  any  more.     If 

you  want  any  advice  I  shall  be  pleased  to  give  you  my  opinion, 
Lizzy,  but  you  young  people  think  you  know  everything  better 
than  we  do.' 

'  No,  indeed,  aunt ;.  but  I  shall  not  exercise  any  judgment  of 
my  own ;  I  shall  do  just  what  Mr.  Gavelkind  advises.  What  do 
I  know  about  stocks  and  investments  V 

*  You  ought  to  knoAV  about  them,  if  you  don't.  You  ought  to 
look  at  the  city  article  every  morning,  and  improve  your  mind. 
My  father  was  a  stockbroker,  and  that  is  what  he  said.  "  Read 
the  city  article,  and  then  you'll  know  as  much  as  any  of  us  do," — 
that  is  what  he  always  said.  Of  course  it  does  not  matter  just 
how  with  your  own  thousand  or  two.  But  when  you  have  all  the 
Travers  money  to  manage ' 

'  I  hope,'  said  Elizabeth,  faltering,  turning  her  head  still  more 
away,  oppressed  by  the  weight  of  tlie  untruth  which  she  had  meant 
to  be  only  a  tacit  one,  '  that  it  may  be  very  long  before ' 

'Well,  my  dear,'  said  Mrs.  Travers,  in  a  subdued  and  softened 
tone,  '  I  believe  you  do.  I  am  sure  that  you  don't  want  to  get  rid 
of  me  for  the  sake  of  the  money.  I  may  be  a  little  nasty  about 
the  will  sometimes.  It  isn't  that  I  ever  would  have  alienated  his 
money, — you  should  have  had  it  all  the  same,  Lizzy,  every  penny, — 
only  it  would  have  seemed  more  trustful-like.  But  any  way,  my 
dear,  I  am  certain  you  never  would  grudge  me  a  day's  enjoyment 
of  it, — of  that  I  am  quite  sure.' 

Elizabeth  stole  like  a  culprit  behind  her  aunt's  chair  and  gave 
her  a  kiss,  at  the  risk  of  receiving  a  stab  in  return  from  the  knitting- 
pins.  She  felt  guilty  but  glad  this  time,  her  own  heart  melting 
too.  '  We  don't  need  to  say  these  things  between  you  and  me, 
do  we?'  she  whispered,  feeling  very  tenderly  towards  the  guardian 
of  her  youth. 
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'But,  my  dear,'  remarked  Mrs.  Travers,  going  ou  with  her 
knitting  after  a  little  emphatic  nod  of  assent,  '  by  that  time  you 
will  have  a  husband,  who  will  rule  the  money  and  you  too.' 

'  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that.  At  all  events,  there  is  no  appearance 
of  him  as  yet  upon  the  horizon,'  replied  Elizabeth,  returning  to  her 
seat,  this  little  episode  being  over.  The  worst  of  it  was  that  such 
little  episodes  occurred  almost  every  day. 

'And  you  nearly  five  and  twenty!'  said  Mrs.  Travers.  'To  a 
woman  who  was  married  at  nineteen,  as  I  was,  that  seems  quite 
old  for  a  girl.' 

'  I  don't  consider  myself  a  girl,'  returned  Elizabeth,  with  a 
smile.     '  I  am  like  Pax,     I  have  outgrown  those  vanities.' 

'  Nonsense,  my  dear.  Pax  is  five  and  forty  if  she  is  a  day,  and 
a  clergyman's  daughter  without  a  penny.  Oh  yes,  I  know  all 
the  Melcouibe  young  men  were  in  love  with  her — once :  except 
the  youngest.  The  youngest  is  the  one  I  would  choose.  He  is  a 
fine-looking  sort  of  fellow ;  he  is  not  one  of  the  calculating  sort. 
Roger  is  as  proud  as  Lucifer,  and  would  snuff  and  sniff  at  good 
honest  money,  and  think  a  great  deal  more  of  his  mouldy  old 
lands,  and  Edmund  is  a  sentimental  dawdle ;  but  the  third  one, 
Lizzy,  he  would  be  the  man  for  me.  He  has  always  sometliiug  to 
say  to  a  woman.  He'd  run  off  with  you  whether  you  would  or 
not ;  he'd  give  you  no  peace ;  he  woiddn't  take  no  for  an  answer. 
That  is  the  sort  of  young  fellow  I  like  to  see.' 

'  Why,  you  are  like  Lydia  Languish,  aunt !  I  did  not  know 
you  were  so  romantic' 

'I  never  was  for  myself,'  said  the  little  woman,  w^lio  had 
sjiarkled  up  out  of  her  widow's  weeds  for  a  moment  with  a  flash 
of  spirit  and  fire  which  tempted  the  listener  to  laugh  ;  '  married  at 
nineteen  to  a  stockbroker  in  the  city !  I  never  had  any  time  to 
be  romantic ;  but  I  confess  I  have  always  been  so  for  you,  Lizzy. 
You  are  a  handsome  woman,  and  you  were  a  very  pretty  girl.  I 
used  always  to  expect  some  one  to  come  riding  up  out  of  the  dis- 
tance for  you.  When  we  first  came  here  I  always  thought  some 
carriage  would  break  down  at  the  gates,  or  a  gentleman  be  thrown 
off  his  horse,  or  something.  But  it  never  happened.  I  was  dread- 
fully disappointed  when  you  got  to  twenty-one  and  nobody  had 
ever  come  for  you.  Some  girls  have  these  things  hap]5en  by  the 
dozen.     I  never  could  understand  why  they  didn't  ha])pen  to  you.' 

'Poor  auntie,  how  I  must  have  disappointed  you  !'  cried  Eliza- 
beth, laughing.  'I  feel  quite  sorry  that  Prince  Charming  has 
never  appeared,  for  your  sake.' 

'  But  you  have  him  under  your  hand  now,  or  I  am  much  mis- 
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taken.  Next  time  he  comes  home  on  leave,  you  will  just  see  if  he 
isn't  over  here  on  some  i:)retext  or  other  before  he  has  been  two 
days  at  home,  Lizzy ' 

'  Because  he  has  heard  that — I  am  my  uncle's  heiress,  aunt  V 

'  Well,'  observed  Mrs.  Travers,  '  you  can  never  leave  money  out 
of  account  in  affairs  of  this  sort.  A  man  like  that  wouldn't  dare 
to  propose  to  you  unless  you  had  money,  for  he  has  none :  and 
how  could  the  pair  of  you  live  1  I  don't  call  that  fortune-hunting. 
He  has  a  very  good  position,  he  belongs  to  an  old  family,  he's  a 
soldier,  which  always  counts  for  something,  and  I  am  quite  sure 
that  he  admires  you  very  much.  The  money  's  not  his  object ;  it 
only  makes  his  object  possible.' 

'  What  a  clever  woman  you  are,  auntie  !  You  are  a  casuist  as 
well  as  a  romancer.     I  never  should  have  seen  it  in  that  light.' 

'Wouldn't  you,  now  1'  said  Mrs.  Travers,  with  gratification. 
'  Oh,  I  am  not  such  a  fool  as  I  look.  My  father  always  said  so. 
And,  my  dear,  in  such  a  case  as  that,  I  need  scarcely  say — a  man 
whom  I  liked,  and  who  would  cheer  us  all  up,  and  throw  a  little 
eclat  upon  the  place  —  there  would  be  no  need  of  thinking  of 
another  establishment,  Elizabeth.  You  would  be  welcome,  and 
more  than  welcome,  like  my  son  and  daughter  in  my  house.' 

The  tears  trembled  in  Elizabeth's  eyes,  a  hot  colour  came  over 
her  face.  She  felt  guilty  and  ashamed,  and  yet  she  could  hardly 
restrain  the  laugh  in  which  alone  sometimes  a  perplexed  sold  can 
express  itself.  'You  are  always  the  kindest  of  the  kind,  dear 
aunt,'  she  said. 

'  You  should  have  your  own  set  of  rooms,'  the  old  lady  went 
on,  quite  pleased  with  her  plan — 'sitting-rooms  and  everything. 
You  should  choose  them  yourselves,  and  have  them  furnished  to 
your  own  taste.  I  should  do  everything  I  could  to  make  you  feel 
' — I  mean  to  make  him  feel  quite  at  his  ease :  and  of  course  you 
would  succeed  to  everything  at  my  death.  Now,  Lizzy,  if  this 
does  happen,  as  I  hope  it  will,  and  I  am  almost  sure  it  will,  don't 
you  take  any  notion  into  your  head  that  he  should  have  spoken 
before;  for  how  could  he  speak  before,  having  no  money  of  his 
own,  and  not  knowing  whether  there  might  be  anything  more  than 
that  thousand  or  two  of  yoiu-  mother's,  on  yoiu*  side  V 

'My  dear  aunt,  Stephen  Mitford  has  never  spoken  a  dozen 
words  to  me  in  my  life,'  cried  Elizabeth,  a  little  vexed.  '  He  has 
not  the  remotest  idea  of  anything  of  the  kind,  nor  of  me,  at  all,  T 
am  sure.' 

'  Well,'  returned  Mrs.  Travers,  '  we  shall  see,  we  shall  see  ; 
and  certainly  he  is  the  one  that  would  be  my  choice.' 


THE    LAWYER 

Elizabeth  received  the  lawyer,  when  he  arrived,  in  the  room 
which  had  been  her  uncle's  business-room,  a  plain,  dark-com- 
plexioned little  place,  with  a  large  writing-table  and  a  few 
comfortable  chairs,  but  no  paraphernalia  in  the  way  of  books  to 
distract  the  attention.  The  charms  of  business  by  itself  were, 
sufficiently  great  to  make  other  pleasantnesses  unnecessary,  Mr. 
Travers  had  thought,  and  accordingly,  though  the  window  was 
quite  large  and  of  plate-glass,  it  looked  out  upon  no  panorama  of 
varied  landscape,  but  upon  a  close  little  corner  of  shrubbery  which 
rose  to  a  climax  in  a  large  larch,  very  feathery  and  fine  in  its  way, 
but  which  certainly  did  not  add  to  the  light  or  even  cheerfulness  of 
the  small,  square,  brown,  uncompromising  room.  The  spring  sun- 
shine did  not  get  near  this  place,  nor  even  the  blue  of  the  sky. 
It  was  all  larch  and  laurel,  and  a  very  modified  dull  light.  And 
it  cannot  be  said  that  Elizabeth's  companion  was  an  entertaining 
one.  He  was  a  spare  man,  with  a  lock  of  hair  growing  upon  his 
forehead  as  if  it  had  somehow  strayed  there,  lea\ing  the  crown  of 
his  head  ungaruished,  of  a  sallow  gray  colour,  not  unlike  parch- 
ment, and  featm-es  that  seemed  too  small  for  his  fixce ;  his  nose 
appeared  to  have  remained  the  size  it  was  in  childhood,  and  the 
mouth  to  have  grown  into  a  little  round  apertiu-e  by  some  spell  or 
freak  of  uatm-e ;  but  the  extraordinarily  bright  little  twinkling 
eyes  which  completed  the  countenance  seemed  to  promise  that  Mr. 
Gavelkind's  intellect  had  not  been  arrested  in  its  growth.  They 
dwelt  upon  Elizabeth  with  a  very  kind,  paternal  look  as  he 
sliovelled  away  into  a  bag  the  papers  he  had  been  placing  before 
her.  She  had  not  much  more  knowledge  than  she  had  professed 
to  have,  and  did  in  reality  prove  her  confidence  very  completely 
in  the  adviser  who  had  managed  all  her  uncle's  afl'airs ;  but 
Elizabeth's  ignorance  was  very  intelligent,  and  he  had  been  ex- 
plaining a  great  many  things  to  her,  which  gave  her  a  certain 
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interest  in  the  large  transactions  which  were  now  carried  on  in  her 
name. 

'And  now,'  he  said,  shutting  his  bag  with  a  snap,  'tell  me, 
Miss  Elizabeth,  what  face  am  I  to  put  on  before  the  poor  lady 
whom  you  are  deceiving  for  her  good  1 ' 

'  Oh,  don't  say  deceiving,  Mr,  Gavelkind.' 

'  What  shall  I  call  it,  then  1  Give  me  your  name  for  the 
business,  and  I  shall  use  it.  I  know  no  other,  according  to  my 
own  lights.' 

'  Then  you  must  not  use  your  own  lights.  Fancy  not  allowing 
her  to  believe  that  she  is  mistress  in  her  own  house.  I  would 
rather  lose  it  altogether,  and  be  dependent  upon  her  bounty,  as 
she  thinks  would  have  been  more  just.' 

'  You  would  not  have  liked  that.' 

'  No,  perhaps  I  shouldn't ;  but  that  is  not  the  question.  I 
have  told  her — I  hope  it  is  not  too  dreadful  a  fib,  but  what  can  I 
do  1 — that  it  is  my  own  little  bit  of  money  you  have  come  to  me 
about' 

'  Well,  it  is  your  own  money,  so  f;ir  as  that  is  concerned ;  but 
you  will  have  to  tell  a  great  fib  before  you  are  done,  which  is 
what  I  warned  you ;  and  if  she  should  once  get  a  clue,  and  begin 
to  suspect,  you  will  be  very  easily  found  out.' 

'Oh,  please  don't  say  so,  Mr.  Gavelkind.  I  admit  it  isn't  so 
easy  as  I  thought.  Little  things  occur  which  I  had  not  foreseen, 
and  I  am  quite  frightened  when  I  see  how  clever  I  get  in  explaining. 
Do  you  think  it  will  give  me  tlie  habit  of  telling  fibs  ? ' 

'  Very  likely  indeed.  But  I  hope  you  can  trust  your  memory, 
for  that  is  the  worst  of  it — when  we  step  beyond  the  truth  we  are 
so  apt  to  forget  what  the  last  1 fib,  I  mean,  was.' 

'  You  are  dreadfully  severe,'  said  Elizabeth,  half  laughing,  not 
without  a  little  inclination  to  cry.  '  That  is  exactly  what  I  feel ; 
and  sometimes  I  contradict  myself,  and  can't  remember  what  I 
said  last.' 

'  Oh,  what  a  tangled  web  we  weave,  when  first  we  practise  to 
deceive,'  said  the  lawyer.  '  The  thing  I  fear  is  that  you  will  not 
be  able  to  keep  it  up.' 

'  Oh  yes,  I  shall  be  able  to  keep  it  up,'  she  cried  himdedly, 
and  led  the  way  out  of  the  room.  At  times  this  deception,  at 
which  everybody  who  knew  of  it  shook  their  heads,  got  too  much 
for  poor  Elizabeth.  She  took  Mr.  Gavelkind  to  the  cold  lightness 
of  the  drawing-room,  and  rau  up  to  her  own  room,  to  bathe  her 
forehead  and  refresh  herself.  The  situation  occasionally  got  upon 
her  nerves,  as  people  say.     She  felt  disposed  to  laugh  and  cry,  with 
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a  sobbing  mixture  of  sounds,  and  could  not  stop  herself  for  a 
minute  ;  but  Elizabeth  was  not  at  all  a  hysterical  subject,  and  good 
sense  and  cold  water  soon  got  the  better  of  this. 

'  Well,  Mr.  Gavelkind,'  observed  Mrs.  Travers,  '  I  hear  you 
have  come  to  see  my  niece  about  her  investments.  Have  you  got 
some  new  chance  for  that  little  money  of  hers  1  I  expect  to  hear  it 
has  quite  doubled  its  value,  since  you  take  so  much  interest  in  it.' 

'  I  take  an  interest  in  the  money  of  all  my  clients,'  said  the 
lawyer,  '  and  I  am  glad  to  see  that  Miss  Travers  begins  to  under- 
stand business,  which  is  what  a  great  many  ladies  can  never  be 
taught  to  do.' 

'  Yes,  indeed,'  said  the  old  lady.  '  I  was  of  that  kind  myself, 
so  long  as  I  had  my  husband  to  think  for  me.  But  now  if  you 
were  to  give  me  the  benefit  of  your  instructions,  as  you  do  Eliza- 
beth,— you  know  I  am  a  stockbroker's  daughter,  I  ought  to  have 
a  little  aptitude, — I  think  I  might  begin  to  understand  too.' 

'There  is  no  occasion,  my  dear  lady,  no  occasion,'  said  the 
lawyer  hastily  ;  '  everything  is  as  comfortable  as  possible.  If  there 
is  any  need,  then  it  will  be  time  enough.  Your  niece  is  getting 
back  her  colour,  Mrs.  Travers,  I  am  glad  to  see.  For  some  time 
after  your  great  loss,  whether  it  was  altogether  distress  or  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  deep  mourning,  I  quite  feared  that  Miss 
Elizabeth ' 

'  She  is  always  very  well,  thank  you,'  interrupted  the  widow 
rather  sharply,  '  Elizabeth's  health  need  give  nobody  any  trouble. 
What  should  be  the  matter  with  her,  at  her  age  1  At  mine  these 
great  shocks  are  a  very  difterent  matter.'  It  was  indeed  a  little 
hard  upon  Mrs.  Travers  to  have  her  attention  called  to  the  depth 
of  her  niece's  sorrow,  when  no  notice  was  taken  of  any  paleness  or 
changed  looks  of  her  own. 

Elizabeth  came  in  at  this  moment  with  something  of  a  flusli 
upon  her  face,  owing  to  the  large  application  of  fresh  cold  water  with 
which  she  had  been  driving  away  the  momentary  hysterical  sensa- 
tion produced  by  all  the  contrarieties  of  feeling  in  which  she  was 
involved. 

'  She  is  red  enough  just  now,  certainly,'  her  aunt  remarked, 
choosing,  as  elderly  relatives  not  unfrequently  do,  the  least  compli- 
mentary expression  possible.  '  Is  luncheon  ready,  Elizabeth  1  Mr. 
Gavelkind  has  begun  to  think  already  about  catching  his  train.' 

This  anxiety,  though,  perhaps,  it  really  existed  in  the  lawyer's 
mind,  had  not  been  expressed,  but  he  only  smiled,  and  owned  that 
he  was  anxious  to  get  back  to  town  as  soon  as  possible ;  and  Mrs. 
Travers,  taking  his  arm,  led  him  into  the  dining-room,  which  was 
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on  the  opposite  side  of  the  hall,  and  commanded  the  same  extended 
prospect  througli  the  clear  sheets  of  plate-ghiss. 

'  What  a  view,  to  be  sure  ! '  Mr.  Gavelkind  exclaimed.  '  I 
suppose  you  are  higher  up  tlian  anybody  in  the  county.  Why,  some 
of  the  trees  are  ciuite  green  already ;  and  I  like  that  sort  of  purply 
down  over  them  that  shows  spring  's  coming.  Why,  you  have  the 
air  quite  fresh  from  the  sea.' 

'  Five  hundred  feet  above  the  sea  level,'  observed  Mrs.  Travers 
with  a  touch  of  pride ;  '  and  nothing  so  high  between  us 
and  the  Channel.  You  can  smell  the  air  quite  salt  sometimes, 
and  even  see  it,  they  say,  on  fine  days ;  but  I  can't  say  that  I  put 
very  much  faith  in  that.' 

'And  that's  Whitelocks  common  just  underneath.  Such  a 
sweep  of  land  as  that  is  quite  good  enough  without  any  sea.  And 
that's  Whitelocks  itself  among  the  trees.  I  used  to  know  it  very 
well  in  the  late  lord's  time.  I  knew  all  the  country  about  pretty 
well.  What's  that  brown  house  to  the  west,  with  the  little  square 
tower  ?  Oh,  it's  Melcombe,  I  remember.  Are  the  Mitfords  still 
there  1     I  suppose  you  know  everybody  as  far  as  you  can  see.' 

'  We  know  the  Mitfords,  at  all  events,'  rephed  Mrs.  Travers 
significantly,  with  a  glance  at  Elizabeth.  '  There  are  three  young 
men  in  the  house ;  and  that  is  a  fact  which  can't  be  without  interest 
where  there  is  a  girl  and  an  heiress.' 

'  It  amuses  you,  at  any  rate,  to  think  so,  auntie.' 

'  Amuses  me  !  Oh  no ;  on  the  contrary,  it  makes  me  very 
anxious.  Three  young  men,  all  marriageable,  planted  at  my  very 
door !  And  I  think  a  young  woman  in  Elizabeth's  position,  or 
rather,  in  what  her  position  will  be,  ought  to  have  a  husband.  It 
is  all  very  well  for  her  to  understand  her  investments  under  your 
instructions,  Mr.  Gavelkind  ;  but  a  woman  never  is  very  bright  on 
such  matters,  you  may  say  what  you  like,  and  her  husband  would 
understand  them  much  better.' 

'  That  is  sometimes  the  case,  I  must  allow,'  said  Mr.  Gavelkind, 
'  but  Miss  Elizabeth ' 

'I  hope  you  don't  want  to  turn  Elizabeth's  head  with  your 
compliments.  She  is  just  a  girl  like  other  girls.  She  will  take 
up  that  sort  of  thing  if  she  has  nothing  else  in  her  head,  and  she 
will  make  you  think  she  understands  it.  You  will  imagine  that 
she  takes  quite  an  interest,  and  cares  more  for  it  than  anything 
else.  But  the  moment  other  things  come  in  which  are  more  con- 
genial, you  will  find  it  is  like  the  seed  sown  on  tliin  soil,  where  there 
is,  as  the  Bible  says,  no  deepness  of  earth,  and  that  it  has  all 
withered  away.' 
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'  That's  very  natural,  I  believe,'  said  the  lawyer. 

'  You  talk  me  over  very  much  at  your  ease,'  said  Elizabeth, 
with  a  laugh ;  but  she  was  a  little  nervous,  and  slightly  excited 
still  '  I  am  quite  capable  of  taking  care  of  myself  and  of  every- 
thing I  may  have,  without  asking  other  assistance  than  Mr.  Gavel- 
kind's, I  assure  you,  aunt.' 

'  You  need  not  assure  me  anything  of  the  kind,  for  I  will  not 
believe  it,'  Mrs.  Travers  answered ;  and  then  turning  to  the  lawyer 
she  said,  '  What  I  am  afraid  of  is  that  Elizabeth  will  choose  the 
least  suitable,  if  she  is  left  to  herself,  which  is  what  girls  generally 
do.  But,  fortunately,  she  has  not  very  much  to  think  of  in  tlie 
way  of  money  as  yet.' 

'Fortunately!'  assented  the  lawyer.  He  had  shot  one  glance 
out  of  his  keen  eyes  at  Elizabeth,  who  had  not  replied  with  any 
sign  or  look  from  hers.  Then  he  directed  the  conversation  into 
another  channel  by  commending  the  dish  from  which  Mrs.  Travers 
had  helped  him.  She  was  very  ambitious  on  the  point  of  cookery, 
and  delighted  to  hear  that  Mr.  Gavelkind's  cook  had  never  been 
able  to  reach  the  perfection  of  these  chicken  cutlets.  '  And  she 
came  to  me  from  Lord  Youngham's,'  the  lawyer  said,  '  where  a 
great  deal  of  attention  was  paid  to  the  kitchen.  There  was  a 
French  man-cook,  and  this  woman  of  mine  was  the  first  kitchen- 
maid,  but  we  never  have  anything  on  our  table  that  can  come  up 
to  this.' 

'Perhaps  Mrs.  Gavelkind  does  not  take  great  interest  ia  it  her- 
self,' said  Mrs.  Travers,  well  pleased.  '  They  all  know  I  do,  not 
for  the  sake  of  eating, — though  I  think  that  even  in  the  way  of 
eating  we  should  all  know  what  we  are  about, — but  I  love  to  see 
a  nice  dish,  looking  well  and  tasting  well.  I  take  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  about  it  altogether.  I'm  fond  of  seeing  a  nice  luncheon 
and  a  nice  dinner  on  the  table.  And  my  cook  knows  that.  Has 
]\Irs.  Gavelkind  ever  tried — ■ — '  And  here  the  old  lady  entered 
into  domestic  particulars  such  as  her  listener  did  not  disdain. 
Elizabeth  sat  and  listened  vaguely,  hearing  the  voices  run  on, 
though  without  any  very  clear  perception  of  what  they  said.  She 
was  not  interested  in  all  the  ingredients  of  the  sauce,  and  the 
elaboration  of  the  process  by  which  that  perfection  was  reached, 
but  she  knew  it  interested  her  aunt,  and  that  there  was  no  such 
good  way  of  withdrawing  her  attention  from  much  more  important 
matters.  Elizabeth  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  square  table,  drawn 
near  the  window  now  that  the  weather  was  milder,  and  command- 
ing the  whole  wide  landscape,  miles  upon  miles,  in  all  the  softness 
of  the  spring  tints,  stretching  away  into  the  horizon.     In  the  midst 
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of  tliis  wide  scene  lier  eyes  instinctively  cuuglit  the  low  square  tower 
of  MelcomLc  amid  its  trees.  Wlicn  the  foliage  was  out  tlie  liouse 
was  almost  hid,  but  at  the  present  moment  the  range  of  those 
windows  along  the  south  front,  which  made  every  one  a.  little 
chamber  of  its  own,  projecting  from  the  long  line  of  the  sitting- 
rooms,  showed  all  the  way,  and  reminded  Elizabeth, in  s^jite  of  herself, 
of  various  little  scenes.  She  had  sat  there  on  summer  evenings, 
last  year,  with  Nina  and  her  chatter,  with  '  the  boys,'  as  Pax  called 
them,  one  after  another.  Her  aunt's  remarks  brought  those  recollec- 
tions back.  Last  summer  had  been  the  only  one  in  which  the 
Travers  household  had  been  fully  received  into  the  life  of  the  county. 
There  had  been  a  certain  amount  of  curiosity  about  them  and  their 
reported  wealth,  and  their  great  new  blazing  house,  and  then  there 
had  been  a  certain  hesitation  before  the  neighbours  '  took  them 
up ' ;  but  that  period  of  doubt  had  ended  in  a  general  advance, 
and  during  the  last  summer  before  her  uncle  died  they  had  '  gone 
everywhere,'  as  people  say.  It  was  a  good  thing  he  had  tasted 
such  sweetness  as  there  was  in  that,  Elizabeth  thought  to  herself, 
as  her  aunt  discoursed  and  enlightened  her  appreciative  listener. 
Poor  old  uncle !  he  had  got  as  much  good  as  the  circumstances 
allowed  out  of  the  situation.  It  had  been  a  great  pleasure  to  him 
to  build  that  wonderful  house,  with  all  the  latest  improvements  in 
it,  and  to  overtop  everybody,  looking  down  upon  the  lower-lying 
houses  of  the  gentry,  and  upon  the  villages  that  peeped  at  various 
corners.  And  at  the  last  he  had  been  very  well  received  in  the 
county ;  he  had  been  asked  to  all  the  best  houses,  he  had  felt  him- 
self to  be  acknowledged  by  all  the  constituted  authorities  :  no  doubt 
that  had  given  him  pleasure.  But  now  that  he  was  dead,  and  had 
left  so  many  complications  and  perplexities  behind  him,  Elizabeth 
could  not  but  ask  herself  whether  it  was  an  unmingled  good  to  be 
thus  uplifted,  like  a  city  on  a  hill,  to  be  stared  at,  perhaps  laughed 
at.  The  situation  of  the  house  and  her  own  situation  seemed  to 
run  into  each  other,  so  that  she  could  scarcely  keep  them  apart. 
She  was  the  heiress,  known  far  and  wide,  held  out  to  public  com- 
petition, as  it  were,  just  as  her  house  was  held  out  in  a  blaze  of 
colour  and  reflection,  so  that  all  the  country  could  see  it.  If  they 
had  stayed  in  town,  Elizabeth  would  have  been  but  one  of  many, 
and  she  would  have  lived  in  the  unobtrusive  level  of  a  street,  in 
the  midst  of  other  houses  like  her  own.  What  a  pity  that  it  had 
ever  occurred  to  him  to  plunge  into  this  new  way  of  living,  to  begin 
afresh  for  so  short  a  time,  in  this  new  world. 

Presently,  however,  the  conversation  in  which  she  took  no  part 
came  to  an  end,  and  Mv.  Gavelkind  began  to  fidget  and  to  talk  of 
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his  train.  He  Lad  time  to  walk,  but  no  move  than  time,  and  tlic 
■walk  would  be  more  pleasant,  he  declared,  tlian  tlie  dogcart  which 
was  at  his  service.  'Perhaps  IMiss  Elizabeth  will  walk  down  the 
hill  with  me,'  he  said.  An(l  Elizabeth  took  him  through  the  new 
plantations,  still  so  straggling  and  unfinished  in  their  youthf'ulncss, 
by  the  short  cut  to  the  railway,  which  was  another  thing  Mr. 
Travers  had  prided  himself  upon.  '  Poor  uncle  liked  to  think  he 
had  so  short  a  way  to  the  station.  He  used  to  say  that  though 
we  were  so  much  higher  up  than  anybody,  we  had  still  the  nearest 
access  to  the  world.' 

'  Poor  old  gentleman,'  remarked  Mr.  Gavelkind.  '  What  a  i)ity, 
what  a  pity  !  Just  when  he  had  got  everything  ready  for  his  own 
enjoyment,  to  go  and  leave  it  all !  He  must  have  regretted  it  so ; 
and  who  can  tell  whether  there  will  be  all  the  modern  improvements 
where  he  has  gone  V 

'  You  must  not  laugh,'  said  Elizabeth.  '  He  was  very  good  to 
me.     I  can't  bear  laughing  on  such  a  subject.' 

'  My  dear  young  lady  !  Laugh  !  No,  you  need  not  fear,  there 
was  no  laughing  in  my  mind.  It  is  a  curious  question,  though, 
and  one  I  often  think  of :  What  will  happen  to  us,  with  all  our 
artificial  wants,  in  what  I  may  call  Another  Place  1  Don't  you 
know  what  I  mean  1  It  should  be  primitive  there,  if  it's  anything ; 
like  Eden,  don't  you  know  1 — quite  pastoral  or  agricultural  at  the 
most ;  and  an  old  gentleman  accustomed  to  a  town  life  and  all  sorts 

of  conveniences If  you  think  I  am  laughing  you  arc  very 

much  mistaken.  I  often  think  of  it,  and  how  much  at  a  loss  we 
shall  probably  be,'  Mr.  Gavelkind  said,  with  a  sigh. 

Elizabeth  felt,  with  a  humorous  suggestion  at  which  she  was 
shocked,  the  ruefulness  in  her  companion's  tone, — an  old  city  man, 
full  of  his  little  habits,  in  the  Garden  of  Eden  !  It  was  not  possible 
to  exclude  a  sense  of  the  ludicrous  from  that  image. 

'  I  should  think,'  she  said,  with  a  little  trembling  of  her  lip, 
which,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  caused  more  by  a  struggle  to  preserve 
her  gravity  than  to  repress  her  feelings,  '  that  all  good  peoi)le  would 
be  at  home  there.' 

'Yes,  yes,  oh  yes  !'  cried  Mr.  Gavelkind ;  and  then  he  cliangod 
the  subject  abruptly,  pausing  upon  a  knoll  to  take  breath,  and 
pointing  with  a  wave  of  his  hand  toward  Melcombe.  'My  dear 
Miss  Elizabeth,  I've  known  you  all  your  life,  and  I  am  one  of  your 
trustees;  tell  me,  is  there  any  truth  in  what  Mrs.  Travers  said?' 
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THE  SQUlltE 

Elizabeth  came  quickly  up  the  slope,  having  parted  with  the  lawyer 
at  the  gate.  Perliaps  the  colour  on  her  face  was  partly  from  the 
climb,  but  it  was  no  doubt  a  little  from  the  cross-examination  to 
which  she  had  been  subjected.  Something  in  it !  She  had 
answered  quickly,  'Nothing  whatever!'  with  a  little  start  almost 
of  offence.  Then  she  had  laughed,  and  said  it  was  silly  of  her  to 
feel  annoyed.  '  My  aunt  is  not  a  matchmaker,'  she  said,  '  but  she 
likes  to  speculate  on  possibilities,  which  are  possibilities  only  in 
her  own  mind.' 

'  Many  ladies  do,'  said  Mr.  Gavelkind.  '  It  is  like  making  up 
a  novel.     It  seems  to  give  them  a  great  deal  of  amusement.' 

'  To  be  sure,'  said  Elizabeth.  '  It  is  too  silly  to  object  to  what 
amuses  her,  only  she  ought  not  to  speak  of  it  as  if  it  were,  or  might 
be,  true.' 

The  lawyer  gave  a  sidelong  glance  at  the  young  lady  by  his 
side,  whose  colour  had  risen  though  she  laughed.  '  No,  that's 
imprudent,'  he  said.      'It  sometimes  spoils  sport.' 

They  had  reached  the  gate  as  he  said  this,  and  Elizabeth  had 
not  time  to  object  or  protest.  But  she  was  red  with  indignation 
as  well  as  other  sentiments,  as  she  hastened  up  the  ascending  path. 
The  air  was  very  fresh  in  her  face,  coming  from  the  west,  the  rainy 
quarter,  and  charged  with  moisture.  The  gravel  glistened,  and  so 
did  the  polished  leaves  of  the  evergreens,  with  the  occasional 
showers.  It  was  not  a  cheerful  day,  on  the  whole,  for  the  ordinary 
pedestrian,  but  Elizabeth,  in  the  revulsion  of  feeling  after  six  months 
of  partial  seclusion,  and  with  the  consciousness  of  the  spring  in  her 
veins,  found  a  certain  excitement,  if  not  exhilaration,  even  in  the 
hostile  weather,  the  dash  of  rain  in  her  face,  and  the  capricious 
puffs  of  the  changeable  wind.  After  that  quiet  period  her  mind 
had  sprung  up  afresh.  She  felt  a  tumult  of  life  in  it,  pushing 
forward  to  new  eff'orts.     She  walked  briskly  up  and  down  the  broad 
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walk  iu  front  of  the  house.  Mrs.  Travers  had  left  her  usual  place 
in  the  great  window  of  the  drawing-room,  and  retired  to  her  bed- 
room for  her  equally  usual  doze,  so  that  there  was  no  one  to  disturb 
or  to  be  disturbed  by  Elizabeth  as  she  paced  up  and  down,  keeping 
the  confusion  of  her  thoughts  in  restraint  rather  than  actively 
producing  them.  There  was  too  much  rain  in  the  sky  to  justify  a 
long  walk,  even  in  the  close-fitting  dark-gray  ulster  and  cloth  hat, 
which  were  things  whicli  could  take  no  harm ;  and  nowhere  could 
she  have  got  more  air  or  a  more  extended  prospect.  There  is  little 
doubt  that  Mr.  Gavelkind,  with  his  questions,  had  given  a  fresh 
start  and  impetus  to  her  thoughts.  They  hurried  on  far  more 
quickly  than  her  steps,  which  scattered  the  gravel ;  they  went  as 
quick  as  the  clouds  careering  over  the  sky.  Now  and  then  when 
she  came  to  the  end  of  her  promenade,  as  she  turned  quickly,  the 
immense  landscape  below  suddenly  attracted  her,  and  made  her 
stand  still  for  a  moment.  What  a  breadth  of  undulating  country, 
what  ridges  of  trees,  what  soft  down  of  the  new  corn  upon  the 
fields  !  Everything  was  full  of  promise  and  new  life  ;  the  very  sap 
showing  as  it  coursed  in  the  veins  of  every  tree. 

But  there  was  one  spot  which  above  all  otliers  attracted  Eliza- 
beth's look.  Her  eyes  turned  there  instinctively,  she  did  not  know 
why.  Seriously  she  did  not  know  why,  unless  because  the  recent 
talk  had  directed  her  that  way  in  spite  of  herself.  For,  she  said 
to  herself,  she  had  no  connection  with  Melcombe  to  turn  her  face 
that  way,  — none  whatever  !  There  was  nothing  in  it ;  neither  in 
her  aunt's  foolish  talk,  nor  in  the  questions  which  Mr.  Gavelkind 
had  put,  and  to  which  Elizabeth  believed  she  had  lieeu  very 
decisive  and  even  peremptory  in  her  reply. 

Nothing  iu  it  1  After  all,  was  that  quite  seriously  and  sincerely 
true  1  Or  if  so,  why,  in  all  that  landscape,  did  her  eyes  light  con- 
tinually upon  the  little  square  tower  of  Melcombe  among  the  trees  1 

Elizabeth  was  disturbed  by  the  interposition  of  the  question 
put  against  her  will  by  herself  to  herself.  One  can  answer  a  lawyer, 
though  he  may  put  his  question  very  cleverly,  much  better  than 
one  can  answer  one's  self  When  one's  self  chooses  to  be  inquisitive, 
there  is  nothing  for  it  but  sophistry  and  a  wrapping  up  of  the  question 
in  evasions,  which,  however,  do  not  conceal  the  truth  from  that 
all-scrutinising  judge.  Was  tliere  nothing  in  it  1  There  was  this 
in  it :  that  tliere  were  two  young  men  at  Melcombe  (Elizabeth 
characteristically  replied  to  her  aunt's  imaginations  on  the  subject 
by  forgetting  that  there  was  a  tliird),  about  her  own  age,  in  her 
own  position,  likely  enough  cither  of  them.  She  turned  abruptly 
round    and    gave  her  head  a  shake,  to  throw  ulf  any  irrelevant 

a 
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thoughts.  Well,  what  about  those  two  young  men  1  They  were 
nothing  to  Elizabeth.  They  were  well  looking  enough,  well  man- 
nered, well  educated,  on  the  whole  nice  enough.  You  could  not  better 
them  in  a  summer's  day.  A  woman  could  not  complain  if  either 
of  them  fell  to  her  lot.  At  Whitelocks  the  eldest  son  was  a  shamb- 
ling boy,  but  the  Mitfords  were  excellent  representatives  of  manhood. 
That  was  all  that  there  was  to  say,  and  the  reader  will  perceive 
that  it  was  nothing.  There  was  nothing  in  it;  and  Elizabeth 
Travers,  so  far  as  these  young  men  were  concerned,  was  fancy-free. 

She  laughed  softly  to  herself,  after  she  had  got  over  the  little 
shock  with  which  she  had  been  conscious  that  herself  to  herself 
was  putting  that  question.  There  is  safety  in  numbers,  she 
thought ;  one  does  not  fall  in  love  with  two.  But  both  were 
interesting  to  her,  she  could  not  venture  to  deny.  Nay,  she  would 
admit  it,  proclaim  it,  holding  her  head  high.  In  all  the  county 
she  had  not  become  acquainted  with  any  other  two  hiuuan 
creatures  so  interesting.  They  had  both  been  in  love  with  Pax, 
in  their  day, — dear  Pax,  who  called  them  '  the  boys,'  and  was  so 
fond  of  them,  and  their  most  faithful  friend.  There  was  something 
in  all  this  which  pleased  Elizabeth's  imagination.  It  was  quite  a 
beautiful  point  in  the  moral  landscape,  as  in  the  scene  before  her 
it  was  pretty  to  see  the  tower  of  Melcombe  rising  homely  and 
brown  among  the  trees.  If  there  were  anything  in  it,  that  was 
all,  and  what  was  that  1     Nothing  whatever,  as  she  had  said. 

At  this  point  Elizabeth  became  aware  of  a  figm-e  on  the  road 
l3elow,  walking  briskly  in  the  direction  of  the  lodge,  which  lay 
almost  at  her  feet.  There  was  something  in  his  air  which  made 
it  ai^parent  to  her  that  he  was  coming  to  call.  How  it  is  that 
this  is  always  so  unmistakable  it  would  be  hard  to  say,  and  yet  it 
is  so.  You  can  tell  even  by  the  pace  of  the  horses  when  a  carriage 
is  aiming  for  your  own  door ;  how  much  more  by  the  attitude  of 
a  man !  He  was  coming  to  call.  Who  was  he  1  A  large, 
imposing  presence  of  a  man ;  holding  his  head  high,  walking  as  if 
the  place  belonged  to  him.  That  was  how  the  lodge-keeper's  wife 
described  him  afterwards.  'Mr.  Mitford's  a  fine  man,'  she  said; 
'  he's  like  a  nobleman.  He  walks  as  if  the  ground  wasn't  good 
enough  to  set  his  whole  foot  upon,  kind  of  starting  off"  from  it, 
like  he  scorned  it.' 

Elizabeth  looked  at  him  for  some  time,  with  his  springy  step, 
not  making  out  who  he  was.  When  it  suddenly  dawned  upon  her 
that  it  was  Mr.  Mitford  of  Melcombe,  not  the  son  but  the  father, 
the  blood  flushed  again  to  her  face,  and  she  hurried  indoors, 
feeling  as  though  she  were  escaping ;  and  yet  she  had  no  wish  to 
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avoid  the  visitor.  She  ran  upstairs  to  her  aunt's  room,  and  tapped 
at  the  door.  '  Dear  aunt,  I  don't  want  to  disturb  you,  but  here 
is  Mr.  Mitford  coming  to  call,'  she  said.  Then  she  went  to  her 
own  room,  and  threw  off  her  ulster  and  her  cloth  hat,  in  which 
she  looked  very  pretty,  though  she  was  horrified  at  the  idea  of 
being  found  in  them,  and  smoothed  her  ruffled  locks.  Her  hair, 
thus  blown  about  by  the  wind,  and  sprinlvled  with  diamond  drops 
by  the  rain,  was  extremely  becoming  in  its  untidy  condition. 
Perhaps  Elizabeth,  as  she  glanced  into  the  glass,  was  not  unconscious 
of  this,  but  she  brushed  it  all  flat  and  smooth  with  a  remorseless 
hand. 

Then  slowly,  decorously,  she  went  downstairs,  and  took  up  her 
place  in  the  drawing-room,  in  front  of  the  great  window,  to  prepare 
for  the  visit, — which,  after  all,  was  no  more  than  any  other  visit, 
if  there  were  nothing  whatever  in  what  her  aunt  had  said  to  the 
lawyer.  Elizabeth's  heart  beat  a  little,  all  the  same,  she  could 
not  have  told  why,  and  she  had  more  colour  than  usual  and  a 
brighter  reflection  in  her  eyes. 

'I  understood  that  Mrs.  Travers  was  seeing  her  friends  at  last,' 
Mr.  Mitford  said.  '  I  am  glad  of  it,  heartily  glad  of  it.  It  is  not 
good  to  shut  one's  self  up  with  one's  grief,  if  you  will  let  me 
say  so.' 

'  It  was  scarcely  that.  My  aunt  has  not  been  well.  She  is 
always  delicate,  and  it  was  a  great  shock.' 

Elizabeth  did  not  like  to  take  the  sacred  name  of  grief  in  vain. 
She  felt  with  a  movement  of  shame  that  even  in  the  case  of  Mrs. 
Travers  the  sorrow  which  had  followed  her  uncle's  death  had  not 
been  of  that  sublime  and  majestic  kind,  devoid  of  consolation,  in 
which  youth  hopes  and  believes. 

'  No  doubt,  no  doubt,'  assented  the  Squire,  '  but  we  must  not 
let  our  emotions  swallow  us  up.  Something  is  due,  my  dear  Miss 
Travers,  to  our  friends  and  to  society.  Because  one  is  absent, 
however  dear,  we  must  not  shut  out  all  the  world.' 

Elizabeth  was  silent,  not  knowing  how  to  reply  to  such  a 
broad  statement,  and  Mr.  Mitford  went  on  to  make  various 
inquiries  about  her  own  tastes  and  habits.  He  had  lieard  that 
she  had  been  at  the  Rectory,  witli  tliat  noble  mare  of  hers.  It 
would  have  been  very  pleasant  to  liim  if  she  had  come  as  far  as 
Melcombe ;  but  he  was  aware  that  his  little  Nina  was  too  much 
of  a  child  to  be  any  attraction,  and  that  he  and  a  parcel  of  sons 
could  scarcely  expect  such  a  visitor,  '  though  we  should  all  liave 
felt  it  a  great  honour,'  he  added.  He  had  always  been  civil  to 
Elizabeth,  being  the  kind  of  man  who  is  never  unaffected  by  the 
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presence  of  a  woman  with  any  pretensions  to  good  looks ;  but  he 
had  never  before  paid  his  court  in  this  deferential  way.  The  effort 
was  somewhat  bewildering,  slightly  amusing,  half  oppressive ;  and 
Elizabeth  was  glad  when  Mrs.  Travers  appeared,  to  whom  he  made 
some  of  these  pretty  speeches  over  again. 

'  I  have  no  one  to  pay  visits  for  me,'  he  said ;  '  my  little 
daughter  's  too  young.  You  must  accept  me  as  the  representative 
of  my  family,  Mrs.  Travers — and  let  me  express  my  pleasure  in 
the  thought  that  we  shall  have  you  in  the  midst  of  us  again.' 

'You  are  very  obliging,  Mr.  Mitford,'  returned  Mrs.  Travers. 
The  little  lady  was  much  surprised  and  slightly  excited  by  this 
unexpected  empressement.  It  looked  as  if  he  must  mean  some- 
thing ;  but  what  to  a  six  months'  widow  of  her  respectable  standing 
could  the  man  mean  ? 

'My  sons  have  just  left  me,'  said  the  Squire.  'One  can't 
easily  keep  young  men  out  of  London  at  this  time  of  the  year. 
Roger,  indeed,  is  not  at  all  a  man  about  town ;  but  it  takes  some 
time  to  get  out  of  the  engagements  which  a  young  fellow  plunges 
into  without  thought.  He'll  make  a  good  family  man  one  of 
these  days.' 

'  He  ought  to  marry,'  declared  Mrs.  Travers.  '  That  is  the 
best  thing  to  steady  a  young  man.' 

'The  very  best,  my  dear  lady, — the  foundation  of  all  real 
happiness,  as  you  and  I,  alas,  have  good  reason  to  know.' 

Mrs.  Travers  eyed  her  visitor  with  some  curiosity.  '  I  don't 
see  why  you  should  say  "alas."  It  has  been  the  very  best  thing 
for  me  that  ever  happened  in  my  life,  and  I  am  sure  my  poor 
dear  would  have  said  so  too.  He  has  left  me  only  a  life  interest 
in  the  property,'  she  added  abruptly,  fixing  her  eyes  coldly  upon 
the  visitor,  in  whom,  with  all  directness  and  a  good  deal  of  the 
pleasure  of  being  acute  enough  to  see  through  and  through  him, 
she  saw  a  possible  candidate  for  the  reversion  of  Mr.  Travers's 
possessions.  The  widow  felt  that  there  should  be  no  deception 
practised  upon  him  in  that  respect. 

'A  life  interest,'  Mr.  Mitford  said.  He  knew  all  about  the 
will,  much  better  than  she  herself  did.  'I  thought  that  Miss 
Travers — I  thought  that ' 

Elizabeth  looked  quickly  up  at  him  with  a  keen  glance  of 
meaning,  which  he  did  not  understand,  though  it  startled  him. 
'  I  am  sure,  aunt,  that  Mr.  Mitford  does  not  care  to  inquire  into 
our  private  affairs,'  she  said. 

'  I  have  no  secrets,  Elizabeth ;  everything  has  always  been 
quite  clear  and  above-board  with  me.     So  near  a  neighboiu-  might 
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easily  be  iuterested.  Yes,  the  ]iroperty  is  all  locked  up  hard  and 
fast.  It  was  his  own,  to  do  wliat  he  liked  with  it,  and  I  never 
should  have  gone  against  him.  The  only  thing  that  I  feel  a  little 
is  that  he  might  have  known  me  better,  and  had  more  confidence ; 
but  no  doubt  everything  is  for  the  best.' 

'  That  is  always  a  satisfaction,'  remarked  the  Squire  piously, 
'  whatever  our  circumstances  may  be.' 

'So  it  is,'  said  Mrs.  Travers,  'but  no  doubt  you  have  noticed 
that  people  seldom  say  so  when  they  are  pleased  with  their 
circumstances.  I  care  nothing  about  the  property,  for  in  any  case, 
of  course,  Elizabeth  should  have  had  it  after  me,  all  the  same. 
It  is  only  the  want  of  confidence  that  is  a  little  vexing.  But  you 
great  proprietors,  I  have  always  heard  say,  have  just  as  little 
freedom  with  your  entails.' 

'  Not  I,'  replied  Mr.  Mitford  briskly.  '  There  is  no  entail  to 
speak  of  ou  my  property.  I  can  leave  it  to  whom  I  like,  the 
youngest  as  easily  as  the  eldest, — or  away  from  them  altogether, 
if  I  please.' 

'  Dear  me,'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Travers ;  then,  after  a  ])ausc,  '  It 
must  give  you  a  great  deal  of  hold  on  them  to  have  that  in  your 
power.' 

'It  does,'  he  said,  with  a  satisfied  expression,  shutting  his 
mouth  after  the  words  were  said,  as  if  he  had  closed  and  locked 
the  door  of  his  treasures.  Elizabeth  sat  and  looked  on  with  a 
curious  terror  and  repugnance  growing  upon  her.  These  two  old 
people  comparing  notes  with  a  certain  eagerness  of  fellow-feeling, 
over  their  jiower  to  influence  the  generations  after  them,  sent  a 
chill  into  her  blood.  One  of  them,  at  least,  might  be  impotent 
to  do  anything,  but  there  was  a  gleam  in  Mrs.  Travers's  eyes 
which  told  how  much  she  also  would  like  to  have  the  power  of 
posthumous  revenge  or  injury  in  her  hands. 

'  Well,  it  is  a  great  thing  to  be  able  to  do  what  one  pleases,' 
Mrs.  Travers  observed,  with  a  long-drawn  breath.  '  It  must  make 
you  feel  that  what  you  have  is  really  your  own.  But  that  can 
never  be  a  woman's  case  unless  she  is  an  heiress  in  her  own  right, 
as  Elizabeth  will  be  when  I  am  gone.  She  will  be  like  you,  quite 
free  to  leave  it  to  whom  she  likes.' 

'  We  must  tie  her  down  in  her  marriage  settlements,'  said  the 
Squire,  with  a  laugh. 

'  If  I  were  she,  I  should  not  let  myself  be  tied  down.  I  should 
keep  it  in  my  own  hands.  Money  is  power,  don't  you  know  ?  I 
never  was  in  that  position.  ]My  husband's  money  was  almost  all 
of  his  own  making,  and  I  never  questioned  his  right  to  dispose  of 
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it.  Lizzy  is  his  natural  heir,  as  we  never  liad  any  children  of  our 
own — his  natural-born  heir,  being  his  brother's  daughter ;  while 
I,'  she  continued,  with  an  irony  which  gave  her  a  certain  enjoy- 
ment, 'was  only  his  wife.' 

Mr.  Mitford  was  completely  puzzled.  He  could  not  but  ask 
himself  whether  there  was  not  some  codicil,  some  rider  to  the  will 
which  he  had  seen,  which  made  her  a  more  important  person  than 
he  had  thought.  If  it  were  only  after  her  death  that  Elizabeth 
inherited  ! — and  she  M^as  not  an  old  woman  from  his  point  of  view. 
He  continued  the  conversation  with  unabated  cordiality,  and  took 
his  leave  with  many  pretty  speeches,  but  he  carried  with  him  sub- 
ject for  thought.  If,  after  all,  there  should  be  nothing  to  be  got 
by  it  till  after  her  death  ! 

'  Dear  aunt,'  Elizabeth  said,  when  he  was  gone,  '  since  you  care 
so  much  for  it,  I  wish  the  money  had  been  yours,  and  yours  only ; 
but  may  we  not  keep  that  grievance  to  ourselves  1 ' 

'I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't  speak  of  it,  Lizzy.  It  is  no 
grievance.  I  should  have  done  the  same  whatever  had  happened  ; 
but  there  are  circumstances  in  which  everybody,  and  a  gentleman, 
particularly,  ought  to  know  the  exact  truth ' 

'  A  gentleman  particularly ! '  Elizabeth  repeated  in  consterna- 
tion ;  but  the  meaning  of  the  phrase  entirely  escaped  her,  though 
it  seemed  to  mean  more  than  reached  the  ear. 
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ME.  mitford's  investigations 

Mr.  Mitford,  it  is  needless  to  say,  had  no  such  ideas  iu  his  mind 
as  those  which  had  been  suggested  by  his  remarks  to  his  widowed 
neighbour.  As  a  general  rule  he  disliked  women,  having  found 
them  in  his  way  all  his  life.  His  daughters  had  happily  gone  off, 
and  had  not  troubled  him, — all  but  Nina,  who  was  not  a  disagree- 
able plaything  in  her  way,  and  for  whom  one  of  her  married  sisters 
would  probably  provide  before  long.  He  did  not  contemplate  with 
any  pleasure  the  introduction  into  his  house  of  even  a  Mrs.  Roger, 
though  he  was  aware  that  a  certain  additional  respectability,  a 
greater  claim  upon  the  regard  of  your  neighbours,  follows  the  pre- 
sence of  a  mistress  in  the  house.  He  scorned,  indeed,  the  notion 
that  a  house  could  be  better  ordered,  or  its  expenses  regulated 
better,  imder  feminine  supervision  than  under  his  own.  Nay,  he 
knew  that  he  was  a  better  housekeeper  than  any  woman,  as  a  man 
when  he  gives  his  mind  to  it  is  sure  to  be,  the  Squire  believed. 
But  he  was  a  little  disturbed  in  his  mind  by  ]\Irs.  Travers's  state- 
ments. He  had  looked  up  the  will  in  Doctors'  Commons  without 
making  any  fuss  about  it,  and  he  was  aware  exactly  how  things 
stood.  The  idea  of  a  codicil  was  impossible,  since  that  must  have 
been  registered  and  in  evidence  also.  But  nobody  oould  say  Avhat 
a  romantic  young  woman  might  do.  Elizabeth  might  personally 
have  executed  some  deed  to  put  herself  iu  subjection.  She  might 
have  signed  some  instrument  which  she  could  not  annul,  to  please 
her  aunt,  or  in  accordance  with  some  whim  of  her  own.  "Women 
are  full  of  whims.  There  is  nothing  they  are  so  fond  of  doing  as 
rushing  into  all  sorts  of  muddles  with  lawyers ;  it  gives  them  im- 
portance, it  gives  them  occupation,  and  an  adroit  nuui,  probably 
an  old  ally  of  Mrs.  Travers,  could  persuade  the  girl  into  anything. 
These  were  the  troublesome  thoughts  with  which  Mr.  Mitford 
went  down  the  hill,  not  any  idea  of  proposing  himself  to  the  widow 
to  iill  the  old  stockbroker's  place. 
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He  had  a  great  many  things  to  disturb  hirn,  it  must  be  allowed. 
Roger  had  gone  away,  refusing  or  postponing  the  execution  of  his 
father's  wishes,  and  Mr.  Mitford,  who  w^as  not  without  sense, 
began  to  see  that  it  was  a  mistaken  policy  to  lu'ge  upon  a  young 
man  a  marriage  which  there  was  any  hope  of  bringing  about  in  a 
more  natural  way.  He  felt  that  he  had  taken  a  wrong  step,  and 
that  the  jirobable  effect  would  be  to  drive  his  son  farther  off  from 
Elizabeth,  not  to  make  her  seem  more  desirable.  This  conscious- 
ness of  wrong  on  his  own  side  neither  made  his  reflections  more 
pleasant,  nor  softened  his  anger.  When,  indeed,  should  a  man  be 
angry,  if  it  is  not  when  he  has  made  a  mistake  1  Eoger's  abrupt 
departure,  though  he  was  aware  that  in  itself  it  was  no  bad  thing, 
had  Iftft  him  in  that  impotence  of  displeasure  which  is  one  of  the 
greatest  burdens  of  the  choleric  man.  For  there  was  nobody  to 
find  fault  with,  nobody  to  express  his  wrath  to  or  pour  out  its 
vials  upon.  The  servants  had  all  felt  it, — but  there  is  compara- 
tively little  satisfaction  in  wasting  your  rage  upon  servants, — and 
Nina  had  fled  in  tears  from  the  breakfast-table,  which,  instead  of 
affording  relief,  had  only  made  the  Squire  ashamed  of  himsel* 
The  two  fellows  had  gone  away  together,  mutually  siding  wit4i 
and  abetting  each  other,  forming  a  sort  of  conspiracy  against  their 
father's  lawful  power.  Words  could  not  express  the  indignation 
of  the  father  thus  driven  to  silence.  He  had  taken  a  walk  to 
Mount  Travers,  partly  to  get  the  better  of  his  wrath,  partly  to 
make  up  for  the  shortcomings  of  those  '  cubs,'  as  he  called  them  to 
himself,  and  keep  the  way  open  in  case  of  after-ameliorations  of  * 
the  situation.  But  he  came  aw^ay  much  sobered,  wondering  if, 
after  all,  it  was  so  much  worth  the  while.  Perhaps  he  had  been 
a  little  hasty ;  perhaps  it  might  be  just  as  Avell  to  wait  and  see 
how  things  would  turn  out.  After  slowly  revolving  this  in  his 
mind,  Mr.  Mitford  returned  to  his  original  way  of  thinking.  If 
any  silly  thing  had  been  done  by  Elizabeth,  she  must  be  made  to 
alter  it ;  or  if  she  had  been  so  much  more  silly  as  to  commit  her- 
self by  a  deed-poll,  or  any  of  those  confounded  legal  instruments 
which  are  popularly  considered  irrevocable,  why  then— at  the  worst 
the  old  woman  could  not  live  for  ever.  Mr.  Mitford  thought  re- 
marks upon  his  own  age  were  in  the  very  worst  taste,  and  IMrs. 
Travers  w^as  not  by  several  years  so  old  as  he  was ;  but  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  characterise  her  as  the  '  old  woman,'  and  to  conclude 
that  she  could  not  live  very  long,  even  had  her  niece  been  silly 
enough  to  make  any  effort  to  put  back  the  '  life  interest,'  as  she 
called  it,  into  her  hands.  No,  there  could  not  surelj^  be  any  great 
harm  done  there ;  if  that  confounded  boy  had  not  run  away  just 
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at  the  least  desirable  moment.  Mr.  Mitford  had  a  consciousness 
that  it  was  he  who  had  driven  Roger  away,  which  made  him  more 
angry  still  at  the  '  confounded  boy.' 

The  nearest  way  from  Mount  Travers  was  by  the  West  Lodge, 
which,  as  it  was  out  of  the  way  for  most  ordinary  purposes,  seldom 
attracted  the  Squire's  attention.  When  he  perceived  it  in  the 
distance,  however,  there  came  back  to  his  mind  something  that  lie 
had  heard  of  Roger's  visits  there.  Mr.  Mitford  was  not  strait- 
laced  ;  he  thought  the  presence  of  a  pretty  daughter  in  the  keeper's 
lodge  was  a  likely  enough  explanation  of  a  young  man's  visits  ; 
and  though  he  considered  it  right  to  put  a  stop  to  such  things, 
which  always  eventually  do  a  man  harm,  yet  he  was  at  the  same 
time  of  the  opinion  that  among  sucli  people,  as  in  other  classes, 
it  was  their  own  business  to  take  care  of  their  gh-ls.  He  might 
have  launched  a  thunderbolt  at  his  son  for  mixing  himself  up  in 
any  discreditable  story,  but  at  the  same  time  he  would  have  felt 
that  if  Blowsabella  thrust  lierself  into  tlie  way  she  must  take  the 
consequences.  It  occmTcd  to  him  at  the  moment  that  he  would 
^ok  in,  as  he  passed,  and  see  what  Blowsabella  was  like,  and 
perhaps  give  her  mother  a  word ;  for  the  last  thing  that  was  to 
"be  desired  was  any  scandal,  so  long  as  there  was  even  a  chance  of 
Elizabeth  Travers  and  her  wealth. 

He  marched  into  the  little  house  with  the  ease  of  a  man  to 
whom  it  belonged,  and  took  Mrs.  Ford's  frightened  welcome  with- 
out paying  luuch  attention  to  it.  '  Ford  out  1 '  he  inquired.  '  I 
daresay  you'll  do  as  well.  All  right  about  the  house,  eh  1  No 
leakages  1  drains  in  order  1  I  like  these  things  to  be  seen  to  in 
the  spring,  if  anything's  wrong.  It  used  to  be  thought  rather 
marshy  about  here.' 

'  oil  no,  sir,'  replied  LIrs.  Ford,  with  another  curtsy,  '  it's  as 
dry  as  a  bone,  sir.     We've  never  had  no  floods  here.' 

'Well,  that's  a  good  thing,'  said  tlie  Squire,  glancing  round. 
He  was  looking  for  the  girl,  but  he  could  not  say  so.  '  You  have 
made  the  little  place  look  very  comfortable,'  he  added  approvingly, 
'  and  I  hear  you've  got  a  nice  little  garden.  What,  another  sitting- 
room,  too  !     I  never  knew  tliese  lodges  were  so  large.' 

Mrs.  Ford's  mind  was  sadly  divided  between  pride  and  alarm. 
When  a  poor  woman  has  a  daughter  like  Lily,  it  is  hard  not  to 
want  to  show  her,  especially  when  there  is  a  parlour  like  Lily's 
parlour  in  addition  to  be  shown  off.  But  she  had  an  instinctive 
feeling  that  the  Squire  meant  no  good  by  his  visit,  and  tliat  it 
might  be  wise  to  keep  these  glories  of  her  life  to  herself.  She 
had  no  time,  however,  to  think;  fur  while  Mr.  Mitford  directed 
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his  keen  eyes  to  the  little  dark  passage  evidently  leading  to  that 
best  room  which  is  the  ideal  of  such  homely  housekeepers,  there 
suddenly  appeared  in  the  doorway  before  him,  floating  in  with  all 
the  ease  of  one  at  home,  such  a  radiant  apparition  as  took  away 
the  Squire's  breath.  Her  mother  said  afterward,  in  awe-stricken 
tones,  that  never  before  had  Lily  looked  so  beautiful.  The  western 
sun  came  in  at  the  cottage  window,  and  just  reached  her,  touching 
her  hair  till  it  glittered  as  if  it  were  all  mixed  with  threads  of  gold. 
In  colour,  in  bloom,  in  everything  that  goes  toward  that  first  dazzle 
of  physical  perfection  which  the  French  call  the  heaute  du  diahle, 
Lily  was  at  her  best.  She  did  not  know  there  was  any  one  there, 
therefore  she  was  free  of  any  of  the  little  affectations  of  self-con- 
sciousness ;  and  when  she  did  perceive  that  there  was  some  one, 
and  who  it  was,  Lily's  first  thoughts  were  not  of  her  own  appear- 
ance, nor  of  the  impression  she  would  like  to  make.  She  had  a 
sense  of  fright,  a  sort  of  suspended  animation  till  she  should  know 
what  the  object  of  this  visit  was.  The  Squire  stood  befoi-e  her, 
astounded,  not  knowing  what  to  think.  He  plucked  ofi"  his  hat, 
which  he  had  (naturally,  according  to  his  ideas)  kept  on  his  head 
when  he  went  into  the  keeper's  cottage,  a  remarkable  evidence 
not  only  of  the  effect  produced  upon  him,  but  of  the  bewilder- 
ment of  his  mind  under  this  sudden  impression.  He  thought 
for  the  first  moment  that  it  was  some  young  lady  of  the  dis- 
trict, who  had  come  to  give  Mrs.  Ford  orders  about  needlework, 
or  to  visit  her  in  a  benign  and  angelic  way,  as  ladies  are 
in  the  habit  of  visiting  poor  women ;  but  when  he  had  taken 
a  rapid  note  of  the  circumstances,  of  the  young  lady's  uncovered 
head  and  indoor  dress,  and  her  evident  air  of  being  at  home, 
Mr.  Mitford  could  not  but  gasp  with  astonishment  and  con- 
sternation. '  I — don't  think  I  have  met  this — young  lady  before,' 
he  said. 

'Oh,  sir,  it's  no  young  lady,'  cried  Mrs.  Ford,  tremulously 
enveloping  her  arms  in  her  apron,  and  making  an  unnecessary 
curtsy,  which  brought  shame  to  Lily's  face ;  '  it's  my  little  girl,  as 
madam  was  so  kind  to.  You've  not  seen  her,  sir,  for  years  and 
years,  and  she's  grown  up,  and  had  a  fine  eddication ;  but  bless 
you,  sir,  it's  only  Lily,  it's  my  little  gii'l.' 

'  Lily  ! '  exclaimed  the  Squire,  with  a  sort  of  roar.  He  did  not 
put  his  hat  on  again,  as  might  have  been  expected,  but  held 
it  behind  him,  ashamed  of  the  politeness  to  which  he  had  been 
driven. 

'  Make  your  curtsy  to  the  Squire,  child,'  said  her  mother,  in  a 
loud  whisper;  and  then  she  added,   once  more  trembling,  and 
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smiliug  with  deiDrecating  civility,  '  Will  you  step  into  the  parlour, 
sir  1     This  ain't  a  place  for  the  likes  of  you.' 

'  Oh,  there's  a  parlour  too  ! '  muttered  the  Squire,  stupefied. 
He  felt  that  he  must  at  least  follow  the  adventure  to  the  end, 
though  some  confused  association  with  the  words  '  walk  into  my 
parlour '  came  across  him,  bewildering  and  confusing  his  mind  still 
more.  The  bright  vision  melted  away,  leaving  the  entrance  free, 
and  the  Squire  stamped  through  it,  making  a  great  noise  with  his 
heavy  boots  and  blundering  tread  ;  for  the  little  angle  of  a  passage 
was  dark,  and  he  not  adroit  enough  to  find  his  way,  as  young  eyes 
can  do.  Mrs.  Ford  followed  humbly,  scarcely  knowing,  between 
fright  and  pride,  what  she  was  doing.  She  felt  that  the  sight  of 
Lily's  bower  would  comjilete  the  evident  effect  made  upon  the 
master  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  that  unexpected  figure ;  but 
whether  he  might  look  with  favour  upon  these  strange  adjuncts  to 
a  keeper's  cottage,  or  whether  he  might  roar  out  an  order  to  some- 
body to  cast  all  such  unsuitable  accessories  away,  she  could  not 
tell.  He  might  condemn  the  furniture,  but  he  could  not  pronounce 
any  decree  of  separation  from  Lily,  the  mother  in  her  panic  thought. 

'  Hallo  ! '  Mr.  Mitford  cried.  He  was  not  much  impressed  by 
the  room.  He  considered  it  rather  a  poor  thing  in  the  way  of  a 
flytrap.  '  Will  you  walk  into  my  parlour  1 '  By  the  time  he  got 
there  the  Squire  had  recovered  himself,  and  felt  like  pulling  all  the 
delicate  cobwebs  to  pieces,  and  tearing  to  the  groujid  the  machinery 
of  conquest.  Lily  had  gone  before  him  ;  she  had  made  no  curtsy. 
She  turned  round  with  a  little  gesture  of  welcome,  putting  a  chair 
for  the  visitor  as  a  young  lady  might  have  done,  not  like  the  keeper's 
little  girl.  Mr.  Mitford  drew  the  offered  chair  out  into  the  middle 
of  the  room  and  sat  down  upon  it  facing  the  two  women,  without 
the  least  suggestion  that  they  also  should  seat  themselves.  Had 
Mrs.  Ford  the  keejicr's  wife  sat  down  in  his  presence  without  a 
special  invitation,  he  would  have  thought  the  world  was  coming  to 
an  end, 

'So  this  is  your  little  girl,'  he  said.  He  cast  a  careless  glance 
at  Lily,  scanning  her  over  from  her  beautiful  head  to  the  neat 
little  shoes  which  she  was  so  careful  about,  noting  all  her  little 
ladylike  pretensions,  and  the  faint  astonishment  at  himself  wliich 
began  to  show  in  her  eyes.  '  She  is  a  well-grown  girl,'  he  said 
calmly,  'and  I  see  you  keeiT  her  very  nicely.  What  do  you  mean 
to  do  with  her,  Mrs.  Ford  •? ' 

'To  do  with  her,  s,\rV  Tlie  keeper's  wife  was  choking  with 
mortification  and  humbled  pride.  A  well-grown  girl  ! — was  that 
all  the  praise  that  was  to  be  awarded  to  her  Lily  1     In  her  outraged 
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devotion  she  could  have  struck  the  man  before  wlioin  slic  trembled, 
the  master  upou  whom  evcrytliing  depended,  whom  she  dared  not 
offend.     Her  voice  died  away  in  her  throat. 

'  What  kind  of  a  place  do  you  want  for  her, — a  lady's  maid,  or 
in  the  nursery  1  I  suppose,  of  course,  at  that  age  she's  been  out. 
You  can't  afford  to  keep  great  girls  like  that  idle  at  home,  Mrs. 
Ford.' 

'  Oh,  sir  !'  the  mother  began.  It  was  difficult  to  form  any  words. 
And  Lily,  who  had  stood  there  first  in  consternation,  then  in  wrath, 
hearing  herself  so  discussed,  here  felt  that  she  could  bear  no  more. 

'  Mother,'  said  the  girl,  '  if  you  want  me,  you  will  find  me  in 
my  room.     I  am  going  upstairs.' 

'  Oh,  Lily  ! '  exclaimed  Mrs.  Ford.  It  was  a  double  trouble. 
She  did  not  know  which  was  the  more  diSicult  to  deal  with,  the 
terrible  master  sitting  there  in  the  middle  of  her  beautiful  room 
discussing  her  beautiful  daughter  as  if  she  had  been  a  mere  village 
girl,  or  Lily,  who  could  not  bear  to  be  so  looked  at,  who  dared  the 
Squire  and  all  that  he  could  do.  The  mother's  heart  was  torn  in 
two ;  she  did  not  know  to  which  she  should  make  her  appeal. 

'  Doesn't  like  to  be  interfered  with,  I  sujopose ;  prefers  to  set 
up  for  a  lady  at  home.  Mrs.  Ford,  I  fear  that  you  are  preparing 
trouble  for  yourself,  and  that  you  have  given  her  a  great  deal  too 
much  of  her  own  way.' 

'  Oh  no,  sir,'  protested  the  keeper's  wife,  almost  sobbing.  '  You 
are  in  a  mistake,  sir, — indeed,  you  are  in  a  mistake.' 

'  Ah,  that's  possible  enough,'  said  the  merciless  Squire.  '  I  am 
sure  I  hope  it  is  a  mistake.  I  have  been  taking  some  dressed-up 
milliner's  girl  for  your  daughter  1  I  am  quite  glad  to  hear  it.  I 
could  not  think  how  anything  like  that  should  belong  to  my  honest 
Ford  and  you.' 

'  Sir,'  cried  Mrs.  Ford,  in  a  tone  which  indignation  and  horror 
made  steady,  but  which  came  out  with  a  rush  like  the  sound  of  a 
trumpet,  '  Ford  and  me  we  have  served  you  honest  for  many  a 
year,  but  our  Lily,  sir,  as  madam  was  so  good  to,  she's  more  to  us 
nor  master  and  service  and  all.  It's  not  her  fault  if  she's  more 
like  the  quality  than  she  is  like  her  father  and  me.' 

'  Do  you  call  that  being  like  the  quality,  you  silly  woman  1 ' 
asked  the  Squire,  with  a  laugh.  'Take  my  advice,  Mrs.  Ford, 
send  her  to  service,  I  daresay  Mrs.  Simmons  will  help  you  to 
hear  of  something ;  but  don't  spoil  your  girl,  if  that  is  your  girl, 
by  keeping  her  at  home.  She  will  only  get  into  mischief.  There's 
a  number  of  young  fellows  about,  and  this  parlour  of  yours  is 
deucedly  like  the  sj^ider's  parlour  where  she  invited  the  fly,  don't 
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you  remember  ?  "  Will  j'ou  walk  into  my  parlour  1  said  the  spider 
to  the  fly."  By  Jove  !  I'd  send  her  off  before  the  week  was  out, 
if  I  were  you.' 

With  this  he  rose  abruptly,  shook  himself,  put  on  his  hat,  and 
with  a  slight  wave  of  his  hand  by  way  of  good-bye,  strode  again 
through  the  narrow  passage  and  emerged  into  the  open  air  with  a 
'  Pouff ! '  of  restrained  breath.  He  had  made  himself  as  disagree- 
able and  offensive  as  it  was  in  his  power  to  be,  and  he  had  a  certain 
satisfaction  in  the  certainty  of  having  done  so.  But  even  this  did 
not  neutralise  the  shock  which  he  had  himself  received.  This  was 
the  house  which  Roger  had  been  in  the  habit  of  visiting,  and  this 
the  keeper's  daughter  who  was  said  to  be  the  attraction.  Mr. 
Mitford  was  not  brutal  by  nature,  though  he  had  done  his  best  to 
appear  so.  He  knew  his  son  well  enough  to  know  that  Roger  was 
no  libertine,  but  yet  he  had  felt  that  if  Blowsabella  put  herself  in 
the  young  man's  way  the  consequences  must  be  on  her  own  silly 
head.  He  had  no  exaggerated  sympathy  for  the  rustic  flirt,  how- 
ever tragical  might  be  the  circumstances  into  which  her  folly  might 
betray  her.  But  all  his  ideas  about  Blowsabella  had  died  out  when 
that  radiant  young  figure  suddenly  walked  into  the  doorway  of  Mrs. 
Ford's  kitchen.  He  had  plucked  off  his  hat  in  his  surprise,  and 
all  the  courage  had  gone  out  of  him.  This  was  no  Blowsabella, 
this  was  no  buxom,  forward,  romping  girl  to  meet  with  a  reward 
for  her  folly.  The  consequences,  if  any  followed,  so  far  as  Roger 
was  concerned,  would  be  disastrous  for  the  young  man  and  the 
family,  not  for  the  young  woman.  This  was  what  had  given  a 
sting  to  his  tongue  and  brutality  to  his  look.  If  it  had  only  been 
Blowsabella,  he  would  have  been  kind  and  sorry  for  her.  But  this 
affair  was  something  that  must  be  crushed  in  the  bud. 

Curious  to  think  that  from  Elizabeth  he  should  have  walked 
direct  into  this  adverse  camp,  into  the  heart  of  the  other  influence 
which  made  Roger  insensible  to  Elizabeth  !  These  two  images 
withdrew  themselves  from  the  rest  and  came  and  walked  with  him 
as  he  hurried  across  his  own  park,  striking  with  his  cane  at  any 
taller  growth,  angry  and  anxious,  turning  over  in  his  mind  the 
strange  combinations  of  which  he  had  been  unconscious  before. 
The  Squire  knew,  the  conviction  flashing  across  his  mind  like  an 
arrow,  that  in  Roger's  place  it  would  not  have  been  the  high-toned 
and  serious  Elizabeth,  in  the  maturity  of  twenty -five,  that  he  would 
have  cliosen,  but  the  other,  in  that  dazzling  early  bloom  of  hers, 
that  apparition  of  light  in  the  dimness  of  the  cottage.  Good 
heavens  !  Ford  the  keeper's  daughter  !  To  see  her  seated  at  tlie 
head  of  the  table  at  Melcombe  would  be  a  revolution  indeed. 
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Nina's  views 

It  was  very  surprising  to  the  Squire  to  find  himself  at  ■  table  with 
no  other  companion  save  Nina,  the  only  member  of  the  family  left 
at  home.  When  he  had  been  alone  in  the  house  before,  this  little 
person  had  been  still  in  the  schoolroom,  and  her  father  had  not 
been  incommoded  by  her  company ;  and  to  see  her  rise  from  her 
seat,  as  he  passed  through,  forgetting  all  about  her,  and  timidly 
precede  him  to  the  dining-room,  took  him  entirely  aback.  He 
felt,  somehow,  that  she  must  disappear  with  her  brothers,  and 
that  his  dinner  would  be  the  easy  and  solitary  '  square  meal ' 
which  it  had  been  many  times  before,  without  the  least  idea  on  his 
part  that  it  was  dreary  to  be  alone.  She  was  not  even  at  the 
other  end  of  the  table,  where  he  could  have  ignored  her,  but,  by 
the  considcrateness  of  the  butler,  who  thought  Miss  Nina  would 
feel  lonely,  her  place  had  been  laid  quite  near  her  father's,  so  that 
they  might  entertain  each  other  mutually.  The  situation  was  one 
for  which  Mr.  Mitford  was  not  prepared.  He  had  nothing  to  say 
to  his  own  little  girl.  Politeness  might  have  suggested  a  few 
nothings  to  answer  the  uses  of  conversation  with  other  juvenile 
members  of  Nina's  class,  but  a  man  has  no  need  to  be  polite  to 
his  own  child,  and  he  had  not  a  notion  what  Nina  was  capable  of 
talking  about,  or  if  there  was  anything,  indeed,  that  was  likely  to 
interest  her  among  the  subjects  with  which  he  was  acquainted. 
Asking  her  rather  gruffly  if  she  woiild  take  soup,  if  she  would  like 
some  fish,  served  the  pm-pose  for  a  little ;  but  when  it  came  to  the 
beef  and  mutton  stage,  which  was  with  the  Squire,  an  old-fashioned 
Englisliman,  priding  himself  on  an  excellent  appetite,  a  prolonged 
period,  the  sight  of  her,  saying  nothing,  eating  nothing,  sitting 
with  little  hands  clasped  before  her,  ready  with  a  timid  smile 
whenever  he  looked  at  her,  became  more  and  more  an  embarrass- 
ment to  him.  He  broke  forth  at  last  with  a  question  in  which 
his  own  ennui  found  vent,  though  it  appeared  to  be  intended  to 
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gauge  hers  :   '  Isn't  it  a  great  bore  to  you,  Nina,  to  sit  at  table 
with  me.  alone  1 ' 

'  Oh  no,  papa,'  cried  Nina,  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 

'  Not  a  bore  ?  Well,  you  are  a  better  creature  than  I  am,  which 
is  very  likely  at  your  age.  Aren't  you  sorry,  then,  that  your 
brothers  are  away  ? ' 

'  Very  sorry,  papa,'  Nina  answered  ;  and  then  there  was  a  pause 
again. 

'  It's  your  tm'n  now  to  fire  away,'  he  said,  after  a  moment. 
'  I've  asked  you  two  questions,  now  you  can  ask  me  two.' 

'  Oh,  may  I  ? '  said  Nina,  faster  than  seemed  possible,  clapping 
her  hands  softly  with  aj^pareut  pleasure.  '  That  is  exactly  what  I 
should  like :  for  I  want  above  all  things  to  ask  you  why  it  was 
that  Roger  and  Edmund  went  away  so  very  suddenly.  They  said 
nothing  of  it  at  dinner,  and  next  day  they  were  off  by  the  early 
train.' 

'I  suppose,'  said  the  Squire,  with  his  mouth  full,  'they  had 
got  tired  of  the  country.' 

'  No,  I'm  sure  it  wasn't  that ;  they  are  both  fond  of  the 
country.  Either  they  heard  some  news,  or  something  happened, 
or  perhaps  you  scolded  them.  You  talked  very  loud  after  dinner, 
and  you  were  angry  with  me  when  you  dashed  in  and  found  me 
sitting  near  the  door.' 

'  That  was  because  I  don't  want  you  to  get  into  that  mean  sort 
of  womanish  way.  You  looked  as  if  you  had  been  listening  at  the 
door.' 

'  Oh  no,  papa,  never ;  but  I  always  sit  at  that  end  of  the  room 
for  company.  To  hear  voices  is  something  3  it  makes  you  feel  as 
if  you  were  not  quite  alone,  though  you  may  not  hear  a  word  they 
say.' 

'  Oh  ! '  said  Mr.  Mitford.  He  resolved  from  that  moment  to 
put  a  guard  upon  his  tongue ;  for  if  it  is  only  saying  '  deuce,'  and 
other  words  that  begin  with  a  d,  a  man  would  rather  not  say  these 
things  in  a  girl's  ear. 

'  And  when  I  heard  this  morning  that  they  had  gone  away,  I 
thought  that  perhaps  you  had  been  scolding  them,  papa.' 

'  Scolding  does  not  make  so  much  difference  at  your  brothers' 
Bge  as  at  yours,'  he  said,  softening  in  spite  of  himself. 

'  Doesn't  it  ?  Roger  had  an  angry  look  last  night,  as  if  he  were 
going  against  his  will,  and  Edmund  was  anxious  to  get  him  to  go. 

The  servants  say '      But  here  Nina  pursed  up  her  mouth 

auddenly,  perceiving  Mr.  Larkins,  the  butler,  in  the  background. 
It  was  difficult  to  sec  the  attendants,  except  the  footman  in  his 
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white  stockings,  which  were  visible  low  down,  going  round  the 
table ;  for  the  lamp  which  hung  over  it  was  shaded,  and  left 
everything  beyond  in  an  uncertain  aspect.  But  she  saw  Larkins 
like  a  shadow  standing  by  the  great  sideboard,  and  her  mouth  was 
closed. 

'  What  do  the  servants  say  1 ' 

'  I  will  tell  you  afterwards,  papa,'  the  little  girl  said. 

'  Prudent,  by  Jove,  that  little  thing,'  the  Squire  said  to  himself, 
as  if  this  had  been  a  crowning  wonder.  He  did  not  speak  again 
till  the  beef  had  gone,  and  something  of  a  savoury  character,  re- 
placing the  exhausted  game,  smoked  upon  his  plate,  while  Nina 
ate  her  rice  pudding.  Then  he  resumed,  quite  unconscious  that 
such  keen  observers  as  his  child  and  his  servant  could  easily  trace 
the  line  of  connection  between  his  present  utterance  and  what  had 
been  last  said. 

'  Do  you  ever  pass  by  the  West  Lodge  in  your  little  walks  1 ' 

'  Oh,  the  Fords,  papa  1  Yes,  to  be  sure,'  cried  Nina.  '  Lily 
is  just  a  little  older  than  I  am.  I  have  always  known  her.  Oh, 
isn't  she  pretty?     We  all  think  so  in  this  house.' 

'  Who  thinks  so  1  I  don't  understand  what  you  mean  by  "  all," ' 
exclaimed  the  Squire,  with  lowering  looks. 

'They  are  a  little  jealous  of  her,'  said  Nina,  'which  is  not 
wonderfid,  for  she  does  not  look  like  them  at  all.  She  is  quite  a 
lady,  Mrs.  Simmons  says.  You  may  think  how  lovely  she  must 
be  when  Simmons  allows  it.  They  say  she  has  a  great  many 
admirers,  and  that '  Here  Nina  gave  a  little  cough  of  in- 
telligence, and  made  a  slight  gesture  with  her  hand  towards  the 
flowers  on  the  table.  '  Ilim,  you  know,'  she  said,  nodding  her 
head, 

'What  do  you  mean?'  cried  the  Squire,  confounded — Nina's 
confidential  communication  being  more  than  any  man's  patience 
could  bear. 

Nina  drew  closer,  and  put  her  hand  to  her  mouth.  'The 
gardener,  you  know,'  she  said,  '  but  I  don't  like  to  mention  his 
name  aloud,  because  of  the  men.' 

'  Oh  ! '  murmured  Mr.  Mitford,  He  had  been  very  careless  of 
his  little  girl,  he  had  paid  no  more  attention  to  her,  as  she  grew 
up,  than  if  she  had  been  one  of  the  hounds,  but  in  that  moment 
he  got  his  reward.  '  Do  you  know,'  he  said  angrily,  '  that  you 
talk  like  a  little  village  gossip,  Nina  ?  What  have  you  to  do  with 
such  stories  ]  If  I  hear  you  discoursing  again  upon  the  servants 
and  their  love  aff"airs,  or  any  other  aftairs,  I  shall  send  you  back 
to  the  schooh'oom,  and  you  shall  not  appear  here  again,' 
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Poor  Nina  gave  a  little  friglitened  cry.  She  did  not  know 
what  she  had  done.  The  colour  went  out  of  lier  cheeks.  She  sat 
quaking,  thrown  back  upon  herself,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears  that 
she  dared  not  let  fall.  '  Oh,  papa  ! '  she  said  faintly.  This  threat 
penetrated  to  her  very  heart,  for  no  one  could  know  so  well  what 
the  schoolroom  was  as  the  last  of  the  little  victims  who  had 
languished  there,  to  be  delivered  only  by  marriage.  Nina  saw 
with  very  clear  prevision  that  it  was  very  unlikely  she  ever  should 
be  emancipated  by  marriage,  seeing  that  she  never  met  any  one, 
and  that  nobody  ever  came  to  Melcombe  who  was  not,  she  said 
to  herself,  half  a  hundred.  The  poor  child's  heart  sank  within 
her.  She  had  been  bolder  than  usual,  encouraged  by  her  father's 
attention  to  her  little  chatter,  and  she  did  not  know  into  what 
pitfall  it  was  that  she  had  dropped.  She  sat  quite  still,  sometimes 
lifting  a  pair  of  wistful  eyes  towards  him,  while  the  wearisome 
dinner  concluded.  The  servants,  stealing  about  in  the  shade,  with 
their  subdued  steps  silently  offering  all  the  fruits  of  the  dessert, 
which  she  would  have  liked  very  much,  but  had  not  the  courage 
to  touch,  were  like  ghosts  to  Nina ;  and  her  ftither's  severe  face, 
in  the  light  of  the  lamp,  shone  upon  her  like  that  of  an  awful 
judge  who  should  presently  pronounce  sentence  upon  her.  Larkins 
and  his  satellites  were  a  kind  of  protection ;  they  saved  her 
temporarily,  at  least,  from  receiving  her  sentence,  and  when  she 
saw  them  preparing  to  go  away,  her  heart  sank.  The  Squire  did 
not  say  a  word  during  the  conclusion  of  the  dinner.  He  did  not 
hurry  over  it ;  he  took  everything  as  leisurely  as  usual,  showing 
no  burning  desire  to  proceed  to  the  execution  of  Nina.  But  in 
this  she  could  not  take  any  comfort,  not  seeing  in  reality  how 
it  was. 

When  the  servants  had  left  the  room,  Mr.  Mitford,  after  a  brief 
interval,  sj)oke,  and  his  voice  seemed  to  fill  all  the  room  with 
echoes.  Nina  was  so  paralysed  with  fear  that  she  did  not  perceive 
its  softened  tone. 

'  You  have  no  business  with  the  iiftairs  of  the  servants.  Keeper 
and  gardener,  or  whatever  they  are,  you  have  nothing  to  do  with 
them.  It  is  not  becoming  in  the  young  lady  of 'the  house  to 
discuss  their  concerns  or  intentions ;  remember  that,  Nina.' 

'  Yes,  papa,'  assented  the  girl,  scarcely  venturing  to  breathe. 

'  However,'  said  the  Squire,  '  now  those  fellows  are  gone  who 
have  ears  for  everything,  you  may  tell  me  what  you  know  about 
this  biisiuess.  That  daughter  of  Ford's  ■  is  going  to  marry  the 
gardener,  is  she  1  And  a  very  good  thing  too ;  it  will  keep  her 
out  of  the  way  of  mischief ;  and  when  is  that  to  be  "2 ' 

H 


98  THE  SECOND  SON  xiii 

'  I  dou't  know,  papa,'  said  Nina,  without  raising  her  eyes. 

'  You  seemed  to  know  all  about  it  a  few  minutes  ago.  I  didn't 
mean  to  frighten  you,  child.  Speak  up,  and  tell  me  what  you 
do  know.' 

Nina  began  to  pluck  up  a  little  courage.  *  It  is  only  what  they 
say.  They  all  think  a  great  deal  of  Mr.  Witherspoon,  the  gardener. 
They  say  he  is  quite  the  gentleman,  and  so  clever.  They  think 
he  is  too  good  for  Lily.  Mr.  Witherspoon  was  once  after  Miss 
Brown,  the  steward's  sister.     You  know,  papa,  she  is  Scotch  too.' 

'  I  know,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  with  a  nod  of  his  head ;  '  go  on. 
So  little  Ford  has  cut  out  the  red-haired  one  1  I  shouldn't  have 
thought  by  Miss  Lily's  looks  she  would  be  content  with  such 
small  game.' 

'  Oh,  she  is  not  in  love  with  him  at  all,'  cried  Nina,  forgetting 
her  caution.  '  It  is  all  her  father  and  mother,  just  like  a  story- 
book. But  some  take  Miss  Brown's  side.  Old  Simmons  is  all 
for  Lily ;  she  is  always  having  private  talks  with  Mr.  Witherspoon. 
They  say  she  wants  to  get  her  married  and  out  of  the  way ;  for, 
papa,'  said  the  girl,  dropping  her  voice,  and  putting  out  her  hand 
with  the  instinct  of  a  true  gossip  for  the  dramatic  climax,  '  papa, 
they  say  that  all  the  gentlemen  are  always  going  to  the  West 
Lodge.  They  all  think  so  much  of  her — for  to  be  pretty  is  all 
the  gentlemen  think  of;  and  they  say  that  Roger ' 

'  All  the  gentlemen  ! '  cried  the  Squire,  with  a  sudden  quiver 
of  rage  which  appalled  Nina.     '  What  do  you  mean  by  all  the 

gentlemen,  you  little  gossip,  you  confounded  little How 

dare  you  say  anything  about  Roger  !  How  dare  you  discuss  your 
brother  with  the  servants  !  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  Roger — 
that  Roger ' 

'  Oh  papa,'  cried  Nina,  beginning  to  weep,  '  I  don't  talk  about 
Roger.     I  only  hear  what  they  say.'    . 

'  What  thei/  say  !  The  people  in  the  servants'  hall  1  By  Jove,' 
said  the  Squire,  'you  ought  to  go  out  to  service  yourself;  you 
seem  just  of  their  kind.'  He  got  up  in  his  impatience,  and  began 
to  pace  about  the  room,  as  he  had  done  on  the  previous  night. 
'  I  have  a  nice  family,'  he  went  on.  '  A  son  who  is  after  Lily 
Ford,  the  keeper's  daughter;  and  you,  you  little  soubrette,  you 
waiting-maid,  you  Cinderella !  I  believe,  by  Jove,  you  have  been 
changed  at  nurse,  and  it  is  Lily  Ford  who  is  the  lady,  and  you 
that  should  be  sent  to  the  servants'  hall.' 

Nina  sank  altogether  under  this  storm.  She  began  to  cry  and 
sob.  Instead  of  getting  better,  as  things  had  promised  to  do,  here 
was  everything  worse  and  worse !     The  schooh'oom,  with  which 
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she  had  been  threatened  first,  was  bad  enough ;  but  the  servants' 
hall !  As  the  Squire  went  on  enumerating  his  own  misfortunes, 
piling  darker  and  darker  shades  of  reprobation  upon  the  children 
who  were  bringing  him  to  shame,  fear  and  dismay  overwhelmed 
the  jwor  little  girL  She  was  at  last  unable  to  keep  down  her 
misery,  and  ran  and  iiung  herself,  half  on  the  ground  before  him, 
half  clinging  to  his  elbow.  *  Oh  jmpa  !  send  me  to  Geraldine  or 
Amy, — they  will  take  me  in  ;  send  me  to  Aunt  Dacres  ;  send  me 
to  school,  even,  if  you  are  so  very,  very  angry ;  but  don't  send  me 
to  service  ;  don't  put  me  in  a  place  like  one  of  the  maids.  Oh, 
papa,  papa !  I  am  your  own  daughter,  whatever  you  may  think. 
I  am  Nina, — indeed,  I  am,  I  am  ! '  cried  the  girl  in  a  paroxysm 
that  shook  her  little  frame,  and  even  shook  his  great  bulk,  as  she 
himg  upon  him.  He  was  moved  in  spite  of  himself  by  the  passion 
of  the  girl's  panic  and  the  matter-of-fact  accejitance  of  his 
unmeaning  threats,  which  to  Nina,  with  her  childlike  apprehension, 
seemed  so  horribly  real  and  imminent.  He  took  hold  of  her 
shoulder,  which  was  thrown  against  him,  the  slight,  round,  soft 
form,  in  its  white  muslin,  all  quivering  with  measureless  fear. 

'  Get  up,  child,'  he  said ;  '  sit  down,  dry  your  eyes,  don't  be  a 
little  fool.  Of  course  I  know  you  are  Nina.  Do  you  think  I  can 
stop  to  weigh  every  word,  when  you  drive  me  out  of  my  senses  ? 
Of  course  I  don't  mean  that.  But  you  oughtn't  to  listen  to  the 
servants  and  their  gossip,  or  put  yourself  on  a  level  with  the 
maids ;  you  ought  to  have  been  taught  better,  you  ought ' 

*0h  papa,  I  know  it's  wrong,'  cried  Nina,  nibbing  her  head 
against  his  arm  and  clasping  it  with  both  her  hands,  '  but  I  have 
never  had  any  one  to  care  for  me,  and  I  have  no  one  to  talk  to, 
and  it's  so  lonely.' 

He  took  a  little  trouble  to  soothe  her,  partly  moved  by  her 
words,  and  partly  by  the  childlike  clinging ;  and  presently  dis- 
missed her  upstairs,  bidding  her  go  to  bed  and  take  care  of  herself 
— an  injunction  which  Nina  obeyed  by  holding  a  long  chatter  with 
her  maid,  in  which  she  disclosed  the  fact  that  papa  had  given  her 
a  dreadful  scolding  for  something  she  had  said  about  Lily  Ford. 
Mr.  Mitford  retui-ned  to  his  wine  with  thoughts  that  were  not  at 
all  agreeable.  His  son  publicly  reported  to  be  '  after '  that  roadside 
beauty,  his  daughter  talking  like  a  little  waiting- woman,  full  of 
the  gossip  of  the  servants'  hall, — these  were  not  pleasant 
reflections.  He  had  taken  a  certain  pride  in  the  young  men  who 
were  his  representatives  in  the  world,  which  stood  more  or  less  in 
the  i)lace  of  paternal  love  ;  and  even  Nina,  of  whom  he  knew 
little  more  than  the  outside,  had  gratified  occasionally,  when  he 


100  THE  SECOND  SON  xiil 

thought  of  lier  at  all,  that  rudimentary  sentiment.  They  had  all 
done  him  credit,  more  or  less.  But  there  was  not  much  credit  to 
be  got  out  of  a  little  thing  who  talked  like  a  village  gossip,  nor 
out  of  probably  a  degrading  marriage  on  the  part  of  the  young 
man  who  considered  himself  his  heir.  '  My  heir,  by  Jove  ! '  the 
Squire  said  to  himself.  The  veins  stood  out  on  his  forehead  and 
on  his  hand  as  he  clenched  it  and  struck  it  against  the  table.  He 
was  not  a  man  to  bear  -with  the  follies  of  his  children,  and  this 
was  not  the  first  occasion  upon  which  he  had  reminded  Roger  that 
he  was  entirely  at  his  mercy.  Let  the  boy  take  but  one  step 
towards  the  accomj^lishment  of  that  act  of  madness,  and  he  should 
see,  he  should  see  !  No  gamekeeper's  daughter  should  ever  be 
received  at  Melcombe,  much  less  placed  at  the  head  of  that  table 
where  he  himself  had  so  long  sat.  A  hot  flush  of  fury  came  over 
him  at  the  thought.  If  that  was  what  the  fool  was  thinking  of, 
if  that  was  what  had  made  him  turn  away  from  Elizabeth  Travers, 

a  fine  woman  with  a  fine  fortune  in  her  hands,  then  by  Jove 

It  is  not  necessary  in  such  circumstance  to  put  a  conclusion  into 
words.  The  threat  was  well  enough  expressed  in  that  angry 
exclamation.  A  man  must  submit  to  many  things  when  he  is 
bound  down  and  cannot  help  himself.  It  is  a  very  difierent 
matter  when  he  has  all  the  power  in  his  own  hands. 


XIV 

A   NEW    ACTOR 

It  was  some  time  after  these  events,  after  a  period  of  great  quiet, 
flm-ing  which  Mr.  Mitford  had  been  living  alone  with  his  daughter, 
seeing  her  at  every  meal,  and  with  a  curious  compound  of  com- 
punction and  fatigue  endeavouring  to  talk  to  her,  and  to  encourage 
her  to  talk  to  him,  an  exercise  which  bored  him  infinitely,  when 
he  received  one  day^a  letter  from  Stephen,  in  itself  a  somewhat 
unusual  event.  Stephen  had  heard,  he  said,  that  his  brothers  were 
away,  though  he  did  not  inform  his  father  how  he  had  found  it  out, 
and  he  thought,  if  the  Squire  did  not  disapprove,  of  taking  his  leave 
and  coming  home  in  their  absence.  '  You  know,  sir,'  he  wrote, 
'  though  it  is  no  doubt  my  fault  as  much  as  theirs,  that  we  don't 
pull  together  as  well  as  might  be  desired ;  and  as  it  happens  that  a 
lot  of  our  fellows  are  in  barracks, — for  town  is  very  handy  from 
this  place,  and  they  can  run  up  almost  every  day, — it  would  be  a 
good  moment  for  getting  leave,  as  I'm  not  going  in  for  town  much 
this  year.  Perhaps  you  wouldn't  mind  my  company  when  there's 
nobody  else  about.'  Impossible  to  be  more  sm-prised  than  was  the 
Squire  by  this"  letter.  Stephen  himself  to  propose  to  come  home 
in  April,  exactly  the  time  when  there  was  nothing  doing  !  Stephen 
to  give  up  town  and  its  delights  and  the  possibility  of  running  up 
every  day,  in  order  to  come  home  and  make  himself  agreeable  to 
his  father,  when  everybody  of  his  kind  turned,  like  the  sunflower 
to  the  sun,  towards  the  opening  joys  of  the  season  !  Mr.  Mitford 
was  so  much  astonished  that  he  instinctively  cast  about  in  his 
mind  to  make  out  what  motives  the  young  man  might  have, 
presumably  not  so  good  as  those  which  he  put  forward  ;  but  he  could 
not  discover  anything  that  StciAen  could  do,  nor  any  reason  why 
he  should  wish  to  bury  himself  in  tlie  country  in  spring,  that  least 
attractive  of  aU  seasons  to  the  child  of  fashion,  the  young  man  of 
the  period.  It  was  not  with  mucli  pleasure  tliat  the  Squire  con- 
templated  the   offered  visit.     Stephen  interfered  with   his   own 
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habits  and  ways  more  than  any  other  of  the  family ;  he  turned  the 
household  in  the  direction  he  himself  wished  more  than  either  of 
his  brothers  ever  attempted  to  do ;  he  was  less  amiable,  more  self- 
assertive,  than  either,  and  showed  much  more  of  that  contempt  for 
the  judgment  of  the  elder  generation  which  exists  so  generally,- 
whether  displayed  or  not,  among  the  younger,  than  either  Roger  or 
Edmund  had  ever  done.  On  the  whole,  Mr.  Mitford  would  rather 
have  been  left  to  his  own  devices ,  he  did  not  yearn  for  sympathy 
or  companionship.  If  there  was  one  thing  that  consoled  him,  it 
was,  perhaps,  the  thought  of  being  delivered  from  that  tete-cb-tete  with 
Nina,  which  began  to  be  a  very  heavy  necessity.  But  whether  he 
liked  it  or  not,  he  could  not  refuse  to  receive  his  youngest  son. 

It  was  almost  the  end  of  April  when  Stephen  arrived.  He 
came  home  in  the  spring  twilight  some  time  after  his  baggage, 
having  chosen  to  walk,  as  the  evening  was  fine.  It  was  not  a 
long  distance  from  the  station,  but  he  explained  that  he  had  made 
a  little  round  to  see  how  everything  was  looking.  The  explanation 
was  quite  unnecessary,  for  Mr.  Mitford  was  not  like  an  anxious 
mother  who  counts  the  moments  in  such  circumstances.  He  was 
quite  willing  to  wait  till  his  son  made  his  appearance  in  the 
natural  course  of  events.  Stephen  was  the  biggest  of  the  family, 
a  large,  strongly-built,  well-developed  young  man,  with  a  soldier's 
straight  back  and  square  shoulders,  and  he  had  altogether  more 
colour  about  him  than  was  usual  to  the  Mitfords.  His  hair  was 
reddish-brown,  crisp  and  curling,  every  ring  and  twist  of  it  looking 
like  a  demonstration  of  vigour  and  life.  Edmund  was  pale,  and 
Roger  had  no  more  than  the  average  Englishman's  health  and 
vitality  (which  is,  however,  saying  a  great  deal),  but  Stephen  had 
something  exuberant,  almost  riotous,  in  his  strength  and  life.  He 
began  at  once  to  interfere,  to  suggest  and  meddle.  He  paused 
even  before  he  took  his  place  at  table.  '  Nina,  you  should  come 
up  here ;  come  along,  young  'un,'  he  said.  '  It's  your  place,  now 
you've  grown  up,  to  take  the  t'other  end.' 

'  Let  Nina  alone,'  interposed  Mr.  Mitford.  '  If  you  don't  like 
taking  your  brother's  place,  take  your  own  and  let's  begin  dinner. 

"  For  what  we  are  about  to  receive " '     The  Squire's  murmur 

of  thanksgiving  seemed  to  lose  itself  in  the  fumes  of  the  soup 
from  which  Larkins  lifted  the  cover  as  he  sat  down. 

'  Oh,  I  don't  mind  taking  my  brother's  place,'  cried  Stephen, 
with  a  laugh,  '  not  a  bit !  I'll  cut  him  out  whenever  I  can,  I 
promise  you.  There's  no  reason  why  a  fellow  like  that  should 
have  all  the  good  things.  But  now  Nina's  out,  as  I  suppose  she 
calls  it ' 
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'  Let  Nina  alone,'  said  the  Squire  again  briskly.  '  She  doesn't 
understand  your  chaff, — and  neither  do  I,  for  that  matter.  Did 
you  see  either  of  them  as  you  came  through  town  V 

'  Roger  or  Ned  1  No,  we  don't  belong  to  the  same  sets.  I 
never  see  them  in  town,  and  I  was  there  only  for  an  hour  or  two. 
I  was  impatient,  as  you  see,  sir,  to  get  home.' 

He  said  this  with  a  slight  laugh,  and  the  Squire  replied  with  a 
Humph  !  through  his  nostrils.  Stephen  did  not  even  pretend  to 
be  serious  in  this  profession  of  regard  for  his  home.  Wliat  did  the 
fellow  want  1  What  was  his  object  1  His  father  could  give  no 
answer  to  this  question,  which  was  asked  mutely  by  Nina's 
wondering  blue  eyes.  She  had  not  sufficiently  advanced  in 
knowledge  of  life,  indeed,  to  question  her  brother's  motives,  but 
her  look  was  full  of  an  incredulous  surprise. 

'Are  you  so  fond  of  home,  Steve?'  Nina  inquired  timidly,  in 
the  pause  that  ensued. 

Stephen  burst  out  laughing  over  his  soup.     'Are  you,  little 

'un  V  he  said.     '  Tell  the  truth  and  shame  the I  don't  believe 

you  are,  a  bit.  Yes,  I'm  devoted  to  home  :  but  I  wish  the  Squire 
had  a  better  cook.  Do  you  call  this  bisque,  Larkins  1  I  call  it 
mud.' 

'  I  will  see  the  name  in  the  me7iu,  sir,'  said  the  butler,  with 
grave  severity. 

'  Sure  enough.  That's  what  comes  of  having  a  woman.  You 
should  give  yourself  the  luxury  of  a  chef,  sir.  The  women  are  less 
expensive,  but  they  always  make  a  mess.  You  appreciate  good 
living,  and  you  can  afford  it.  Hallo,  what's  this?  Sole  au 
gratin  ;  why,  it's  black  !  I  say,  Larkins,  you  must  really  tell  Mrs. 
Simmons,  with  my  compliments 

'That's  enough,  Stephen,'  exclaimed  Mr,  Mitford.  'What's 
good  enough  for  me  must  be  good  enough  for  my  company,  even  if 
that  company  happens  to  be  my  youngest  son,  fresh  from  a  mess- 
table.' 

'  Ah,  that's  bitter,'  said  Stephen,  with  a  laugh.  '  Your  youngest 
son  happens  to  care  for  what  he's  eating.  Now  my  elders  don't 
know  the  delicate  bisque  from  the  common  gravy,  or  what  your  cook 
no  doubt  calls  clear.  Clear  soup,  that's  the  word.  As  for  the 
mess-table  just  you  come  and  dine  with  us  one  day,  sir,  and  if  you 

don't  forgive  me  all  my  impudence Larkins,  some  chablis. 

Why,  man  alive  !  you  don't  serve  sherry,  I  hope,  with  the  fish?' 

'  I  suppose  there's  no  news,  except  what's  in  the  papers,'  said 
Mr.  Mitford,  to  stop  these  remarks. 

'  Well,  sir,  I  don't  imagine  that  you  expect  to  see  any  real  news 


104  THE  SECOND  SON  xiv 

in  the  papers,'  said  Stephen.  '  I  hear  there's  all  sorts  of  things 
going  on, — a  pretty  to-do  in  the  war  office,  and  the  devil  to  pay 
among  the  ordnance.  They  tell  the  public  there's  no  evidence 
against  those  big-wigs,  don't  you  know,  which  means  that  the  wit- 
nesses have  been  squared,  of  course.  Government  don't  dare  to  stir 
up  that  dirty  pond.' 

'  Will  you  tell  me,  sir,'  cried  Mr.  Llitford,  '  that  British  officers, 
gentlemen,  men  of  honom- ' 

'Oh— oh!'  cried  Stephen.  'Softly,  sir,  softly.  The  British 
public  ain't  here,  unless  it's  for  Larkins  you  do  it.  Officers  and 
gentlemen  are  just  about  like  other  people ;  a  little  percentage  is 
neither  here  nor  there.  The  country  doesn't  really  mind,  and  a 
little  more  money  to  spend  is  good  for  everybody.  Why,  that's 
political  economy,  isn't  it  ? — or  so  I've  heard.' 

'  I  don't  see  how  money  spent  in  bribes  can  be  good  for  any- 
body,' said  the  Squire.  '  I  hope  we're  not  going  to  take  a  lesson 
from  Russia  at  this  time  of  day,' 

'  The  Yankees  do  it',  said  Stephen  calmly,  '  and  they're  the  most 
go-ahead  people  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  As  for  the  Russians,  we 
shall  probably  have  to  fight  them,  but  I  don't  mind  them  in  a 
general  way.  They're  up  to  a  lot  of  things.  In  the  way  of  life 
there's  not  much  to  teach  those  fellows.  I'd  like  you  to  meet 
Salgoroufsky,  sir.  He's  the  last  new  thing  in  accomplished 
foreigners :  lives  better,  and  plays  higher,  and — in  short,  goes  the 
whole ' 

'  I  don't  put  any  faith  in  Russians,'  said  the  Squire.  '  Oh,  I 
suppose  they're  fast  enough,  if  that's  what  you  like.  You  know 
the  old  proverb,  "  Scratch  a  Russian  and  you'll  come  to  the  Tartar."  ' 

*  Ah  ! '  said  Stephen.  '  Don't  you  think  we've  got  a  little  beyond 
the  range  of  proverbs  nowadays  1  A  real  Russ  wasn't  knovra  to 
our  seniors,  sir,  in  the  proverb-making  age.  By  the  way,  I  hear 
Salgoroufsky  is  coming  before  the  public  in  a  more  piquant  way. 

They  say  he's  one  of  a  half  dozen  Co ' 

'Stephen  !'  said  Mr,  Mitford,  'none  of  that  here;  you're  not  at 
the  mess-table  now.' 

'What's  the  matter,  sir?'  asked  Stephen,  arching  his  eyebrows 
with  surprise.  '  Oh,  Nina.  Good  gracious,  what  does  it  matter  ? 
I  daresay  she  wouldn't  understand  ;  and  if  she  did,  why,  a  girl 
can't  go  anywhere  nowadays  without  hearing  such  things  talked 
about.  If  you  think  the  women  don't  discuss  them  as  much  as  we 
do ' 

'  Then  I  can  tell  you  they  sha'n't  be  discussed  here,'  cried  Mr. 
Mitford,  who  had  the  traditions  of  his  generation.     '  What  do  you 
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fellows  think  about  the  chances  of  war  1  That's  more  to  the  pur- 
pose, and  a  subject  upon  which  a  soldier  may  have  an  opinion.' 

'  Oh,  if  you  like  shop  i '  said  Stephen,  with  an  indulgent  smile. 
'I  make  a  point  of  avoiding  it  myself.  AVe're  always  game, 
you  know,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  "  by  jingo,  if  we  do  " — and  so 
long  as  it  happens  at  the  duU  time  of  the  year,  when  there's  noth- 
ing much  going  on — modern  warfare's  capital  for  that ;  a  man  can 
arrange  his  engagements  so  as  to  lose  next  to  nothing.' 

*  Unless  he  chances  to  lose  his  life  by  the  way ! ' 

'  Exactly  so,  sir,'  said  Stephen  coolly.  *  Of  course  that's  on  the 
cards,  but  fellows  don't  calculate  upon  it.  Our  only  general's  a 
good  'un  for  that.  He  knows  pretty  well  how  long  it  will  take  to 
do  a  business, — or  to  come  to  smash,'  he  added  philosophically. 
'  The  one  or  the  other  is  sure  to  happen,  don't  you  know,  within  a 
certain  time.' 

'And  I  suppose  nowadays,'  said  the  indignant  father,  'with  all 
your  new  enlightened  views  on  the  subject,  you  don't  mind  much 
which  it  is,  so  long  as  you  get  back  in  time  for  your  engagements  1 ' 

'  Well,  sir,  it  fits  in  somehow,'  returned  the  young  warrior 
calmly.  'I  don't  know  whether,  in  a  social  point  of  view,  the 
smash,  on  the  whole,  isn't  the  best,  for  you  are  always  the  victim 
of  cu'cumstances,  and  all  the  women  are  quite  sm-e  that  if  it  had 
depended  on  you ' 

'  And  as  for  the  country,  or  the  cause,  or  anything  of  that  old- 
fashioned  sort ' 

'  Oh,  well,  sir !'  said  Stephen,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  elevating 
his  eyebrows,  and  putting  out  his  hands. 

Nina  sat  listening  to  all  this  with  very  wide-open  eyes,  turning 
from  one  to  the  other  with  a  rapt  attention  w^hich  was  not  wholly 
accompanied  by  understanding.  Her  mind  did  not  travel  quick 
enough  to  follow  all  these  changes  of  subject,  and  she  was  quite  un- 
aware how  much  of  the  unknown  element  of  chaff  lay  within  the 
utterances  of  her  brother.  Chaff  is  not  a  thing  which  is  easily 
understood  (without  careful  training)  by  the  very  young.  She 
took  it  all  seriously,  wondering  at  Stephen's  wisdom,  who  by  tliis 
time  felt  that  he  had  done  enough  in  the  way  of  enlightening  his 
father,  and  that  a  little  time  might  be  given  to  dazzling  the  sister, 
whose  eyes  regarded  him  with  so  much  admiration.  Stephen  liked 
to  be  admired  by  ladies ;  even,  when  no  one  else  was  about,  was 
capable  of  appreciating  the  worship  of  Nina,  and  open  to  the 
gratification  of  getting  a  little  fun  out  of  her,  as  he  would  Iiimself 
have  said. 

'  I  say,  little  'uu  !  you  should  see  Gerry  in  all  her  grandeur,'  ho 
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said.  *  Statham's  joined  the  Foiir-in-Hand,  don't  you  know  1  and 
tliere  she  is  on  the  top  of  the  coach  with  all  her  fast  friends  ;  little 
Algy  Banks  in  close  attendance,  of  course,  and  Petersham  and 
Beckerbaum,  and  all  that  lot.  Why  doesn't  she  ask  you  to  stay 
with  her,  little  Nines  1  You  should  tell  her  you're  coming — don't 
stop  to  be  asked.     You'd  have  such  fun  you  can't  think.' 

'  Oh,  Steve ! '  cried  Nina,  her  blue  eyes  growing  rounder  and 
bigger. 

'  Once  they  have  their  heads  loose,  how  these  girls  do  go  it,  to 
be  sure  ! '  remarked  Stephen,  with  benign  admiration.  'Amy's  to 
be  met  with  all  over  the  place,  wherever  there's  anything  going 
on.  And  to  think  they  were  just  such  little  mice  as  you,  a  year 
or  two  since  ;  never  a  word  above  their  breath  !  They're  ungrate- 
ful little  cats,  too,'  said  this  philosopher,  indifferent  to  the  change 
of  metaphor;  'they  never  throw  anything  in  a  fellow's  way. 
Let's  hope  they'll  give  you  a  hand,  Nina,  though  they  take  no 
notice  of  a  brother :  and  then  you'll  remember  me,  my  dear,  and 
say  to  yourself  it  was  Steve  who  put  it  first  into  your  head.' 

'  Let  Nina  alone,'  said  the  Squire  once  more.  '  I  tell  you  she 
doesn't  understand  your  chaff".  And  I  hope  this  is  chaff  as  well  as 
the  rest,  Stephen.  I  hope  you  don't  mean  that  Geraldiue,  a  child 
of  mine ' 

'  Oh,  for  that  matter,  sir ! '  returned  Stephen  with  cool  con- 
tempt ;  then  he  added  quickly,  perhaps  thinking  better  of  it,  for 
his  father's  eyes  shone  across  the  pyramid  of  flowers  in  the  middle 
of  the  table,  '  Statham's  quite  able  to  look  after  his  wife.  He  is 
one  of  the  coolest  hands  going.  If  they  go  too  fast,  he  knows 
exactly  when  to  pull  up.  As  for  that,  they  are  in  a  very  good  set, 
and  have  lots  of  fun.  I'd  let  them  introduce  the  little  'un,  sir,  if 
I  were  in  your  place.  Gerry  ought  to  do  something  for  her  family. 
Great  exertions  were  used,  as  we  all  recollect,  to  get  her  off,'  and 
Stephen  laughed,  aware  that  under  the  protection  of  Larkins  he 
was  safe  for  the  moment,  at  least,  Mr.  Mitford  being  much  too 
great  a  personage  to  compromise  himself,  so  long  as  the  servants 
were  in  the  room,  by  any  outbreak  of  temper.  And  looks  do  not 
hurt.  He  was  rather  pleased  than  otherwise,  amused  and  tickled 
by  the  barbed  darts  that  flew  across  the  table  at  him  from  Mr. 
Mitford's  eyes. 

'  Oh,  papa,'  cried  Nina,  '  I  wish  you  would  !  I  am  eighteen, 
and  I  have  never  been  at  a  dance,  certainly  not  at  a  ball,  a  real 
ball,  all  my  life.  Geraldine  and  Amy  were  asked  out  on  visits, 
but  I  think  people  have  forgotten  there  is  a  third  one  of  us.  And 
I  am  the  last.     Oh,  papa,  let  me  go.' 
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'You  had  better  wait  till  you  are  asked,'  said  the  Squire 
morosely;  and  the  rest  of  the  diuuer  went  over  in  comiDarative 
silence,  broken  chiefly  by  Stephen's  remarks  and  comments.  He 
thought  the  souffle  was  like  lead  ;  he  suggested  that  his  father  was 
using  up  that  cheap  claret  '  that  you  thought  you  had  got  such  a 
bargain,  sir,'  he  added  cheerfully,  and  with  a  laugh. 

When  Larkins  left  the  room  the  Squire  broke  out,  almost 
before  he  had  shut  the  door ;  and  indeed  he  need  not  have  waited, 
for  Larkins  was  perfectly  aware  of  what  was  about  to  take  place, 
and  as  he  passed  immediately  into  the  drawing-room,  to  see  that 
the  lamps  were  burning  properly,  got  the  advantage  of  it  in  a 
great  degree,  as  Nina  had  done,  when  she  sat  near  the  door  'for 
company,'  on  a  previous  occasion.  But  Stephen  was  not  discom- 
posed by  his  father's  temper.  Having  spent  all  his  time  in  '  poking 
up  the  bear,'  according  to  his  own  refined  description,  he  woidd 
have  been  disappointed  had  the  excited  animal  refused  to  dance. 
Mr.  Mitford  delivered  his  mind  in  very  forcible  language,  driving 
Nina  ofi'  to  her  retirement  in  the  drawing-room,  and  following  her 
in  a  gust  of  wrath  a  few  minutes  afterwards.  Stephen's  arrival 
at  Melcombe  was  generally  signalised  in  this  way.  Papa,  as 
Stephen  now  chose  to  call  him,  shut  himself  up  in  his  library, 
slamming  the  doors  like  an  enraged  waiting-maid,  while  Nina  sat 
and  trembled,  and  listened  not  without  a  certain  demure  satisfaction 
in  the  mischief  She  admired  her  brother  for  the  brilliancy  of  his 
appearance  in  general,  and  for  the  efi"ect  he  had  produced  now, 
and  hoped  that  he  would  come  in  and  tell  her  more  of  Geraldine's 
fast  and  furious  proceedings  and  the  splendoiir  of  Amy.  Ah,  if 
she  coidd  but  go,  if  she  had  but  an  invitation  !  She  saw  herself 
on  the  top  of  the  coach,  with  all  the  ecstasy  of  happiness  foreseen ; 
and,  as  Stephen  said,  why  should  she  wait  to  be  asked  1  Why  not 
say  she  was  coming?  A  sister  could  surely  take  that  liberty. 
Nina  drew  forth  her  little  cabinet  of  ornamental  stationery, 
hesitated,  took  out  a  sheet  of  notepaper  and  put  it  back  again. 
Could  she  venture  upon  it,  in  spite  of  what  papa  had  said  !  Oh, 
if  Stephen  would  but  come  in  and  advise  her  ! 

But  Stephen  apparently  found  something  more  attractive  to  do. 
He  sat  a  while  at  the  table  his  father  had  left,  and  smoked  a 
cigarette,  which  was  a  thing  no  one  else  dared  to  do,  considering 
the  close  vicinity  of  the  door  which  led  into  the  drawing-room, 
and  smiled  to  himself  at  something,  perhaps  at  his  success  in 
routing  the  Squire ;  and  he  held  up  his  glass  of  claret  to  the  light 
with  an  admiration  of  its  colour,  which  was  in  strong  contrast  to 
his  scoff  at  his  father  about  the  cheap  wine.     He  had  the  air  of 
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enjoying  himself  very  much,  as  he  balanced  himself  on  the  hind 
legs  of  his  chair,  and  finished  his  claret  and  his  cigarette.  Nina, 
who  had  gone  to  her  favourite  corner  in  one  of  those  deep  window- 
recesses,  heard  him  laugh  to  himself,  and  smelt  his  cigar  with  all 
the  pleasure  which  attaclies  to  the  forbidden.  She  admired  him 
for  smoking  and  doing  what  no  one  else  was  allowed  to  do,  but 
she  did  not  venture  to  steal  in  and  join  him,  which  was  what  she 
would  have  liked.  Presently,  however,  this  heavenly  odour  died 
away.  Stephen  got  up,  still  smiling,  and  went  out  into  the  hall, 
where  he  put  on  a  light  overcoat  and  lit  another  cigarette ;  then, 
with  that  smile  of  triumph  still  upon  his  face,  he  stepped  forth 
into  the  soft  darkness  of  the  April  night. 


XV 

LOVE 

Into  the  April  night !  It  was  very  light,  for  there  was  a  new 
moon,  which,  without  giving  the  effect  of  white  light  and  profound 
shadow  which  moonlight  generally  gives,  produced  a  sort  of  mystic 
twilight,  the  sky  still  showing  all  its  soft  coloiu",  the  park  lying 
half  seen,  with  dim  trees  in  groups,  and  soft  undulations,  all 
harmonious  in  the  faint  and  dreamy  landscape.  The  weather  was 
warm,  for  the  season,  and  all  the  scents  and  sensations  of  the 
evening  were  indescribable,  so  full  of  balm  and  movement,  every- 
thing stiU  tingling  with  life.  The  impression  of  peace  and  soft 
conclusion  which  belongs  to  the  hour  was  contradicted,  yet 
enhanced,  by  the  deeper  sentiment  of  the  sweet  sirring,  with  aU  its 
renewals.  The  dew  fell  like  a  benediction,  and  it  was  answered 
by  the  noiseless  but  almost  audible  (for  is  not  paradox  the  very 
law  of  this  soft,  self-contradictory  nature  f)  rising  of  the  sap  in  all 
these  trees,  and  of  life  refreshed  throughout  all  the  old  framework 
of  the  earth.  It  scarcely  needed  Fine-Ear,  with  his  fairy  sense,  to 
hear  the  grass  growing.  The  air  was  full  of  it,  and  of  the  breath 
of  the  primroses,  which  were  almost  over,  and  of  the  bluebells, 
which  had  but  newly  come.  There  was  a  rustle,  and  a  tingle,  and 
a  sigh,  a  something  which  was  at  once  silence  and  sound,  inarticulate, 
uncertain  as  that  faint  darkness  which  yet  was  light.  It  was  an 
hour  of  dreams  and  lingering,  delicate  vision, — an  hour  in  which 
the  young  man's  fancy,  as  the  poet  says,  turns  lightly  to  thoughts 
of  love. 

Alas  !  there  are  so  many  ways  of  that.  The  young  man  whose 
thoughts  we  are  about  to  trace  stepped  forth  in  the  splendom-  of 
his  evening  clothes,  the  broad  white  bosom  of  his  shirt  showing 
under  his  open  overcoat  at  a  quarter  of  a  mile's  distance  ;  his  quick 
step  ringing  over  the  gravel  where  he  crossed  it,  coming  down 
rapid  but  resistless  on  every  daisy  bud  and  new  blade  of  grass ;  his 
red-brown  hair  curling  aU  the  more  crisply  for  the  humidity  of  the 
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evening  air ;  his  whole  vigorous,  relentless  being  moving  on  through 
those  soft  influences  unaffected,  bent  u^Don  one  aim,  moved  by  one 
purpose,  in  which  there  was  nothing  akin  to  the  charities  of  the 
blowing  season,  although  what  was  in  his  mind  was  love, — after 
his  kind,  love, — with  no  anxieties,  humilities,  doubts  of  itself  or  its 
own  charm,  with  a  smile  of  conquest  half  disdainful,  and  superiority 
assured ;  love  triumphant,  elated  with  a  sense  of  power,  patronising, 
and  yet  humorous  too,  amused  by  the  delusions  which  it  meant  to 
encourage  and  develop.  The  smiling  lips  sometimes  widened  into 
a  laugh,  the  elated  imagination  blew  off:  a  little  strain  in  a  snatch 
of  song.  He  was  going  to  conquest,  going  to  success,  and  he  knew 
his  own  power. 

About  the  same  time  there  stole  out  of  a  low  garden  gate, 
opening  directly  into  the  park,  a  figure,  very  different,  more  ideal, 
yet  perhaps  not  quite  ideal  either ;  a  slim,  lightly-moving  form  in 
a  neutral-tinted  dress,  which  made  her  like  another  shadow  in  the 
ethereal  twilight,  scarcely  more  marked,  except  by  her  gliding, 
noiseless  movement,  than  the  bushes  among  which  she  threaded 
her  way  into  the  silent  glades.  Lily  Ford  had  stolen  out,  as  it 
had  long  been  her  romantic  habit  to  do — sometimes  on  pretence  of 
meeting  her  father,  oftener  still,  and  especially  on  moonlight  nights, 
for  her  own  pleasure.  It  was  a  habit  which  had  seemed  in  keeping 
with  the  poetic  creature  whom  her  parents  worshipped.  She  was 
as  safe  as  in  their  own  garden,  and  it  was  like  a  poem,  Mrs.  Ford 
thought,  to  think  of  Lily's  moonlight  walks,  not  like  the  strolls  of 
the  village  girls  with  their  sweethearts.  The  mother,  with  a  little 
pang  made  up  of  mingled  pride  and  exultation,  saw  her  go  out. 
It  was  scarcely  warm  enough  yet  for  these  rambles.  But  it  was 
so  sweet  a  night !  She  wound  a  shawl  about  the  child's  throat, 
and  begged  her  not  to  be  long,  to  come  back  at  once  if  she  felt 
cold.  '  It's  a  little  bit  chilly,'  she  said.  But  Lily  would  hear  no 
objection,  A  new  moon,  and  the  wind  in  the  south,  not  a  bit  of 
east  in  it.  '  And  I'll  be  back  in  half  an  hour,  mother,'  she  said. 
Her  heart  beat  as  she  glided  away  over  the  grassy  slopes  and 
hollows ;  her  steps  made  no  sound  upon  the  old  mossy  turf.  She 
was  all  athrill  with  excitement,  and  expectation,  and  awakened 
fancy,  lightly  turned  to  thoughts  of  love.  She  thought  so,  at 
least,  as  she  skimmed  along,  a  noiseless  shadow,  lifting  her  face 
now  and  then  to  the  tender  moon,  which  was  new,  and  young  like 
herself,  and  full  of  soft  suggestion.  She  was  going  to  meet — him. 
How  she  knew  that  he  had  come  and  that  she  was  to  meet  him 
she  never  revealed.  It  was  not  the  first  by  many  times,  and  there 
was  no  reason  why  she  should  not  have  told  that  by  accident,  as 
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first  happened,  she  had  met  the  Captain  iu  the  park.  She  had 
meant  to  say  so  at  the  time.  She  held  it  iu  reserve  to  say  now,  if 
there  should  ever  come  a  moment  in  which  it  would  be  expedient 
to  make  known  the  accidental  nature  of  that  meeting.  Lily's 
entire  being  thrilled  with  the  expectation,  with  the  delightful 
excitement,  with  something  which,  if  it  were  not  love,  answered 
all  the  purposes  of  love,  making  her  heart  beat  and  the  blood 
dance  in  her  veins.  Roger's  visits  had  never  caused  her  such 
palpitations,  by  which  she  knew  that  it  was  not  ambition,  nor  the 
delight  of  having  a  lover  so  much  above  her  and  out  of  her  sphere. 
It  was  not  that.  She  stood  half  in  awe  of  Roger,  though  there 
was  a  pleasm-e  in  seeing  him  come  night  after  night  (in  tlie  cold 
weather,  and  while  the  other  was  away)  ;  but  Stephen  filled  her 
with  a  dazzled  admiration  and  delight. 

She  had  been  bewildered  at  first  by  the  careless  si^lendoiu:  of 
him  in  his  evening  dress.  That  was  one  glory  of  the  gentleman 
lover  which  was  doubly  seductive  to  Lily's  aspiring  heart.  The 
gardener,  in  his  respectable  Sunday  clothes,  was  '  quite  a  gentle- 
man '  to  the  servants'  hall ;  but  even  Mr.  Witherspoon  did  not 
attempt  an  evening  suit ;  and  nothing  had  ever  so  flattered  the 
girl's  longing  to  belong  to  the  patrician  class,  to  get  a  footing  in 
that  paradise  above  her,  as  the  splendour  of  Stephen's  fine  linen, 
the  whiteness  of  his  tie  and  his  cuffs,  the  perfection  of  the  costume, 
which  nobody  wore  who  did  not  dine  late  and  live  in  that  world 
for  which  Lily's  soul  sighed,  which  was,  she  felt,  the  only  world 
in  which  she  could  be  content  to  live.  All  this  was  in  her  mind 
to-night,  as  she  stole  out  to  keep  her  tryst :  the  lover,  with  all  his 
ardour  and  warmth,  not  respectful  like  Roger,  and  the  love  which 
drew  her  to  him,  which  was  like  wine  in  her  own  veins,  and  the 
sense  of  being  drawn  upward  into  the  heaven  she  wished  for,  and 
the  intoxicating  consciousness  of  all  that  he  could  give  her — of  the 
life  in  which  she  should  be  like  him,  in  which  those  evening 
clothes  of  his  should  be  balanced  by  her  own  gleaming  white 
shoulders  and  the  flowers  in  her  hair.  Let  it  not  appear  that 
this  was  mere  vulgar  vanity  of  dress  with  Lily.  That  was  not  at 
all  how  it  moved  her.  It  was  the  last  refinement  of  the  change 
for  which  her  heart  was  longing,  her  transfer  from  the  gamekeeper's 
lodge  and  all  its  incongruities  into  what  she  felt  was  the  only  life 
for  her,  the  real  world. 

Was  it,  then,  not  love  on  cither  side  1 

Stephen  was  aware  that  it  was  something  more  than  ordinary, 
a  sentiment  much  deeper  than  the  usual  easy  entanglements,  which 
had  brought  him  down  from  all  the  attractions  of  town  to  the 
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country  at  the  end  of  April ;  and  though  he  laughed  a  little  at 
Lily's  conviction  that  it  was  a  grande  passion  for  both  herself 
and  him,  yet  there  was  no  small  excitement  in  the  pursuit  which 
he  was  carrying  on  at  so  much  trouble  to  himself.  In  her  inex- 
perienced soul  there  was  the  sweep  of  a  great  current  of  emotion, 
swiftly,  irresistibly,  drawing  her  toward  him  with  an  impulse 
which  sometimes  seemed  altogether  beyond  her  own  control. 
There  had  been  times,  indeed,  when  she  had  tried  to  stem  it,  to 
stop  herself,  to  ask  whether  what  she  was  doing  was  right ;  and 
Lily  had  learned,  with  an  intoxication  of  mingled  pleasure  and 
terror,  that  her  power  to  do  so  was  small,  and  that  this  high  tide 
was  carrying  her  away.  With  terror,  but  yet  with  pleasure  too  ; 
for  the  girl  was  eager  for  all  the  high  sensations  of  life,  and  wanted 
to  be  heroically  in  love  almost  as  much  as  she  wanted  to  be  a 
lady;  so  that  the  thought  of  being  unable  to  stop  herself,  of 
being  swept  away  by  that  great  flood  of  feeling,  was  delightful 
and  ecstatic,  elevating  her  in  her  own  opinion.  As  for  any  moral 
danger,  or  the  possibility  of  ever  finding  herself  in  the  position  of 
the  village  heroines  who  abound  in  fiction,  the  victims  of  passion, 
it  never  at  any  time  entered  into  Lily's  imagination  that  anything 
of  the  kind  was  possible  to  herself  There  are  evils  which  can  be, 
and  there  are  some  which  cannot.  We  do  not,  on  the  top  of  a  hill, 
consider  how  to  save  ourselves  from  being  carried  off  by  a  flood, 
for  instance.  That  she  should  ever  be  a  poor  creature,  betrayed 
and  abandoned,  was  as  impossible  a  contingency.  Indeed  it  did 
not  even  touch  the  sphere  of  Lily's  thoughts. 

They  met  in  a  little  dell,  where  the  trees  opened  on  each  side, 
leaving  a  long  soft  line  of  light  descending  from  the  pale,  clear 
blue  of  the  sky,  with  the  young  moon  in  it,  to  the  scarcely  visible 
undulations  of  the  turf  It  was  scarcely  light  so  much  as  light- 
ness, a  relief  of  the  evening  atmosphere  from  the  shadows  of  the 
trees,  and  the  vista  slanting  upwards  towards  that  pure,  far 
radiance  of  the  heavens.  It  was  a  spot  in  which  the  tenderest 
lovers  in  the  world,  the  gentlest  hearts,  most  full  of  visionary 
passion,  might  have  met,  and  where  all  things,  both  visible  and 
concealed,  the  soft  light  and  softer  dark,  the  silent  watch  and 
hush  of  nature,  the  guardian  groups  of  the  trees,  protectors,  yet 
sentinels,  enhanced  the  ideal  of  that  meeting.  But  perhaps  even 
Lily,  discovering  before  anything  else  her  lover,  by  that  spotless 
expanse  of  shirt  front  which  Stephen  exposed  without  hesitation 
to  the  night,  was  scarcely  quite  on  a  level  with  the  scene,  notwith- 
standing the  thrill  in  her  nerves  and  the  sound  of  her  heart  in  her 
ears,  which  was,   according  to  the  last   requirements   of  hanal 


XV  LOVE  113 

romance,  the  only  sound  she  heard.  She  ghded  along  towards 
him,  admiring  him,  with  a  sense  that  he  was,  if  not  a  god,  nor 
even  a  king,  in  the  phraseology  so  largely  adopted  by  love-lorn 
ladies  nowadays,  yet  in  all  the  entrancing  reality  of  that  fact  a 
gentleman,  able  to  confer  upon  the  girl  he  loved  the  corresponding 
position  of  a  lady  and  all  that  was  most  desirable  in  this  world. 
But  perhaj^s  we  do  injustice  to  Lily.  In  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
moment  she  did  not  think  of  what  he  could  bestow,  but  of  him- 
self in  that  climax  of  perfection,  exquisite  in  those  circumstances 
and  surroundings  which  nowhere  else  had  she  ever  touched  so 
closely, — not  only  a  gentleman,  but  one  in  full  dress,  in  the  attire 
only  vaguely  dreamed  of  by  admiring  visionaries  in  villages,  in  his 
evening  clothes. 

It  is  very  probable  that  Stephen  would  have  been,  though  not 
of  very  delicate  sensibilities,  extremely  mortified  and  shocked  had 
he  been  aware  of  the  part  which  his  shirt  front,  his  white  tie,  and 
that  one  very  tiny  diamond  stud,  bore  in  the  fascination  which  he 
was  conscious  of  exercising  over  Lily.  Fortunately,  no  such  idea 
ever  entered  his  mind,  any  more  than  the  possibility  of  harm 
occurred  to  Lily.  The  thoughts  of  the  one  were  so  far  entirely 
incomprehensible  to  the  other.  But  at  the  moment  of  their 
meeting,  perhaps,  on  both  sides  the  reserve  fell  away,  and  they 
were  what  they  seemed  for  one  big  heart-beat — lovers ;  forgetting 
everything  in  a  sudden  flash  of  emotion,  such  as  banishes  every 
other  feeling. 

'Well,  little  'un,'  Stephen  said;  'so  you've  come  at  last.' 

'  Oh,  Stephen  ! '  Lily  cried. 

After  a  minute,  this  transport  being  over,  they  entered  upon 
details. 

'  Have  you  been  waiting  long  1     I  couldn't  get  away.' 

'  Never  mind,  now  you're  here.  You  are  a  darling  to  come  on 
such  short  notice.     I  was  awfidly  afraid  you  wouldn't.' 

'  Do  you  think  there  are  so  many  things  to  occupy  me  that  I 
haven't  always  time  to  think ' 

'  Of  what,  my  little  Lily  1     Say  of  me.     I  know  it's  of  me.' 

'Oh,  Stephen!' 

'You  are  the  most  enchanting  little Would  you  like  to 

know  exactly  how  it  was  1     As  soon  as  I  heard  Roger  was  out  of 

the  way You  are  sure  you  didn't  cry  your  little  eyes  out  for 

Roger  V 

'  Stephen  ! '  with  indignation. 

'Well,  little  'uu,  he  ain't  half  bad — for '  'you,'  he  was 

about  to  say,  but  paused,  with  a  sense  that  Lily's  meekness  was 

I 
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not  sufficiently  proved.     '  As  for  looks — but  looks  are  not  every- 
thing ;  he  has  his  backers,  as  I  have  mine.     What  side  would  you 

be  on,  Lily ' 

'  Oh,  Steplien  P  She  rung  the  changes  upon  his  name  in  every 
tone  from  enthusiasm  to  indignation. 

'  Well,'  he  cried  triumphantly,  '  as  soon  as  I  heard  they  were 
out  of  the  way  I  got  my  leave  like  a  shot.  The  Squire  can't  make 
it  out,  Lily,  A  fellow  like  me,  fond  of  being  in  the  middle  of 
everything,  to  turn  his  back  on  the  fun  just  as  the  fiddles  are 
tuning  up, — he  can't  make  it  out.' 

'  Oh,  Stephen !  and  you  are  giving  that  up,  and  the  balls,  and 
all  the  grand  ladies,  and  everything,  for  me  ! ' 

'  Well,  ain't  you  pleased  ?     I  should  have  thought  that  was  just 
what  you  would  like  best,  Lil.     To  know  you're  more  attractive 
than  the  whole  lot,  eh  ?  that  I'd  rather  come  here  for  this — ^for  a 
look  of  you — even  when  I  can't  see  you,'  he  cried  laughing. 
'  Oh,  Stephen  !  it  is  too  much,' 

Her  cheek  touched  the  polished  surface  of  that  shirt  front,  but 
for  the  moment  she  was  not  sensible  of  it,  being  swept  away  by 
the  feeling  that  there  was  no  one  like  him,  no  one  so  noble,  so 
disinterested,  so  true. 

'  Well,  it's  a  good  deal,  my  pet ;  it's  about  all  a  fellow  can  do, 

to  show I  shall  get  the  good  of  it  all  the  more  another  time, 

when  we're  no  longer  parted  like  this,  having  to  meet  in  the  dark; 

when  we're ' 

'  Together ! '  she  said  softly,  under  her  breath,  with  a  sense  of 
ecstatic  expectation,  as  if  it  had  been  heaven. 

He  laughed  and  held  her  close  ;  he  did  not  echo  the  word,  but 
what  did  that  pressure  mean  save  a  more  eloquent  repetition  1 
Together  !  Before  Lily's  eyes  the  darkness  of  the  dell  lighted  up 
with  a  light  that  never  was  on  ballroom  or  theatre,  a  vision  of 
entertainments  indescribable,  happiness  ineffable,  splendours,  rap- 
tures, visions  of  delight.  She  saw  herself  walking  into  marble 
halls,  leaning  upon  his  arm,  dancing  with  him,  riding  with  him, 
always  together,  and  in  the  first  circles,  among  the  best  jieople  in 
England.  Her  heart  melted  in  the  softening  of  enthusiasm  and 
gratitude  and  joy, 

'  Oh,  tell  me  one  thing,'  she  said, 

'  A  hundred,  my  pet,  whatever  you  please.' 

'  Are  you  sure — oh,  tell  me  the  truth  !  don't  flatter  me,  for  I 

want  to  know — are  you  sm-e  that  when  you  take  me  among  all 

those   grand   people   you   will   never   be  ashamed  of  your  poor 

Lily  1     Think  where  you  are  taking  me  from,  a  poor  little  cottage. 
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Won't  you  ever  feel  ashamed  1     Oh,  Stephen  !     I  think  it  would 
kill  me — but  I  want  to  know.' 

'You  little  goose!'  he  said  with  various  caresses;  'if  I  were 
ashamed  of  you,  do  you  think  I'd  ever  take  you  among  the  grand 
people,  as  you  say  1 '  He  laughed,  and  the  echoes  seemed  to  catch 
his  laugh  and  send  it  back  in  a  fashion  which  frightened  Lily. 
'  We'll  settle  it  in  that  way,'  he  cried ;  '  you  may  trust  me  for 
that.' 

'If  you  are  sure,  if  you  are  quite  sure  !' 

'  I'm  sure,'  he  returned,  '  and  I'U  tell  you  why ;  for  whether  it 
would  put  you  out  or  not,  it  would  put  me  out  horribly,  and  I 
never  expose  myself  to  an  unpleasantness,— don't  you  .  understand 
that,  Lily  1     So  you  needn't  be  afraid.' 

The  form  of  this  protest  did  not  quite  satisfy  Lily.  It  was 
not  exactly  the  reply  she  expected ;  but  after  all,  was  it  not  the 
best  pledge  she  could  have  ?  Did  it  not  show  how  certain  he  was 
that  never  through  her  could  he  be  shamed  1  But  she  went  on 
with  him  a  little  in  silence,  daunted,  she  could  scarcely  tell  why. 

'  We've  something  to  talk  of,  of  much  more  importance,  Lily. 
There  are  to  be  no  silly  fancies,  mind  !  We'll  not  often  have  such 
a  good  time  as  this,  with  nobody  spying.  When  are  you  coming 
to  me  for  good  and  alU' 

'Oh,  Stephen!' 

'Yes,  my  pet,  I  know  all  that.  I've  thought  it  over  and 
settled  everything.  Lily,  you  are  a  little  goose,  though  you're  a 
very  sweet  one.  I  believe  you're  hankering  all  the  time  after  the 
white  satin  and  the  veil,  and  church-bells  ringing,  and  village  brats 
scattering  flowers.' 

What  a  leap  her  heart  gave  at  the  suggestion  !  Ah,  that  she 
did, — -hankered,  as  he  said,  longed,  would  have  given  her  finger 
for  the  possibility,  not,  to  do  her  justice,  of  the  white  satin,  but  of 
the  orderly,  lawful,  peaceful  rite  which  everybody  should  know. 

'  No,'  she  replied,  with  a  falter  in  her  voice,  '  not  if  that — would 
be  against — your  interest.' 

'  Against  my  interest  I  I  should  think  it  would  be,'  he  said, 
'and  a  nice  quiet  registrar's  office  is  as  good  in  every  way.' 

'  Ah,  not  that ;  a  little  old  church  in  the  city.  Don't  yon 
remember  what  we  agreed  1' 

He  looked  at  her  a  moment,  then  broke  into  a  laugh  again. 
'To  be  sure,'  he  cried,  'a  little  old  church  in  the  city;  St. 
Botolph's  or  St.  Aldgate's,  or  something  of  that  sort,  witli  an  old 
sexton  and  pew-opener,  and  everything  moiddy  and  quiet.  I  know 
wliere  you  have  taken  that  from,  you  little  novel-reader ;  they're 
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all  alike  in  the  romances.  Well,  it  shall  have  its  little  old  church, 
if  it  won't  be  content  without.' 

'  Oh,  Stephen,  you  are  not  to  think  me  fanciful :  but  unless  it 
was  in  a  church  I  should  never  believe  it  any  good.' 

'What,  not  with  a  special  license,  and  a  ring,  and  everything 
orthodox  1  Do  you  think,'  he  said  with  a  laugh,  '  that  I  should 
want  to  deceive  you,  Lily?' 

'Oh  no!'  she  cried,  with  a  vehemence  which  seemed  to  push 
him  from  her,  so  earnest  was  she.  'Oh  no,  no!'  She  was 
wounded  even  by  the  suggestion,  which  never  could  have  come 
from  her  own  mind.  '  I  would  as  soon  think  of  the  sky  falling, — 
sooner,  sooner !' 

He  laughed  again,  but  in  a  less  assured  and  triumphant  tone. 
He  added  nothing  to  the  strength  of  her  denial ;  why  should  he  1 
She  was  sure  enough  to  make  all  other  asseveration  unnecessary. 
And  then  they  went  on,  slowly  wandering  in  the  soft  darkness  of 
the  night,  getting  under  the  shadow  of  the  trees  as  they  turned  in 
the  direction  of  the  West  Lodge,  for  it  was  time  for  Lily  to  go 
home.  Their  figures  disappeared  amid  the  groups  of  trees,  where 
the  clear  skylight  and  the  faint  radiance  of  the  moon  reached 
them  but  by  moments.  Not  the  keenest-eyed  spectator  could  have 
followed  them  through  the  wood,  which  they  both  knew  so  well, 
every  step  of  the  way,  round  the  boles  of  the  great  beeches  and 
the  gnarled  roots  of  the  oaks.  They  spoke  of  all  the  details  of 
that  event,  which  had  been  already  arranged  and  agreed  upon ;  to 
which  Lily  had  long  ago  worn  out  all  her  objections,  and  now 
regarded  almost  as  a  matter  settled ;  which  had  come,  by  much 
reasoning  over  it,  to  look  like  an  ordinary  event.  She  had  ceased 
to  think  of  the  misery  of  her  father  and  mother,  which  at  first  had 
weighed  very  heavily  upon  her;  for  what  would  that  be? — the 
distress  of  a  morning,  the  anxiety  of  a  single  night,  ending  in 
delight  and  triumph.  All  these  points  were  disposed  of  long  ago ; 
the  sole  thing  that  remained  was  to  carry  out  this  project, — to 
carry  it  out  so  eff'ectively,  so  speedUy,  so  quietly,  that  mitil  it  was 
done  and  over  nobody  should  suspect  its  possibility.  For  no  one 
was  aware  of  these  silent  and  darkling  meetings.  No  spy  had 
ever  encountered  them,  no  prying  eye  seen  them  together.  Roger, 
indeed,  was  well  enough  known  to  be  a  constant  visitor  at  the 
cottage,  but  of  Stephen,  who  was  so  seldom  at  Melcombe,  and  who 
knew  nothing  of  the  country, — Stephen  the  ofiicer,  the  one  who 
had  always  been  away, — of  him  nobody  knew  anything ;  nor  had 
lie  ever  seen  Lily  Ford,  so  for  as  the  country  neighbours  were 
aware,  in  his  life. 
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Roger  and  Edmund  Mitford  had  gone  away  together,  much  against 
the  will  of  the  elder  brother.  He  had  not  consented  to  it  even  at 
the  moment  when,  obeying  a  hundred  half-resisted  impulses,  he 
had  finally,  without  any  intention  of  doing  so,  refusing  at  the  very 
moment  when  he  yielded,  gone  away,  to  Edmund's  surprise  and 
his  own.  So  unlikely  up  to  the  last  had  it  been,  that  they  went 
off  finally  by  the  night  train,  without  any  provision  for  going, 
making — a  step  which  commends  itself,  somehow,  in  all  cases  to 
the  imagination  of  the  miserable — a  sudden  rush  into  the  night, 
an  escape  from  all  the  known  and  usual  conditions  of  ordinary 
existence.  Edmund  so  understood  and  humoured  the  capricious, 
fantastic  misery  of  Roger's  mind  as  to  go  on  without  pause  or 
inquiry,  not  to  London  only,  as  everybody  thought,  but  as  fast  as 
the  railway  could  carry  them  across  France,  till  they  reached  those 
soft  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  where  so  many  people  go  when 
life  ceases  to  be  practicable,  as  if  there  were  something  healing  in 
the  mere  contact  with  those  mild  breezes  and  in  the  sight  of  that 
tideless  sea.  Even  the  journey,  occupying  so  many  long  hours,  in 
which  he  was  at  once  tired  out  and  shut  up  in  a  moving  prison 
from  which  he  could  not  escape,  did  Roger  good,  and  restored,  or 
seemed  to  restore,  his  mental  balance.  He  broke  out  into  wild 
ridicule  of  himself  when  he  got  to  the  Riviera.  What  did  he  want 
there,  a  fellow  in  such  health,  who  did  not  know  whereabouts  his 
lungs  were,  or  had  anything  that  wanted  setting  right  in  his 
constitution'?  He  stalked  through  the  rooms  at  Monte  Carlo, 
ol)serving  the  play  with  the  scornful  calm  of  a  man  whom  this 
kind  of  superficial  excitement  did  not  touch,  and  who  could 
scarcely  suppress  his  contempt  for  the  human  beings  whose  souls 
were  absorbed  in  the  attractions  of  a  colour  or  the  number  of  a 
card.  The  greater  part  of  them,  no  doubt,  however  conscious  of 
their  own  folly,  would  have  considered  the  plight  of  a  young  man 
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in  his  position,  disturbed  in  all  the  duties  and  responsibilities  of 
life  by  the  pretty  face  of  a  gamekeeper's  daughter,  as  an  idiocy 
far  more  unaecovmtable.  Thus  we  criticise  but  do  not  better 
each  other. 

After  a  few  days,  in  which  he  composed  himself  thus  by  the 
observation  of  other  people's  imbecilities,  Roger  turned  back, 
always  humoured  by  his  anxious  companion,  by  whose  motion  it 
was  that  they  paused  in  Paris,  then  brilliant  in  all  the  beauty  and 
gaiety  of  spring ;  and  it  was  only  after  Stephen  had  been  for  some 
days  at  Melcombe  that  the  brothers  came  back  to  London.  It 
was  by  this  time  the  beginning  of  May.  Easter  was  over,  and 
with  it  all  country  claims  upon  the  attention  of  society.  The 
season  had  begun  its  hot  career,  and  there  were  a  thousand  things 
to  do  for  all  those  who  were  affected  by  the  influx  of  the  invading 
class,  and  by  many  who  were  not.  Roger  had  got  back,  as  his 
brother  thought,  much  of  his  self-command  and  healthy  balance  of 
faculty.  He  allowed  himself  to  float  into  the  usual  current,  and 
do  what  other  men  did.  If  he  said  something  bitter  now  and 
then  about  the  men,  or  particularly  the  women,  whom  he  encountered, 
or  betrayed  a  scornful  consciousness  of  those  little  attempts  to  attract 
so  excellent  a  parti,  to  which  the  intended  victims  of  such  attempts 
are  nowadays  so  very  wide  awake — these,  though  very  unlike 
Roger,  were  not  at  all  unlike  the  utterances  of  his  kind,  and 
roused  no  astonishment  among  those  who  heard  them.  A  fine 
and  generous  mind,  bent  out  of  nature  by  some  personal  experience, 
is  rarely  bitter  enough  to  equal  the  common  sentiments  of  the 
vidgar  and  coarse-minded  in  society  or  out  of  it.  The  cynical 
outbursts  which  grieved  Edmund,  and  jarred  upon  Roger's  own 
ear  like  false  notes,  were  not  so  false  as  the  common  jargon  which 
men  were  accustomed  to  listen  to  and  give  vent  to,  without  thought 
of  any  particular  meaning  at  all.  In  this  way  the  state  of  mind  of 
which  the  brothers  were  so  painfully  conscious  scarcely  betrayed 
itself  outside.  And  they  ceased  to  be  each  other's  constant  com- 
panions in  the  familiar  cu'cles  of  town.  Edmund  had  his  own  '  set,' 
which  was  not  that  of  his  brother.  It  was  at  once  a  humbler  and 
more  exclusive  world  than  that  into  which  Roger  allowed  himself 
to  be  drawn,  without  any  special  inclination  one  way  or  the  other, 
drifting  upon  the  customary  tide.  Edmund  avoided  the  ordinary 
and  ine\atable,  to  which  Roger  resigned  himself.  He  had  friends 
here  and  there  of  quite  different  claims  and  pretensions.  Some- 
times he  would  be  at  an  artist's  gorgeous  house  in  St.  John's 
Wood,  sometimes  at  the  big  plain  dwelling  of  a  lawyer  or  savant 
in  Russell  Square.     He  did  not  at  all  mind  where  it  was,  so  long 
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as  he  found  people  who  were  congenial,  and  whose  notions  of 
existence  were  more  or  less  in  keeping  with  his  own.  These 
notions  of  existence,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say,  were  not  con- 
fined to  the  habits  of  Belgravia  or  even  Mayfair. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  Edmund,  when  thus  freed  of  all  re- 
sponsibility for  his  brother,  and  the  position  which  had  been  little 
less  than  that  of  Eoger's  keeper,  or  his  nurse,  felt  much  more  at 
his  ease,  and  began  to  enjoy  himself  He  liked  the  beginning  of 
the  season.  The  stir  of  renewal  in  the  veins  of  the  great  city,  a 
stir  which  runs  through  everything,  and  in  which  all  her  various 
developments  have  a  share,  was  pleasant  to  him.  He  went  to  all 
the  exhibitions,  and  to  the  scientific  gatherings,  and— what  we  fear 
wiU  greatly  impair  any  favourable  impression  he  may  have  made 
for  himself  upon  the  mind  of  the  reader — even  to  some  which  are 
far  from  being  scientific,  those  which  flourish  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Exeter  HaU.  He  did  this  without  a  blush,  and  realised  with  a 
smile  how  wonderfully  alike  they  all  were,  both  in  their  good 
qualities  and  in  their  bad.  In  all  there  was  a  certain  ground  of 
honest  enthusiasm,  and  in  all  a  superstructiu-e  of  humbug  and 
make-believe,  and  not  one  of  the  actors  in  these  scenes  was  aware 
where  the  reality  ended  and  the  sham  began.  In  some  of  these 
places  he  encountered  Mr.  Gavelkind,  the  lawyer  who  had  charge 
of  the  affairs  of  the  Travers  family,  whom  Edmund  had  met  at 
Mount  Travers  in  the  late  proprietor's  lifetime.  Mr.  Gavelkind 
was  something  of  an  amateur  in  life,  like  Edmund  himself,  not- 
withstanding that  he  was  a  sober  married  man,  with  a  family. 
He  was  so  sober,  so  respectable,  so  out  of  place  in  some  of  the 
haunts  where  the  young  man  found  him,  that  the  lawyer  felt  it 
necessary  to  explain.  '  You  will  wonder  to  see  me  so  much  about,' 
he  said.  '  You  will  think  I  ought  to  be  at  my  own  fireside,  a  man 
of  my  age.' 

'  I  was  not  thinking  specially  of  firesides,'  said  Edmund ;  and 
indeed  there  was  but  little  occasion,  for  a  lectiu:e  was  then  going 
on  at  the  Royal  Institution  which  was  of  a  nature  altogether  to 
discountenance  such  old-fashioned  ideas.  There  was  a  large  audience, 
and  the  occasion  was  supposed  to  be  highly  interesting.  Biit 
Edmvmd  and  Mr,  Gavelkind  were  both  among  that  restless  and 
disturbing  element,  the  men  who  hang  like  a  sort  of  moving,  rust- 
ling fringe  round  the  outskirts  of  every  such  assemblage, — men 
who  could  evidently  have  found  comfortable  seats,  and  listened  at 
their  ease  to  aU  the  lecturer's  demonstrations,  had  they  chosen, 
but  who  preferred  to  stand,  or  swing  on  one  foot,  looking  on,  with 
their  heads  close  together,  and  making  remarks,  which  were  not 
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always  in  the  subdued  tone  which  recognises  the  sanctity  of  teaching, 
whatever  the  character  of  that  teaching  may  be. 

*  Yes,'  said  the  lawyer,  '  I  ought  to  be  at  home ;  but  my  family 
are  all  grown  up  and  settled,  Mr,  Mitford.  My  youngest  girl  was 
married  a  year  ago,  and  the  consequence  is  that  their  mother  is 
after  one  or  the  other  of  them  for  ever,  and  nobody  takes  any 
trouble  about  me.  There  is  always  a  baby  come,  or  coming,  or 
something.  It's  all  very  well  for  half  a  dozen  other  houses,  but 
it  doesn't  add  to  the  charm  of  mine.  We  don't  think  it  worth 
while  to  change  our  house,  my  wife  and  I,  but  it's  a  great  deal  too 
large  for  us,  that's  the  truth,  and  a  little  bit  dreary, — just  a  little 
bit.  Mrs.  Gavelkind  has  always  one  of  her  brood  to  look  after, 
and  I  come  here,  or  there,'  he  added,  with  a  gesture  of  his  thumb 
over  his  shoulder ;  where  that  was,  whether  Exeter  Hall,  or  the 
theatres  in  the  Strand,  or  the  House  of  Commons,  or  Mr.  Spurgeon's 
Tabernacle,  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  tell,  for  Mr.  Gavelkind 
frequented  them  all. 

'  It's  not  particularly  lively  here,'  Edmund  remarked. 

'You  mean  the  lecturer?  Well,  I  imagine  I  know  all  his 
arguments  by  heart.  But  then,  why  should  he  take  trouble  about 
me  ?  I  don't  want  to  be  convinced.  I  don't  care  much  for  what 
he  believes,  one  way  or  another.  It's  that  lot  he's  thinking  of, 
and  quite  right  too.  It  is  not  you  or  I,  Mr,  Mitford,  who  will 
ever  do  him  any  credit.' 

'  Softly,'  said  Edmund.  '  I  may  be  an  enthusiastic  student 
seeking  enlightenment  on  this  particular  point,  for  anything  you 
know,' 

'  Oh  ! '  said  the  other,  with  some  curiosity  and  surprise.  He 
paused  a  little,  and  then  resumed  :  '  Are  you  really  interested  in 
this  evolution  business,  now?  Well,  we're  a  strange  lot  ;  that's 
what  I  always  say,  I  see  strange  things  in  my  way  of  business 
every  day.  Bless  us  all,  what's  a  thumb,  or  half  a  dozen  of  'em 
to  what  you  can  see,  going  about  with  eves  in  your  head,  every 
day?' 

'  Indeed,  that  is  my  opinion  too,'  assented  Edmund,  thinking 
rather  sadly  of  his  brother  and  his  arrested  life. 

'  I  knew  it.  I've  a  little  experience  among  my  fellow-creatures, 
and  I  generally  know  from  a  man's  looks.  We  are  a  droll  lot, 
Mr.  Mitford.  Last  time  I  met  you,  it  was  at  that  Fiji  business. 
Odd,  wasn't  it  1  What  you  call  unconventional  those  fdlows  ought 
to  have  been,  if  anybody.  Dear  me !  they  were  just  as  cut  and 
dry  as  the  best  of  us,'  said  Mr.  Gavelkind,  with  a  sort  of  admiring 
pity,  shaking  his  head. 
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'  That  is  true  too,'  returned  Edmund  -with  a  laugh.  '  You  are 
a  desperate  critic,  Llr,  Gavelkind.  From  Exeter  Hall  to  this  sort 
of  thing,  do  you  never  get  any  satisfaction  1 — for  we  have  met  now 
at  a  number  of  places.' 

'  Not  the  sort  of  places  people  generally  mean,  when  they  say 
that,'  said  the  lawyer  with  a  chuckle.  '  I  tell  you  now,  Mr. 
Mitford,  that  actor  man, — that's  the  fellow,  of  all  I've  seen,  that 
has  got  the  most  confidence  in  himself.  It  isn't  a  cause,  or  any- 
thing of  that  sort — but  for  going  at  it  helter-skelter,  whether  he 
can  do  it  or  not,  and  carrying  the  whole  hurly-burly  along  with 

him This  man  here's  got  no  convictions,'  the  lawyer  added. 

'  It  puts  him  out  to  look  at  you  and  me.' 

'  Perhaps  it  is  not  very  respectfid  to  stand  and  talk  while  he  is 
doing  his  best.' 

'  That's  well  said  too.  Perha^^s  I  don't  think  enough  of  that. 
If  you're  going  my  way,  Mr.  Mitford,  I  don't  mind  breaking  off 
in  the  middle  of  his  argument.  A  stroll  in  the  streets  is  just  as 
instructive  as  anything  else,  when  you've  got  a  rational  being 
along  with  you.  I  know  how  to  get  out  without  disturbing  any- 
body.' When  they  had  emerged  into  the  streets,  however,  instead 
of  pursuing  the  course  of  his  reflections,  Mr.  Gavelkind  said — 

'  I've  been  down  in  your  part  of  the  country  since  I  saw  you 
last.' 

'Indeed?'  said  Edmimd.  He  was  taken  entirely  unawares, 
and  it  brought  a  colour  to  his  cheek,  which  was  not  lost  on  his 
companion.  'I  suppose  with  Miss  Travers,'  he  continued.  'I 
hope  that  all  is  well  there.' 

'  Well  enough,  and  very  ill  too,'  said  the  lawyer,  shaking  his 
head.     '  You  know  the  deception  she's  got  in  hand  ? ' 

'  Deception  ! '  said  Edmund^with  surprise. 

'  Perhaps  you  don't  know.  By  her  uncle's  will  she  has  every- 
thing, but  to  save  the  feelings  of  that  little,  useless,  uninteresting 
person ' 

'  I  remember,'  said  Edmund ;  '  but  surely  it's  a  sacred  sort  of 
deception.' 

'A  sacred  falsehood,'  said  the  other,  shaking  his  head;  'all 
that  doesn't  make  it  easier  to  manage  now.  She  has  wound 
herself  up  in  coil  on  coil,  and  unless  the  poor  old  lady  dies,  which 
would  be  the  only  safe  ending,  I  don't  know  how  she's  to  come 
out  of  it.  It's  better  to  let  things  take  their  coiu-se.  You  can't 
play  providence  with  any  success  that  I  have  ever  seen.' 

'  But  surely  it  was  most  natural,  and,  indeed,  the  only  thing 
which  Miss  Travers,  being  the  woman  she  is,  could  have  done.' 
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'■  Being  the  woman  she  is,'  the  lawyer  repeated,  shaking  his 
head.  'She's  a  very  fine  woman,  Elizabeth  Travers.  I  don't 
mean  in  the  usual  sense  of  the  words,  though  she's  a  handsome 
girl  too.  There  are  not  many  like  her,  Mr.  Mitford — though  I 
don't  know  whether  she's  properly  appreciated  among  all  the  old 
fogyisms  of  a  country  neighbourhood.' 

'I  think  Miss  Travers  is  valued  as  she  ought  to  be,'  said 
Edmund,  again  with  a  slight  embarrassment.  '  At  least,  as 
near  that  as  common  understanding  goes,'  he  added  after  a 
moment. 

*  Ah,  there  you're  right,'  cried  Mr.  Gavelkind ;  '  that's  never 
within  a  long  way  of  the  reality.  A  coimtry  neighbourhood — 
begging  your  pardon,  if  you're  fond  of  it — is  the  devil  for  that. 
They're  all  so  precious  set  up  on  their  own  merits.  And  the  new 
people,  as  you  call  'em,  the  new  people  get  no  chance.' 

'  All  that  has  been  got  over  in  this  case,'  Edmund  said.  '  The 
old  people — had  very  little  in  common  with ' 

He  was  going  to  say  '  Elizabeth,'  the  lawyer  felt  sure.  The 
puppy !  And  yet  what  a  natural  and,  on  the  whole,  pleasant 
thing  to  do  ! 

'Mrs.  Travers  is  not  a  badly  bred  woman.  She  has  some 
sense,  in  her  way.  But  now  they've  both  got  wound  round  and 
round  in  the  coils  of  this  huge  mistake,  and  the  worst  is  that 
everybody  knows.  You  might  as  well  have  tried,'  declared  Mr. 
Gavelkind,  '  to  smother  the  scent  of  that  ointment,  you  know,  in 
the  Bible,  as  to  keep  a  will  from  being  known.  Who  tells  it  you 
never  can  find  out,  but  before  the  seals  are  broken  it's  everybody's 
property.  That's  one  of  the  things  that  can't  be  hid.  And  some 
time  or  other  it  will  all  com§  out,  unless  the  old  lady  dies,  which 
would  be  the  best.' 

'  It  seems  a  pity  to  doom  the  old  lady  on  that  account.' 

'  Then  Miss  Travers  should  marry,  sir,  as  great  a  fool  as  herself, 
who  would  accept  the  position  and  keep  it  up.  And  I  don't  sup- 
pose a  saint  like  that  is  easily  to  be  met  with  in  this  commonplace 
sort  of  a  world.' 

'  Should  he  be  a  saint  \ '  Edmund  asked  with  a  faint  laugh. 
They  were  crossing  a  stream  of  bright  light  from  an  open  door, 
and  Mr.  Gavelkind,  looking  sharply  up,  saw  the  wave  of  colour 
which  went  once  more  over  his  face. 

'  If  you  know  anybody  so  disinterested,  put  the  circumstances 
before  him,  and  tell  him  that  the  man  that  marries  Elizabeth 
Travers  will  get ' 

'  Excuse  me,'  said  Edmund,  putting  up  his  hand  quickly,  '  but 
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don't  you  thiuk  we're  going  rather  far  ]  I  have  no  right,  ou  my 
side,  to  discuss  such  a  question,  whatever  you  may  have.' 

'Oh,  I've  right  enough,'  cried  Mr.  Gavelkind.  'Good-night, 
Mr.  Edmund  Mitford.  We  are  a  queer  lot  in  this  world.  Lord, 
to  thiuk  of  a  man  troubling  his  head  about  evolution  that  can  see 
the  contradictions  of  human  nature  every  day  1 ' 

With  this  curious  bombshell  or  Parthian  arrow,  the  lawyer 
gave  Edmund's  hand  a  hasty  shake,  and  before  he  could  draw  his 
breath  had  turned  round  and  darted  away. 

The    man    that    marries    Elizabeth    Travers    will    get 

Edmund  went  along  Piccadilly,  when  he  was  thus  left,  with  these 
words  ringing  through  his  mind.  They  formed  into  a  kind  of 
chorus,  and  sung  themselves  to  the  accompaniment  of  all  the 
rhythm  of  life  around,  as  he  passed  along  quickly,  silently,  absorbed 
in  the  thought.  It  was  not  a  new  thought,  though  it  was  one 
which  he  had  never  allowed  himself  to  entertain.  Nobody  could 
understand  like  himself  the  chill  resistance  of  the  county  neigh- 
bourhood first,  the  flutter  of  discussion  after,  and  all  those  levities 
about  the  heiress  which  had  flown  about  like  thistle-down.     The 

man  who  marries  Elizabeth  Travers  will  get What  shoidd 

he  get,  that  happy  man  ■?  Was  it  so  many  hundreds  of  thousands 
that  old  Gavelkind  had  been  about  to  say  1  Half  the  people  in 
the  county  could  have  told  that  with  a  glib  certainty,  and  had 
repeated  it  till  an  honest  heart  grew  sick.  Was  that  all  that  the 
husband  of  Elizabeth  Travers  would  get  ?  Edmund  unconsciously 
flung  his  head  high,  with  a  half  sob  of  generous  feeling  in  his 
throat.  That  was  not  what  the  old  lawyer  had  been  about  to  say. 
Even  that  old  feUow  knew  better.  The  man  that  marries  Eliza- 
beth Travers The  man  that Fortunate  man,  favoured 

of  Heaven  !  The  tumult  of  the  streets  changed  around  Edmund  to 
a  ring  of  mingled  echoes,  all  chiming  round  these  words.  They 
pressed  upon  him  so,  and  rang  in  his  ears,  that  presently,  when 
he  reached  that  corner  where  all  the  lights  were  flashing,  and  the 
streams  of  the  great  thoroughfares  meeting,  and  the  carriage  lamps 
darting  past  each  other  like  fireflies,  he  took  refuge  in  the  quiet 
and  comparative  seclusion  of  the  Park,  like  a  man  pursued.  But 
when  he  got  there,  and  caught  sight  of  the  soft  May  sky  over  the 
wide  spaces  of  the  Park,  and  felt  upon  him  the  shining  of  that 
same  moon,  only  a  little  older,  which  shone  upon  Stephen  and  his 
wooing  at  Melcombe,  instead  of  escaping,  he  found  himself  caught 
again  by  softer  echoes,  like  the  sound  of  marriage-bells.     The  man 

who  marries  Elizabeth   Travers Who,  in  the  name   of  all 

happy  inspirations,  who — was  that  to  be  1 
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SOCIAL   PHILOSOPEY 

The  two  brothers  lived  in  the  same  chambers,  though  they  did 
not  see  very  much  of  each  other ;  for  Roger  generally  was  not  out 
of  bed  when  Edmund  went  out,  and  Edmund  had  retired  to  his 
room  before  Roger  came  in  at  night.  They  were  in  different 
'  sets,'  as  has  been  said.  Roger,  whom  society  held  as  the  more 
desirable  of  the  two  elder  Mitfords,  though  inferior  in  many  ways 
to  the  tliird,  had  been  sucked  into  a  very  usual,  very  commou- 
l^lace  round  of  engagements  which,  without  any  pleasure  to 
speak  of,  to  himself  or  any  one  else,  kept  him  perpetually 
occupied,  and  in  the  condition  of  which  it  is  said  of  a  man  that 
he  cannot  call  his  soul  his  own.  But  it  so  happened  that  on 
this  night,  of  all  nights,  Roger  had  an  engagement  which  he 
disliked  particularly,  or  else  he  had  a  headache,  or  sometliing 
else  had  haj^pened  which  made  him  break  off  abruptly  for  once  in 
a  way  from  that  absorbing  round ;  and  to  the  astonishment  and 
temporary  embarrassment  of  both  brothers,  the  elder  came  in 
while  the  younger  was  still  lingering,  smoking  a  cigarette,  over 
the  dying  fire,  which  was  not  out  of  place  even  in  the  beginning 
of  May. 

'  Hallo  !  is  that  you,  Roger  ? '  said  Edmund ;  and  '  Hallo  !  are 
you  still  there,  Ned  1 '  said  Roger.  These  were  their  only  saluta- 
tious,  though  they  had  not  met  all  day. 

'Yes,  I'm  still  here,'  said  Edmund,  poking  the  fire  to  give 
himself  a  countenance  ;  '  naturally — it's  not  quite  twelve  o'clock.' 

'  I  didn't  know  that  it  was  so  early,'  Roger  rej^hed  with  some 
embarrassment,  bringing  forward  his  favourite  easy-chair. 

'Some  of  your  engagements  fallen  through?  By  the  way,  I 
thought  you  were  to  be  at  the  Stathams'  to-night  1 ' 

'Ned,'  returned  the  elder  brother,  with  a  seriousness  which 
perhaps  was  partly  put  on  to  veil  other  feelings,  '  when  girls  do 
run  amuck  in  society,  it's  appalling  the  pace  they  go.     I've  laughed 
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at  it,  perhaps,  in  other  families,  but,  by  Jove,  when  it's  a  little 
thing  you've  seen  in  long  clothes,  or  short  petticoats ' 

'  Gerry  1 '  said  Eclmund,  looking  up,  with  the  poker  still  in  his 
hand. 

Eoger  only  nodded  as  he  threw  himself  down  in  his  chair.  '  It's 
enough  to  make  a  fellow  forswear  society  altogether,'  he  remarked. 

'  She  means  no  harm.  It's  because  she  was  kept  in  so  much 
in  her  youth.  We  are  partly  to  blame,  for  we  never  attempted  to 
do  anything  for  the  girls.  There's  poor  little  Nina.  I  don't 
wonder  if  they  are  wild  for  pleasiu'e  when  they  get  free :  but 
Gerry  means  no  harm.' 

'  Harm  ! '  cried  Roger,  '  that  little  thing  that  never  spoke  above 
her  breath  !  She  is  as  bold  as  a  fishwife,  and  as  noisy  as — as 
noisy  as — I  can't  find  any  comparison — as  her  kind.  They  are 
noisier  than  anything  else  out.' 

'It  is  all  ignorance — and  partly  innocence,'  said  the  apologetic 
brother.  '  They  tell  her  it's  fun  to  startle  the  old  fogies — and  she 
knows  no  better.  I  believe  most  of  them  are  like  that.  They 
fear  nothing,  because  they  don't  know  what  there  is  to  fear ' 

Roger  kept  on  shaking  his  head  during  this  speech.  '  That's 
all  very  well,'  he  said,  '  that's  aU  very  well ;  but  when  it  happens 
to  be  your  own  sister,  it  takes  away  your  breath.'  To  show, 
however,  how  little  his  breath  was  taken  away,  Roger  here  breathed 
a  mighty  sigh,  which  disturbed  the  calm  flame  of  the  candles  on 
the  table,  and  made  a  slight  movement  in  the  room.  The  fastness 
of  Geraldine  had  given  him  occasion  to  let  forth  some  of  the 
prevailing  dissatisfaction  in  his  mind ;  but  the  trouble  in  him  did 
not  arise  from  that  alone.  '  And  what's  the  good  of  it  all,'  he 
went  on,  '  even  where  there's  no  harm,  as  you  say  1  Good  Lord  ! 
was  life  given  one  to  be  spent  in  a  round  of  stupid  parties  night 
after  night,  and  stupid  nothings  all  the  day  1  What  do  I  care  for 
their  Hurliugham,  and  Lords',  and  all  the  rest  of  it  1  I'm  not  a 
boy ;  I'm  a  man.  I  tell  you  that  I'm  sick  of  all  those  fellows  that 
say  the  same  things,  and  wear  the  same  clothes,  and  make  the 
same  silly  jokes  for  eve?  and  ever.  Jove  !  if  a  war  would  break 
out  or  something,  a  good,  savage,  man-to-man  business,  like  the 
French  Revolution ;  but  the  beggars  would  fight,  I  can  tell  you. 
We'd  neither  stand  to  have  our  heads  cut  off",  nor  run  away.' 

'  No,  I  don't  suppose  we  should — but  why  such  a  grim  sug- 
gestion 1     We'll  have  no  French  Revolution  here.' 

'More's  the  pity,'  declared  Roger  with  a  sigh.  'It  might 
clear  the  air  all  over  the  world,  and  dispose  of  a  lot  that  could  do 
that,  but  are  not  much  good  for  anything  else,' 
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Edmund  feared  above  all  this  fierce  mood,  which  was  half  made 
up  of  longing  for  those  scenes  and  objects  of  living  from  which  he 
had  been  instrumental  in  drawing  his  brother  away. 

'  You  should  try  my  haunts  for  a  bit,'  he  said  with  a  laugh. 
'  My  friends  are  bent — the  most  of  them — on  mending  the  world. 
And  now  and  then  one  meets  an  original  who  is  fun.  To-night 
there  was  old  Gavelkind ' 

He  regretted  it  the  moment  he  had  mentioned  the  name. 

'  Gavelkind  !  who's  that  1  It's  an  odd  name,  I  remember  the 
name.  Something  to  do  with  law :  now  I  recollect.  It  is  the 
old  fellow  one  used  to  see  about  with  Mr.  Travers.  An  original, 
is  he  ?     And  so  was  the  other  old  man.' 

'  Old  men  seem  to  have  the  better  of  us  in  that  way,'  remarked 
Edmund.  '  They  have  had  a  longer  time  in  which  to  form  their 
opinions,  I  suppose.' 

'  Not  the  old  fellows  about  town,'  said  Eoger  fiercely.  '  Old 
beasts  !  holding  on  like  grim  death  to  what  they  call  life.' 

'  You  are  severe  to-night.  If  you  knew  them  better,  no  doubt 
you  would  find  there  was  some  good  in  them  too.' 

'  Let  us  have  no  more  of  your  moralities,  Ned.  I  can't  stand 
them  to-night.  Look  here,  did  he  tell  you  anything  about — about 
them,  you  know — about — Elizabeth — and  the  rest  1  He's  always 
coming  and  going.     What  did  he  say  about  them  % ' 

'  Roger,'  said  Edmund,  turning  from  his  brother,  and  playing 
with  the  poker  iipon  the  dying  fire,  '  I  am  not  much  of  a  fellow  to 

ask  questions — but  I  should  like  to  know If  you  will  let  me 

— I  should — like  to  understand ' 

'  What,  in  the  name  of  Heaven  ?  Am  I  to  be  brought  to  book 
by  you  too  1 ' 

'  Bringing  to  book  is  folly,  and  you  know  it.  There  is  one 
thing  I  should  like  to  be  sure  of.  It  may  be  among  the  things 
that  a  man  has  no  right  to  ask.' 

*Not  from  a  brother?'  asked  Roger,  with  something  like  a 
sneer. 

'A  brother,  I  suppose,  least  of  all — and  yet — I  may  as  well 
say  out  what  I  mean.  There  is  one  name  which  you  have  singled 
out  to  inquire  after.  I  don't  want  to  bring  that  name  under 
discussion  :  we  have  had  enough  of  that.     Roger,  as  one  fellow  to 

another,  without  any  right  to  ask  or  pry  into  your  business 

After  all  that  has  come  and  gone,  have  you  any — feeling  about  her, 

or  intentions,  or Right  1 — -no,  I  have  no  right  to  ask.     I  said 

so  to  begin  with :  only  the  right,'  Edmund  added  with  a  little 
harsh  laugh,  '  of  wanting  to  know.' 
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He  had  put  down  the  poker  and  risen  from  his  chair,  but  not 
to  aid  his  interrogatory  by  his  eyes.  He  stood  with  his  back  to 
his  brother,  staring  into  the  glass,  all  garlanded  with  cards  of 
invitation,  which  was  over  the  mantelpiece,  and  in  which  the  only 
thing  he  saw  was  bis  own  overcast  and  clouded  face.  There  was 
a  momentary  silence  in  the  room,  into  which  the  creaking  of  the 
chair  upon  which  Eoger  was  leaning  heavily,  the  fall  of  ashes  from 
the  gi'ate,  and  even  the  sound  of  footsteps  outside  came  in  as  with 
a  curious  diversion  of  interest,  which,  however,  was  no  diversion 
at  all.  Roger  replied  at  length,  with  his  chin  set  down,  and  the 
words  coming  with  difficulty  from  between  his  teeth,  in  the  tone 
which  all  the  Mitfords  knew, — 

'  I  can't  see  why  you  should  want  to  know,  or  why  I  should 
submit  to  be  questioned — or  what  my  affairs  are  to  you.'  These 
phrases  were  uttered  with  a  little  interval  between  each,  and  then 
there  was  a  longer  pause ;  after  which  Roger  exclaimed,  suddenly 
striking  his  hand  upon  the  table,  'I  feel  like  the  very  devil 
to-night.  Why  do  you  provoke  me  with  questions'?  There 
is  no  woman  in  the  world  that  is  worth  a  quarrel  between  you  and 
me.' 

Edmund  made  no  reply.  He  sat  down  again  in  his  chair 
without  turning  round.  On  his  side,  he  thought,  no  doubt,  that 
the  question  he  had  asked  was  one  that  ought  to  have  been 
answered  should  the  whole  earth  fall  to  pieces ;  and  as  for  no 
woman  in  the  world  being  worth —  He  could  not  but  say  to 
himself  with  some  bitterness  that  the  women  Roger  knew  were 
indeed  worth  but  little,  which,  at  the  same  time,  he  was  aware 
was  not  true.  An  uncomfortable  moment  passed  thus.  Edmund 
could  keep  himself  under,  and  restrain  aU  words  of  impatience, 
but  words  of  kindness  were  beyond  him.  Presently,  in  ten  long 
minutes  or  so,  in  the  course  of  nature,  he  would  say  something  on 
some  profoundly  indifferent  subject,  and  the  incident  would  be 
over,  without  sequence  or  meaning  of  any  kind. 

This,  however,  was  not  to  be.  The  silence  was  broken  by 
Roger,  though  only  by  the  sound  of  his  chair  drawing  a  little 
nearer  to  the  half-extinguished  fire ;  then  he  lightly  touched  his 
brother  on  the  shoulder.  'Ned,  I  say,  no  woman's  worth  a 
quarrel  between  you  and  me.' 

'  I  have  no  intention  of  making  any  quarrel ' 

*  No,  but  I  know  what  you  think.  I  asked  about  Miss  Travers 
because — because  that  old  fellow  was  connected  with  her ;  because 

hers  was  the  first  name  that  came  uppermost ;  because Ned, 

her  name  is  nothing  to  me  more  than  any  other ;  and  it's  a  pity. 
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My  father  was  quite  right,  notwithstanding.  No,  more's  the  pity, 
— her  name  means  nothing  to  me.' 

'  But  it  may,  if  you  regret  it  ah-eacly.' 

Edmund  turned  round  for  the  first  time,  and  looked  his  brother 
in  the  face.  Roger's  eyes  seemed  full  of  a  moisture  which  was  not 
tears ;  a  strange,  softening  liquid  medium  which  made  them  glow 
and  shine.  The  look  of  them  went  to  Edmund's  heart.  He  put 
out  his  hand  and  grasped  his  brother's,  which  was  hot  and  not 
very  steady.  '  Old  fellow,'  he  said,  and  said  no  more.  Emotion 
in  England  does  not  know  how  to  express  itself  between  two  men. 
Pity,  tenderness,  an  awful  sense  of  the  impotence  of  humanity, 
came  into  Edmund's  heart  and  overwhelmed  it.  No  man  can 
save  his  brother.  The  tragic  folly,  the  passion  which  would  not 
loose  its  hold,  the  infatuation  which  appeared  to  have  laid  its  hand 
upon  one,  and  which  the  other  understood  with  an  intolerable 
conviction  of  the  madness  of  it,  the  imworthiness,  were  beyond 
the  reach  of  help.  Anger,  indignation,  wonder,  aU  mingled 
together,  and  all  obhterated  in  pity  could  do  nothing.  Edmund 
understood,  yet  coidd  not  understand.  He  would  have  given  up 
aU  thought  of  liappiness  for  himself,  if  that  would  have  sufficed  to 
pluck  Roger  from  the  edge  of  the  precipice.  But  what  coidd  he 
do  ?  Words  were  of  no  avail,  remonstrances,  arguments ;  nor 
even  the  pointing  out  of  a  better  way.  No  man  can  save  his 
brother.     He  sank  back  in  his  chair  with  a  groan. 

'  There's  nothing  to  make  yourself  unhappy  about,  Ned,'  said 
Roger  with  sudden  cheerfulness.  '  I  am  safe  enough,  and  out  of 
the  way  of  mischief  here.  Out  of  the  way  of  mischief ! '  he 
repeated  mockingly.  'I  should  think  so.  There  is  nothing  in 
poor  little  Gerry's  set,  is  there,  to  tempt  a  man  to  folly  1 ' 

'  I  wish  there  were  ! ' 

'You  wish  there  were?  You  would  like  to  see  Melcombe 
tutued  into  Vanity  Fair,  or  into  a  sort  of  anteroom  to  the  stables, 
— which  1  You  would  like  to.  see  dogs  and  horses,  and  horsey 
men  crowding  up  the  place ;  or  a  rabble  rout,  acting,  dancing, 
mshing  about ;  something  going  on  for  ever  and  ever.  Which  is 
better,  I  wonder,'  said  Roger,  'a  stable-boy  disguised  as  a  fine 
lady,  with  the  best  of  blood  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  education  and 
so  forth,  or  a  woman  descended  from  nobody  in  particular, — just  a 
woman,  no  more  ? ' 

'Is  that  a  question  we  need  to  ask?'  said  Edmund.  But 
Roger  had  left  his  chair,  and  gone  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  to 
supply  himself  with  some  of  those  drinks  which  seem  indispensable 
when  men  sit  and  talk  together,  and  he  did  not  hear,  or  if  he  did 
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hear,  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  pay  any  attention.  He  came 
back  to  his  chair  with  his  glass  in  liis  liand,  and  began  to  talk 
upon  ordinary  subjects,  to  the  great  relief,  yet  disappointment,  of 
his  brother ;  and  they  sat  thus  through  the  small  hours,  discussing 
matters  not  of  the  least  importance  ;  or,  indeed,  not  discussing 
anything;  sitting  together,  while  the  fire  went  out  at  their  feet, 
making  a  remark  once  in  five  minutes  or  so ;  now  and  then 
fortunately  hitting  upon  some  subject  which  called  forth  a  httle 
rapid  interchange  of  words  for  a  few  seconds ;  then  dropping  oflf 
again  into  that  silence  occasionally  broken  with  an  indifferent 
phrase.  They  had  both  many  things  to  think  of,  but  carefully 
abstained  from  approaching  again  the  edge  of  any  subject  that  was 
of  the  slightest  interest.  They  would  both  have  been  a  great 
deal  better  in  bed,  and  they  had  nothing  in  the  world  to  keep 
them  out  of  it ;  no  particular  pleasure  in  this  companionship, 
nothing  but  habit,  which  kept  them  with  their  feet  on  the  fender, 
though  the  fire  was  out;  and,  especially  with  a  window  open, 
it  is  not  always  balmy  in  London  in  the  middle  of  the  night  in 
May. 

At  last  Edmimd  got  up,  stretching  his  limbs  like  a  man 
fatigued.  '  I  think  I'll  go  to  bed,'  he  said.  Then  after  an  interval, 
'  I've  half  an  idea  of  running  down  home  to-morrow.  There  is 
nothing  much  for  me  to  do  here.' 

'  Home  ! '  cried  Roger,  rising  too.  '  To-morrow  !  That's 
sudden,  isn't  it  1 ' 

'  No ;  I  don't  think  it's  sudden.  I'm  not  one  of  your  fashion- 
able men.     I  never  meant  to  stay ' 

'  Oh  ! '  Eoger  said,  and  that  was  all.  The  remark,  however, 
had  a  great  deal  in  it.  It  meant  a  little  surprise,  a  slight  shock, 
indeed,  as  of  a  thing  not  at  all  expected  or  foreseen ;  and  then  a 
half  doubt,  an  imcertainty,  a  dawn  of  purpose.  All  this  Edmund 
divined  and  feared ;  but  he  made  as  though  he  saw  nothing  in  it 
except  that  universal  English  exclamation  which  means  anything 
or  nothing,  as  the  case  may  be.  He  lighted  his  candle  with  sudden 
expedition,  so  as  to  leave  the  room  before  the  dull  air  should  tingle 
with  any  more  words  ;  before  Roger  should  say,  '  I  don't  see — 
why  I  should  not  go  too.'  Edmund  escaped  to  the  shelter  of  his 
own  room  before  these  words  could  be  said,  if  ever  there  had  been 
any  intention  that  they  should  be  said.  The  elder  brother  left 
behind  did  not  say  them  to  himself.  All  that  he  did  was  what 
Edmund  had  done  before,  to  lean  upon  the  mantelpiece  and  gaze 
into  the  glass,  about  which  were  stuck  so  many  cards,  large  and 
smaU.     Gazing  into  a  mirror  is  not  an  unusual  trick  with  people 

K 


130  THE  SECOND  SON  xvii 

with  troubled  minds.  Sometimes  one  does  but  look  blankly  into 
that  unreal  world,  with  its  mystery  and  suggestions.  There  is  a 
kind  of  fantastic  charm  in  it.  Eoger  did  this  blankly,  not  caring 
for  his  own  face,  in  which  he  could  read  nothing  he  did  not  know, 
but  gazing  into  the  void,  which  was  something  different  from  the 
well-known  room  reflected  in  it, — something  with  depths  of  the 
unseen,  and  darkling  shadows  as  profound  as  fate.  What  did  he 
see  there  1  No  prevision  of  what  was  coming ;  only  a  blank  such 
as  there  was  in  his  heart,  without  power  to  anticipate,  much  less 
to  decide,  what  was  to  be. 

Going  home  to-morrow !  Presently  he  began  to  take  down 
and  turn  over  in  his  hands  the  invitation  cards.  At  first  mechani- 
cally, without  any  thought;  afterwards  with  flashes  of  imagina- 
tion, of  realisation.  So  many  crushes  through  which  he  would 
make  his  way,  hat  in  hand,  shake  hands  with  a  few  people,  say 
half  a  dozen  indifierent  words  here  and  there  to  individuals  whom 
he  had  probably  met  half  a  dozen  times  before  the  same  day,  and 
whom  he  did  not  care  if  he  never  saw  again ;  dinners  where  he 
would  eat  the  same  delicacies  out  of  season,  and  maintain  the  same 
talk  evening  after  evening.  '  The  Eow  was  very  full  to-day.  I 
did  not  see  you  at  Lady  Grandmaison's.  It  was  rather  a  pretty 
party,  considering  that  so  many  people  stayed  away.  We  shall 
meet,  I  suppose,  to-night  at  old  Bullion's, — oh,  everybody  is  going.' 
These  were  the  jewels  of  conversation  which  he  would  gather, 
unless  horses  were  in  question,  or  the  prospects  at  Ascot,  or  the 
opinions  of  the  grooms  and  trainers ;  or  perhaps,  which  was  worst 
of  all,  there  would  be  a  young  lady  in  the  house,  gently  m-ged 
upon  him,  carefully  thrown  in  his  way,  sometimes  to  the  girl's 
own  indignation,  sometimes  with  her  consent.  As  he  went  over 
them  all,  Koger,  being  somewhat  jaundiced  in  his  view  of  society, 
and  glad  to  think  the  worst  of  it,  felt  a  sickness  and  faiutness 
steal  over  him.  Why  should  he  stay  for  that  ?  Was  this  enjoy- 
ment ?  Town  was  supposed  to  be  exciting  and  delightful,  and  the 
country  duU  and  flat.  Well,  perhaps  the  country  was  dull  and 
flat.  There  was  nothing  in  it,  save  one  forbidden  thing,  which 
tempted  him  very  much.  But  town  ! — the  vulgar  routine  of  it, 
the  commonplace,  the  vacancy,  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again. 
Why,  a  labourer  on  the  road,  a  gamekeeper  in  the  woods,  had 
something  to  say  that  varied  at  least  with  the  weather  or  the 
season.  He  did  not  ask.  Are  you  going  here  ?  Have  you  been 
there  ?  Yet  it  was  for  that  that  a  man  was  supposed  to  stay  in 
London.     To  give  up,  to  sacrifice 

What?     Roger  did  what  Edmund  had  done.     He  lighted  his 
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candle  hastily  and  went  off  to  Ins  room,  to  escape — from  himself, 
which  is  a  thing  not  so  easily  done  as  to  escape  from  a  brother. 
'  I  don't  see  why — I  shouldn't  go  too.'  Edmund  had  got  away 
before  these  words  were  said,  though  he  had  seen  them  coming. 
But  Roger  was  not  so  quick,  and  could  not' get  away. 
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It  is  not  very  excellent  policy,  perhaps,  when  you  see  the  words 
upon  a  man's  lips,  and  know  they  must  be  uttered  one  time  or 
another,  to  run  away  before  they  can  be  said.  As  likely  as  not 
they  will  be  worse  instead  of  better  when  you  do  hear  them,  taking 
harm  by  the  delay.  When  the  two  Mitfords  met,  next  day,  which 
was  not  till  Edmund  was  ready  for  his  journey,  it  was  to  him  as  if 
some  explosive  which  he  had  thought  dead  and  harmless  had 
suddenly  developed  and  exploded  under  his  feet,  when  Roger  said 
abruptly,  '  I  think  I  shall  go  home  too,' 

'  What ! '  his  brother  cried,  with  mingled  astonishment  and 
dismay. 

'  What  ?     Is  there  any  harm  in  it  1     I'm  sick  of  town.' 

Edmund  said  nothing,  but  waved  his  hand  towards  all  the 
cards  on  the  chimney-piece,  remarking,  however,  as  he  did  so, 
with  a  chill  of  alarm,  that  they  had  been  taken  down  from  the 
glass,  and  lay  together  like  a  pack  of  cards  among  the  ornaments 
of  the  mantelshelf. 

'  Oh,  these  !  What  do  they  matter  1  Half  the  people  will 
never  remember  that  they  asked  me ;  the  other  half  will  never 
iind  out  that  I  have  not  been  there.  I  might  not  have  thought  of 
it  but  for  our  talk  last  night ;  but  why  should  I  make  a  martyr 
of  myself  for  a  pack  of  people  who  care  nothing  for  me  ? ' 

'  Not  that,  Roger ;  but  a  man  like  you  has — duties.  No  one 
leaves  London  at  this  time  of  the  year.' 

'You  are  leaving  Loudon.  Ned,  don't  talk  any  nonsense. 
Duties  !  I'm  not  a  young  duke,  if  that's  the  sort  of  thing  you 
mean.' 

'  You  are  the  eldest  son,  which  comes  to  much  the  same  thing,' 
said  Edmund. 

'With  a  father  who  is  always  threatening  to  disinherit  me, 
and  can  if  he  pleases ;  and  after  all,  no  such  mighty  position,  were 
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it  as  safe  as  the  Tower.  Come,  Ned,  no  folly ;  London  will  never 
put  on  mourning  for  me.  Should  it  shake  society  to  its  founda- 
tions, I  am  still  going  home.' 

'If  that  is  so,  you  will  do  what  you  please,  no  doubt,'  said 
Edmund,  with  much  gravity ;  and  the  consequence  was  that  they 
travelled  down  to  Melcombe  together,  as  they  had  left  it,  but  with 
no  such  eagerness  on  Edmund's  part  to  amuse  and  keep  his 
brother  from  thinking,  which  had  transformed  him  into  an  ex- 
uberant, not  to  say  loquacious,  conversationalist  on  the  way  from 
home.  The  brothers  now  sat  each  in  his  own  corner,  moody  and 
silent :  Eoger,  not  unconscious  that  he  was  taking  a  step  which 
might  be  fatal  to  him ;  Edmund,  vexed  and  disappointed,  saying 
to  himself  that  he  might  have  spared  all  this  trouble,  that  after 
all  he  was  but  an  officious  busybody,  and  that  after  one  tantalising 
moment  of  hope  everything  was  as  before. 

They  reached  home  while  Stephen's  traces  were  still  warm. 
He  had  returned  to  his  regiment  only  the  day  before.  '  I  wonder 
you  did  not  knock  against  each  other  somewhere  on  the  road,'  said 
the  Squire.  '  He's  always  a  queer  fellow ;  he  told  me  you  were 
coming  home.' 

'  I  did  not  know  it  myself  till  this  morning,'  said  Roger ;  '  he 
must  have  the  second  sight.' 

'  He  has  very  keen  eyes  of  his  own,  at  all  events ;  he  gave  me 
a  number  of  tips,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  who  was  apt  to  exalt  the 
absent  at  the  expense  of  the  present.  This  was  the  welcome  the 
young  men  received.  It  left  an  uncomfortable  impression  on  their 
minds  that  their  shortcomings  had  been  talked  over  between 
Stephen  and  their  father,  which  was  not  at  all  the  case.  To 
Edmund  this  gave  scarcely  any  uneasiness,  but  it  lit  up  a  dark 
glow  of  anger  under  Roger's  eyes.  They  had  been  talking  him 
over,  no  doubt,  in  that  which  was  his  most  intimate  and  sacred 
secret,  putting  vulgar  interpretations  to  it,  hideous  developments. 
Roger  thought  he  could  hear  the  mocking  of  Stephen's  laugh,  and 
it  raised  in  him  a  responsive  fury.  What  did  Stephen  know 
about  anything  that  was  sacred  1  He  had  his  own  vulgar  amours, 
and  judged  others  by  that  standard.  Roger  quivered  with  indig- 
nation as  the  image  of  these  possible  conversations,  which  had 
never  taken  place,  came  before  him. 

The  weather  seemed  to  change  all  in  a  moment  as  they  left 
town,  as  it  sometimes  does  in  the  capricious  English  spring.  It 
had  been  ungenial  and  cold  there ;  here  it  was  May,  as  that  month 
should  be,  but  so  seldom  is,  in  all  the  softness  of  the  early  year, 
the  air  sweet  with  growth  and  blossom,  the  skies  shedding  balm. 
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Something  in  this  delicious  sudden  transformation  went  to  the 
young  men's  hearts,  softening  and  charming  them.  The  first 
dinner,  the  domestic  gathering  for  which  Edmund  had  trembled, 
passed  over  quite  harmoniously,  Mr.  Mitford  appeared  for  tlic 
moment  to  perceive  that  to  irritate  his  son  was  bad  policy,  and 
Nina's  soft  storm  of  questions  as  to  Geraldine  and  Amy  filled  up 
the  silence  at  table.  Here  unexpectedly  Roger  and  his  father 
were  in  accord. 

'  Don't  you  think  Gerry  might  ask  me  to  come  and  see  her  1 
Don't  you  think  I  might  write  and  say  I  should  like  to  come  1 ' 
Nina  no  doubt  was  bolder  since  Stephen's  judicious  drawing  out 
had  put  so  many  new  ideas  in  her  head. 

'No,'  said  Roger,  'certainly  not,  if  you  take  my  advice.' 

'  Oh  !  that's  not  what  Steve  said  ;  he  said  they  had  such  fun  ! ' 

'  I  don't  think,  sir,'  said  Roger  to  his  father,  '  it's  the  kind  of 
fun  you  would  approve  of  for  a  girl.' 

'  I  have  told  her  so,'  returned  the  Sqiiire.  '  There,  Nina,  you 
hear  what  your  brother  says  ;  your  brother's  a  good  authority ; 
not  like  Steve,  who  is  a  rover  himself.  Run  away  now,  and  let 
me  hear  of  Geraldine  no  more.' 

'  Oh,  papa  ! '  Nina  exclaimed. 

'I  tell  you  I'U  have  no  more  of  it,'  said  Mr.  Mitford.  'I 
never  liked  that  sort  of  thing.  Your  mother  was  a  quiet  woman, 
and  I've  always  been  used  to  quiet  women.  These  girls  ought  to 
be  spoken  to, — they  ought  to  be  spoken  to.  But  Stei^heu  tells 
me  Statham  is  a  fellow  that  can  take  care  of  his  wife.' 

'There  is  no  need  for  alarm,  sir,'  remarked  Edmund;  'the 
girls  mean  no  harm.' 

'I  hate  fast  women,'  said  the  Squire,  'I  never  could  bear 
them.  Your  mother  was  a  pattern  ;  out  of  her  own  house  nobody 
ever  heard  a  word  of  Mrs.  Mitford.  That's  the  greatest  praise  a 
woman  can  have.' 

'  That  is  no  longer  the  opinion  of  society,'  said  Roger.  '  They 
think  the  more  a  woman  is  talked  of,  the  more  noise  she  makes, 
the  more  absurdities  she  does,  the  better.  If  she  has  a  moment's 
quiet,  she  thinks  she's  out  of  the  swim.  If  she  stays  a  night  at 
home,  she's  half  dead  with  the  bore  of  it.  Women  are  not  what 
they  used  to  be.' 

'The  more's  the  pity.  It's  all  the  fault  of  this  ridiculous 
education,  which,  thank  Heaven,  I  never  went  in  for,'  said  the 
Squire.  'They  think  themselves  emancipated,  the  little  fools, 
and  they  don't  care  how  far  they  go.' 

Edmund  had  an  observation  trembling  on  his  lips,  to  the  efiect 
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that  education,  which  the  Squire  thanked  Heaven  he  had  never 
given  in  to,  could  scarcely  be  the  cause  of  his  sister's  failings,  but  he 
was  stopped  by  a  certain  nervous  air  of  seriousness  in  Eoger's  face. 

'  My  own  opinion  is,'  said  Roger,  whose  eyes  had  an  abstracted 
look,  as  if  he  were  ruminating  a  general  principle,  '  that  to  find  a 
woman  of  the  old  type,  like  my  mother,  sir, — sweet  and  womanly,  you 
know,  and  fond  of  home,  and  satisfied  to  be  happy  there, — whoever 
she  was,  would  be  better  than  anything  you  could  get,  family, 
money,  rank,  whatever  you  please,  and  a  fast  girl  along  with  it. 
That's  my  opinion ;  and  as  I've  just  come  from  the  midst  of  them, 
I  think  I  ought  to  know.' 

'  All  right,  my  boy,'  assented  the  Squire,  '  I'm  with  you  as  far 
as  you  go.  Carry  out  your  views,  my  fine  fellow,  and  you  may 
be  sure  you'U  please  me.' 

This  pregnant  conversation  was  interrupted  by  a  question  on 
Nina's  part,  in  which  that  little  person  took  a  very  practical  view 
of  the  matter.  '  Should  one  always  stay  at  home  1 '  she  asked. 
'  If  Geraldine  and  Amy  had  always  stayed  at  home,  they  would 
never  have  been  married,  and  then  you  would  not  have  got  rid  of 
them,  papa.  I  have  heard  you  say  you  were  glad  to  have  got  rid 
of  them.  If  I  am  never  to  go  on  any  visit,  nor  see  any  one,  you 
will  never,  never  get  rid  of  me.' 

'Run  away,  Nina.  We've  had  enough  of  this.  The  first 
thing  a  woman  ought  to  learn,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,.'is  when  to  go, 
after  dinner.  Five  minutes  after  the  servants, — that's  long  enough. 
Run  away.' 

But  the  conversation  languished  after  Nina's  little  white  figure 
stole  reluctantly  out  of  the  room.  The  twilight  was  sweet,  the 
windows  were  open,  the  air  was  balmy  with  the  breath  of  early 
summer.  The  Squire  talked  on,  but  his  sons  paid  slight  heed. 
He  continued  the  discussion  of  women  which  Roger  had  begun. 
But  it  is  rare  that  such  a  discussion  can  be  carried  on  without  a 
jar,  especially  when  the  company  is  a  mingled  one,  and  youth,  still 
accessible  to  romance,  not  to  say  actually  touched  by  the  glamour 
of  love,  has  to  listen  to  the  prelections  of  an  elder  man  upon  this 
delicate  subject.  The  Squke  did  not  trangress  decorum,  he  was 
not  disposed  that  way;  but  he  was  full  of  that  contempt  for 
women  which  men  of  his  age,  especially  when  freed  from  all 
domestic  intercourse  with  the  inferior  sex,  often  entertain.  And  it 
may  be  supposed  that  his  talk  about  what  constituted  a  good 
mother  and  continuer  of  the  race,  and  all  the  domestic  qualifications 
which  he  thought  necessary,  was  of  a  kind  little  congenial  with 
the  perturbed  yet  absorbing  passion  which  Roger  had  held  at 
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arm's-length  so  long,  only  to  fall  back  into  with  redoubled  force 
and  entrainement  now ;  or  with  the  more  visionary,  yet  at  the 
same  time  more  highly  pitched  sentiment  of  Edmund,  whose  feet 
were  being  drawn  away  by  the  sweet,  rising  tide,  but  who  had 
not  yet  ventured  to  launch  fairly  upon  it.  Roger  was  the  more 
impatient  of  the  two,  for  his  mind  had  gone  much  farther  than 
that  of  his  brother.  He  was  indeed  moment  by  moment  passing 
out  of  his  own  control,  feeling  his  feet  and  his  heart  and  his 
thoughts  swept  along  by  that  resistless  flood,  and  all  the  will  he 
ever  had  against  it  gone  like  a  useless  barrier  across  a  river.  He 
bore  his  father's  matter-of-fact  discourse  as  long  as  human  nature, 
in  so  very  different  a  vein  of  sentiment,  could  do ;  and  it  was  at 
last  quite  suddenly,  with  a  start,  as  if  he  had  been  touched  by 
something  intolerable,  that  he  rose  from  his  chair,  'Excuse  me,' 
he  murmured,  'I've  got  a  headache,  I  must  try  the  open  air;' 
and  he  slid  out  into  the  gathering  grayness  of  twilight  like  a 
shadow,  leaving  Mr.  Mitford  open-mouthed,  with  the  half  of  his 
sentence  unsaid. 

'  I'm  afraid  Eoger  is  not  very  well,'  cried  Edmund,  getting  up ; 
'  if  you'll  excuse  me  too,  sir ' 

'  Nothing  of  the  sort,'  said  the  Squire.  '  Excuse  you '?  No,  I 
won't  excuse  you ;  sit  down,  I  tell  you,  Ned.  What !  your  first 
night  at  home,  and  neither  one  nor  the  other  of  you  can  spend  half 
an  hour  with  your  father  after  dinner  1  Let  Roger  alone ;  you're 
not  a  couple  of  girls  to  make  yourselves  interesting,  fussing  over 
each  other's  headaches.  I  suppose  the  truth  of  the  matter  is,  he 
wants  his  cigar.  I'm  glad  he's  gone,  for  one  thing.  You  can  tell 
me  what  he's  been  about,  and  in  what  mind  he's  come  home.' 

'  I  can  tell  you  neither  the  one  nor  the  other,'  said  Edmund,  not 
sufficiently  under  his  own  command  to  overcome  his  annoyance  at 
being  detained,  and  his  fear  as  to  what  his  brother  might  do. 
Then  he  added,  'I  must  follow  him,  father;  for  Heaven's  sake, 
don't  detain  me  !     He  may  be  going ' 

'  Sit  down,  sir,'  exclaimed  the  Squire,  with  a  powerful  hand  on 
his  son's  arm,  forcing  him  back  into  his  chair.  '  Let  him  go  to — 
the  devil,  if  he  likes ;  if  he  means  to,  do  you  think  you  can  keep 
him  back  ? ' 

'That  is  true,'  said  Edmund,  yielding,  with  once  more  that 
sense  of  impotence  which  makes  the  heart  sick.  What  could  he 
do,  indeed  1  Certainly  not  keep  back  Roger's  fated  feet  from  the 
path  which  any  opposition  would  make  him  only  the  more  deter- 
mined to  tread.  No  man  can  save  his  brother.  To  have  to  sub- 
mit to  his  father's  interrogations  was  hard  too. 
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'Where  may  he  be  going'?  What  does  he  want?'  asked  Mr. 
Mitford.     '  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  he's  come  home  as  great  a 

fool  as  ever  1    Do  you  mean  to  tell  me Why,  what  was  that 

about  women  1  What  did  you  understand  by  that  1  The  fellow's 
a  liar  as  well  as  a  fool,  if  it  wasn't  Elizabeth  Travers  he  meant. 
Right  sort  of  woman,  whoever  she  was ;  better  than  rank,  and  so 
forth, — well !  she's  nobody  ;  but  she's  worth  a  score  of  the  fast 
ones.  Isn't  that  true  1  What  do  you  mean,  confusing  my  mind 
again,  when  what  he  has  said  is  as  clear  as  daylight  1  I  tell  you, 
Ned,  if  he's  deceiving  me  again ' 

'  I  never  said  he  was  deceiving  you.  I  am  not  my  brother's 
keeper.     I  can't  give  you  any  account  of  Eoger.' 

'You  mean  you  won't.  I  know,  honour  among  thieves. 
You'd  rather  see  your  father's  heart  broken,  and  all  his  plans  put 
out,  than  split  upon  your  brother.  That's  your  code,  never  mind 
what  becomes  of  me.  Your  father  's  nobody,  and  his  interests  are 
nothing ;  but  stand  together  like  a  band  of  conspirators,  and  keep 
him  in  the  dark.  Keep  him  in  the  dark ! — that's  what  you  think 
honour.     It's  not  the  first  time  I've  found  it  out.' 

'  Father,  I  don't  think  you  have  any  right  to  question  me  so. 
I  should  not  betray  my  brother  if  I  could ;  but  as  it  happens,  I 
can't,  even  if  I  wished,  for  I  know  nothing.  We  have  not  been 
very  much  together  even  in  an  outside  way ;  and  if  you  think  he 
opens  his  heart  to  me ' 

'To  whom  does  he  open  his  heart  then?'  cried  the  Squire. 
'  Has  he  got  a  heart  to  open  1  It  doesn't  seem  so,  so  far  as  his 
family  is  concerned.  Now  look  here,  Ned,  this  sort  of  thing  can't 
go  on.  He  must  make  up  his  mind  one  way  or  the  other.  If  he 
will  not  take  my  way,  he  shall  not  take  my  property ;  that's  as 
clear  as  daylight.  If  he's  meditating  any  disgrace  to  his  family,  it 
shall  never  be  done  in  this  house,  I  can  answer  for  that.  You'd 
better  warn  him ;  you  shall  have  it,  not  he.' 

'  I,  sir  ! '  cried  Edmund,  springing  from  his  chair. 

'  No  heroics,  for  I  sha'n't  believe  them.  Melcombe  is  mine,  to 
dispose  of  it  as  I  i^lease.  Unless  Eoger  does  as  I  Avish,  he  sha'n't 
have  it,  not  a  square  foot  of  it.  You  shall  have  it;  I've  said  so 
before.  You  think  I'm  joking,  perhaps?  I  never  joke  on  such 
subjects ;  you  shall  have  it.  There !  my  mind  is  made  up,  and 
there's  not  another  word  to  say.' 

'Stop  a  moment,  father,'  exclaimed  Edmund.  'Nothing  in 
this  world,  neither  your  will,  nor  the  law,  nor  any  motive  in  exist- 
ence, would  make  me  take  my  brother's  place.  I  don't  joke  any 
more  than  you  do,  once  for  all.' 
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'  Bah  ! '  said  the  Sqiiire ;  '  wait  till  you're  tried.  Your  brother's 
place  !  It  is  nobody's  place ;  it's  my  place  to  the  last  moment  I 
can  hold  it,  and  then  it  goes  to  whoever  I  choose.  Hold  your 
tongue,  Ned.  And  now  you  can  go  and  look  after  your  brother. 
Take  care  of  him,  pretty  innocent;  don't  let  him  fall  into  bad 
hands.  You'll  take  greater  care  of  him  than  ever,  now  you  know 
what'll  happen  if  you  don't  succeed.' 

He  went  off,  with  a  laugh  that  rang  through  the  room,  tramp- 
ing along  the  corridor  with  his  quick  footstep,  which  was  not 
heavy  for  so  large  a  man,  yet  vibrated  through  the  house,  finding 
out  somehow  every  plank  that  sounded  and  every  joint  that 
creaked,  as  no  other  step  did.  When  that  hasty  progress  had 
concluded  with  the  swing  of  the  library  door,  another  door  opened 
softly,  and  Nina  stole  in. 

'  Oh,  is  papa  angry  1     Oh,  Edmund,  is  it  about  me  1 ' 

'  Nina,  you  have  been  listening  again  1 ' 

'  No,  indeed ;  oh  no ;  besides,  I  coidd  not  hear  a  single  word  ; 
everything  was  quiet,  as  if  you  had  been  the  best  of  friends.  It 
is  only  his  step  like  that,  and  then  he  slammed  the  library  door.' 

'  The  library  door  always  makes  a  noise ;  no  one  was  angry ; 
there  was  not  a  word  said  about  you.  Be  satisfied,  Nina;  I'll 
come  and  talk  to  you  afterwards.     I'm  going  out  a  little  now.' 

'  Are  you  going  after  Roger,  Edmund  1  for  I'm  sure  he's  gone 
to  the  West  Lodge.' 

'  What  do  you  know  about  the  West  Lodge  ?  What  nonsense 
you  talk,  Nina  !  What  should  Roger  do  there  1  He  has  gone  to 
smoke  his  cigar.' 

'  I  know  very  well,'  said  the  girl,  '  he  had  no  cigar.  He  came 
round  to  the  hall  to  get  a  hat,  and  then  he  went  off.  Oh  !  I  know 
quite  well  what  it  means  when  people  walk  in  that  way.' 

'  In  what  way  1 ' 

'  I  am  not  very  good  at  explaining :  going  straight  on,  with 
their  heads  bent,  as  if  they  did  not  want  to  look  where  they  were 
going,  because  they  knew  so  well.  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  don't 
know  V 

Edmund,  alas,  knew  very  well  what  she  meant.  He  flung 
himself  back  into  a  chair  with  that  sense  of  despamng  which  had 
seized  him  so  strongly  on  various  occasions  already.  What  could 
he  do  to  stop  those  steps  of  fate  1 
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Roger  went  out  into  the  twilight  without  seeing  anything,  with 
his  head  bent,  taking  long  steps  straight  forward,  as  his  sister  had 
said.  While  he  had  been  musing  the  fire  had  burned.  All  the 
way  down  in  the  silence  of  the  noisy  train,  all  through  the  dinner 
hour  with  its  needful  ceremonials,  the  thoughts  so  long  repressed 
had  been  flowing  on  and  on  in  full  stream,  until  his  heart  was  full 
and  could  no  longer  contain  itself.  He  had  relieved  himself  a  little 
by  these  enigmatical  speeches  about  women.  '  A  woman  of  the  old 
type,  like  my  mother,  sweet  and  womanly  and  fond  of  home,  and 
satisfied  to  be  happy  there — whoever  she  might  be — would  be 

better '   It  was  a  relief  to  say  this ;  it  was  the  last  development 

of  the  thought  which  had  given  him  so  much  comfort,  perhaps  the 
first  thought  which  had  given  him  any  comfort  at  all  in  the  whole 
matter.  Instead  of  a  fast  woman,  or  a  horsey  woman,  or  a  woman 
given  up  to  '  fun '  and  sport,  to  find  one  who  was  all  a  woman,  the 
flower  of  life,  the  sweet,  the  gentle,  and  the  true.  No  one  coidd 
deny  that ;  it  was  clear  as  daylight.  It  might  be  a  good  thing,  if 
you  so  chanced  it,  to  find  such  a  woman  in  yoiu-  own  class, — one  that 
knew  all  the  little  punctilios,  how  to  receive  yom-  guests,  and  sit 
at  the  head  of  your  table,  and  all  that.  Yes,  it  might  be  a  good 
thing ;  one  who  had  connections  something  like  your  own,  though 
everybody  says  your  wife's  relations  are  a  bore.  That  might  be  an 
advantage,  if  it  so  happened.  But  otherwise,  instead  of  one  of  the 
society  women,  those  creatures  who  cared  for  nothing  but  amuse- 
ment, how  much  better  to  have  a  fresh  and  uncontaminatcd  being, 
vigorous  and  pure  as  nature  could  make  her,  knowing  no  harm  nor 
thinking  any !  A  wife  like  that  brought  new  blood  and  new 
possibilities  to  a  house.  It  was  a  thing  that  ought  to  be  done,  for 
mere  policy,  from  time  to  time.  True,  there  might  be  drawbacks, 
— drawbacks  that  were  very  evident  on  the  foce  of  them  ;  the 
father  and  mother,  for  example,  who  would  turn  everything  upside 
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down.  That  could  never  be  a  pleasant  thought ;  but  it  was  better 
than  a  band  of  fast  girls  and  doubtful  men  who  would  convert  one's 
house  into  a  bear-garden.  People  put  up  with  these  last  because 
the  offenders  had  good  names,  because  they  were  in  '  society,'  though 
Heaven  knows  their  manners  were  often  bad  enough, — worse  than 
the  Fords.  The  Fords — well,  no  doubt  that  would  be  a  bitter  pill! 
But  at  least  it  was  a  thing  which  nobody  would  have  any  business 
with, — a  skeleton  which  could  be  comfortably  disposed  of  in  the 
cupboard  at  home.  Better  that  a  thousand  times  than  the  other. 
He  repeated  this  to  himself  again  and  again,  or  rather  it  turned 
over  and  over  in  his  mind,  giving  him  the  most  curious  justification 
in  everything  he  was  doing.  He  had  struggled  before  as  against  a 
thing  that  had  no  excuse,  but  now  he  had  found  one ;  now  it  seemed 
to  him  of  two  possibilities  the  better  one, — far  better  for  himself, 
for  the  race,  and  the  name. 

The  spring  night  was  very  sweet.  There  were  great  bushes  of 
hawthorn  here  and  there,  gleaming  whitely  through  the  faint  half 
light,  filling  the  air  with  their  fragrance.  He  wandered  from  point 
to  point,  half  guided  by  those  trees,  taking  much  the  same  course 
that  Stephen  had  done.  It  was  a  fortnight  later,  and  the  moon, 
Avhich  had  been  then  young,  was  now  on  the  wane  and  rose  late. 
That  was  one  element  of  enchantment  withdrawn ;  and  Roger, 
though  much  more  apt  to  regard  things  poetically  than  his  brother, 
was  not  doing  so  to-night.  He  did  not  think  of  the  sweetness  of 
the  evening,  scarcely  even  of  her  sweetness  who  was  drawing  him 
towards  the  place  where  she  was.  It  was,  he  would  have  said, 
the  serious,  the  practical  part  of  the  question  that  occupied  him 
now.  He  had  not  any  love  meeting  to  look  forward  to,  as  Stephen 
had ;  no  feeling  of  triumph,  no  excitement  of  the  senses,  was  in  him. 
He  was  going  over  the  matter,  as  he  thought,  coolly,  balancing  the 
advantages  and  disadvantages,  and  for  the  first  time  seeing  all  that 
was  to  be  said  on  the  favourable  side.  He  was  hardly  aware,  even, 
that  all  this  time  he  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer  to  Lily.  He 
had  not  had  any  thought,  when  he  set  out,  of  seeing  her  that  night. 

When  he  saw  something  moving  among  the  trees,  not  far  from 
the  West  Lodge,  Eoger  was  startled,  almost  alarmed.  He  went 
towards  the  thing  by  instinct,  saying  to  himself,  however,  that  it 
must  be  one  of  the  servants,  or  perhaps  some  passing  villager,  not 
aware  that  this  was  not  the  permitted  way.  He  was  in  the  clothe? 
he  had  worn  at  dinner,  and,  like  Stephen,  the  whiteness  of  his 
linen  was  like  a  moving  speck  in  the  dark.  He  went  on,  quicken- 
ing his  pace,  he  hardly  knew  why ;  going  up  to  the  spot  where 
somebody  must  be,  partly  with  the  instinct  of  proprietorship  to 
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warn  off  an  intruder,  partly  with  a  less  defined  feeling.  Something 
indistinct  separated  itself  from  the  trees,  as  he  went  on,  and  turned 
towards  him.  There  was  a  little  cry,  a  tremulous  Oh  !  and  a 
sound  Mke  the  flutter  of  a  bird — and  was  it  Lily,  with  a  quick 
movement,  who  came  to  meet  him,  as  if  she  had  expected  him,  as  if 
she  would  have  run  to  him  1  He  asked,  with  a  sudden  leap  of  his 
heart,  'Who  is  if?  who  is  iti — Lily?' — making  a  rapid  step  for- 
ward, so  rapid  that  she  was  almost  in  his  arms.  Then  there  was 
a  quick  recoil,  a  cry  almost  wild,  with  a  sharp  note  of  wonder  in 
it, — '  Mr.  Roger ! ' — and  he  saw  that  it  ivas  Lily,  but  Lily  drawing 
back,  startled  and  frightened ;  not  ready,  as  he  had  thought,  for 
one  moment  of  siu-prise,  to  fling  herself  into  his  arms. 

'  Yes,  it  is  Roger,'  he  said.  *  You  thought  it  was — some  one 
else?' 

'  I  was  looking  for — my  father — he  is  late,  and  I  came  out  to 
look  for  him.  Mother  was — a  little  anxious.'  Lily  was  breath- 
less with  alarm  or  some  other  feeling,  and  panted  between  the 
words — '  and  we  did  not  know,  sir,  that  you  -had  come  home.' 

'  You  could  not.  I  came  on  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  I 
scarcely  know  why.' 

'  They  say,^  said  Lily,  still  panting  a  little,  '  that  it  is  very  gay 
in  London  at  this  time  of  the  year.' 

'  Yes,  it's  very  gay.  I  am  not  fond  of  gaiety.  The  park  here, 
and  a  young  gentle  creature,  like  you,  walking  in  it  in  the  sweet 
evening,  that  is  more  delightful  to  me.' 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Roger.' 

'You  think  I  don't  mean  it,  perhaps,  but  I  do,'  said  Roger, 
feeling  his  own  breath  come  a  little  quickly.  '  You  suit  the  soft 
darkness  of  the  evening,  Lily.     It  is  like  poetry,  and  so  are  you.' 

'  I  am  only  a  poor  girl,  Mr.  Roger,'  said  Lily.  It  was  not  a 
speech  such  as  she  was  usually  disjDosed  to  make.  She  could  not 
tell,  indeed,  by  what  impulse  it  came  from  her.  There  was  a 
little  vexation  in  it,  for  she  could  not  help  thinking,  witli  a  faint 
pang,  that  Stephen  had  never  said  anything  to  her  so  pretty  as 
this.     But  then  Stephen  laughed  at  poetry ;  he  was  superior  to  it. 

'  Poor  or  rich  makes  little  difference  that  I  know  of,'  said  Roger, 
who  also  had  struck  a  quite  unusual  vein.  'A  true  woman  is 
always  in  her  fit  place.' 

'It  is  very  good  of  you  to  say  so,  Mr.  Roger,' exclaimed  Lily, 
rousing  up  to  the  occasion,  '  for  there  are  some  people  who  don't 
think  so  well  of  us  as  that ;  they  scold  poor  mother  for  me,  as  if  I 
were  not  fit  for  my  own  home.' 

'  I  hope  you  will  not  be  offended,  Lily ;  but  no  one  can  help 
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seeing  that  the  keejier's  lodge  is  not  the  sort  of  place  from  which 
one  would  expect  you  to  come.' 

'  It  is  my  home,  though,'  said  the  girl ;  and  she  added  trem- 
ulously, '  Do  you  think,  if  I  were  in  the  position  of  a  lady,  I  wouldn't, 
I  shouldn't— shame  those  that  put  me  there ' 

'Shame  !'  Eoger  cried  with  indignation.  It  all  seemed  to  him 
very  strange,  as  if  he  had  walked  into  some  fairy  place  where  there 
were  no  disguises,  and  carried  his  breast  uncovered,  so  that  the 
throbbings  might  be  seen.  '  I  cannot  imagine  any  place,'  he  added 
gravely,  '  so  beautiful  or  so  refined  that  you  would  not  be  in  your 
place  there.' 

Even  in  the  uncertainty  of  twilight  Roger  saw  the  blush  of 
delight  that  covered  the  girl's  face ;  but  he  did  not  know  that  it 
was  not  for  him. 

'Thank  you,'  she  said,  'perhaps  I'll  never  be  anything  but 
what  I  am  ;  but  if  I  should  ever  be  different,  I  am  glad  to  know 
that  you  don't  think  I'd  bring  my — friends  to  shame.' 

'  Hush  !  hush  " '  he  said,  '  that  can  never  have  anything  to  do 
with  you.' 

Lily  had  gone  on  towards  the  lodge,  and  Roger  walked  by  her 
in  a  curious  fascination,  like  that  of  a  dream.  He  had  never 
expected  nor  planned  to  have  this  interview.  He  was  not  even 
prepared  for  anything  it  might  lead  to.  He  had  never  talked  to 
her  before  in  the  freedom  of  complete  solitude,  with  no  one  near 
them  to  interrupt.  If  he  had  ever  seen  her  alone,  it  had  been  but 
for  a  few  minutes,  with  Mrs.  Ford  always  ready  to  come  in.  But 
the  effect  of  finding  himself  thus  with  her  bewildered  rather  than 
encouraged  him.  He  had  let  the  first  overflowings  of  his  heart 
have  vent,  which  might  be  mere  vague  compliment,  and  no  more. 
But  her  presence  in  the  midst  of  this  stillness,  the  sensation  as  if 
they  two  were  all  alone  in  the  world,  no  one  near  them,  was  for 
the  present  as  much  as  his  mind  could  take  in.  He  was  prepared 
for  nothing  more.  The  silence  was  so  long  that  at  last  Lily  her- 
self spoke. 

'  It's  very  sweet,'  she  said,  '  to  have  the  park  to  walk  in.  It's 
beautiful  in  the  evenings.  There  has  been  a  moon,  but  now  it  is 
on  the  wane,  and  does  not  rise  till  late.' 

'  Is  this  where  you  walk  always, — not  down  to  the  village  1 ' 

'  The  village  ! — oh  no  !  What  should  I  do  in  the  village  ?  I 
have  no  friends  there.  It  is  hard  upon  a  girl  when  she  has  got  a 
better  education,  and  cannot  move  in  the  class  she  belongs  to,  Mr. 
Roger.  They  don't  like  me  for  that ;  and  they're  so  different,  I 
don't  care  for  them.' 
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'  You  can  have  nothing  in  common  with  them,'  he  said. 

'  No,'  assented  Lily.  '  I  should  like  to  be  with  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  ;  but  they  would  have  nothing 'to  say  to  me.' 

'  You  are  mistaken,  Lily.  That  is  not  the  case,  at  least  so  far 
as — some  are  concerned.  Women,  people  say,  are  jealous.  But 
on  the  other  hand ' 

'  Oh  yes,  Mr.  Roger,'  said  Lily,  '  I  know  there  are  gentlemen 
who  are  pleased  to  come  and  talk.  They  think  it  amusing  to  see 
me  in  my  father's  cottage.  But  I  hope  you  don't  suppose  that's 
what  I  care  for.     I  think  more  of  myself  than  that.' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,'  he  cried,  '  with  all  my  heart.  I  hope  you 
don't  imagine  I  could  ever  mean — Lily,  you  don't  know  with  what 
reverence  I  think  of  you.  I  have  been  among  women  who  are 
not  fit  to  tie  your  shoes ;  and  to  think  of  you  has  kept  me  from 
despising  my  fellow-creatures  and  growing  bitter  and  hard.  You 
don't  know  what  it  does  for  a  man  to  remember  a  girl  so  spotless 
and  sweet  as  you.' 

Lily  was  frightened  by  the  meaning  of  his  voice,  the  earnestness 
with  which  he  spoke,  and  the  fine  words,  finer  than  anything  that 
had  ever  been  said  to  her  before.  And  she  reflected  that  to  have 
two  brothers  making  love  to  her  would  be  very  strange,  that  it 
would  scarcely  be  right.  She  hastened  her  steps  a  little  over  the 
soft  undulations  of  the  turf. 

'You  are  too  kind,  Mr.  Roger,'  she  said.  'If  you  knew  me 
better,  you  would  not  perhaps  think  so  well  of  me.  I  am  well 
enough,  but  I  am  not  so  good  as  that.' 

'  It  is  not  a  question  of  thinking  well  or  ill,'  exclaimed  Roger, 
with  the  strange  sensation  going  through  all  his  being  that  fate 
had  got  hold  of  him ;  that  the  current  against  which  he  had 
been  struggling,  sometimes  so  feebly,  had  at  last  got  the  better 
of  him,  had  swept  him  off  his  feet,  and  was  carrying  him  away. 
'  I  have  long  ceased  to  think  so  far  as  you  are  concerned.  I 
can  only  feel  that  you  have  been  a  new  life  to  me  since  ever  I 
first  saw  you.  I  have  fought  against  it — I  will  not  conceal  that 
from  you — and  tried  hard,  Lily,  I  wonder  if  you  ever  thought 
of  mer 

'  Oh  yes,  Mr.  Roger,'  she  said  tremulously,  walking  on  faster ; 
though  in  her  agitation  she  kept  stumbling  as  she  went.  '  We  all 
thought  you  very  kind.  It  has  been  very  good  of  you,  coming  to 
the  lodge.  It  is  getting  late,  and  I  must  hurry  home.  Perhaps 
fixther  has  got  in  the  other  way.' 

•  Lily,  stop  a  moment ;  kind  was  not  what  I  meant.  Kind  ! — 
it  is  you  who  must  be  kind  to  me,  Lily.     Don't  you  really  know 
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what  I  mean  ? '  he  asked,  touching  her  arm  with  his  hanfl.  '  I 
want  you  to  be  my  wife.' 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Roger ! '  cried  Lily,  moving  suddenly  away  from  him 
with  a  voice  and  gesture  of  horror.  She  said  to  herself  in  her 
fright,  her  heart  almost  standing  still  for  a  moment,  then  leaping 
up  again  in  a  very  frenzy  of  excitement,  that  it  was  lilie  being 
com'ted  by  a  brother.  Should  she  tell  him  1  How  could  she 
answer  him  1  And  she  engaged  to  Stephen  !  She  had  never  felt 
so  terrified — so  overwhelmed,  in  her  life. 

'  You  are  frightened,'  Roger  said.  '  Why  are  you  frightened  1 
Don't  think  of  anything  but  ourselves,  Lily.  Be  selfish  for  a 
moment,  if  you  can  be  selfish.  Everything  will  come  right  after- 
wards for  the  others,  if  it  is  right  between  you  and  me.' 

'For  the  others^'  she  repeated,  faltering,  gazing  at  him  with 
large  and  tearful  eyes  through  the  dimness  of  the  night. 

'Yes,  yes,'  he  cried  impatiently.  'You  are  thinking  of  your 
father  and  of  my  father.  All  that  will  come  right.  Lily,  you 
must  have  known  ;  I  have  not  taken  you  by  surprise.  Will  you  1 
will  you  1  My  Lily  !  Words  cannot  say  what  is .  in  my  heart 
for  you.' 

'Oh,  Mr.  Roger,'  she  exclaimed,  again  putting  up  her  hands 
between  them,  '  don't,  please  don't  talk  so !  I  mustn't  listen  to 
you.  It  makes  me  feel  as  if  I  were — not  a  proper  girl.  Mr. 
Roger,  oh,  for  everybody's  sake,  go  away,  go  away.' 

'  For  everybody's  sake  V  he  said,  the  moisture  coming  to  his 
eyes.  '  Is  that  what  they  have  put  into  your  dear  mind,  that  you 
must  not  listen  to  me,  for  everybody's  sake  1  But,  my  dearest,  if 
I  answer  for  it  that  nobody  shall  come  to  harm,  if  I  tell  you  that 
all  shall  be  well?  Surely  you  may  trust  me  that  nobody  shall 
come  to  harm.' 

She  made  no  reply,  but  hurried  along,  stumbling  over  the 
inequalities  in  her  path,  with  her  head  averted  a  little  and  horror 
in  her  heart.  'Stephen!  Stephen!'  she  said  to  herself;  but  she 
dared  not  utter  his  name.  What  would  Stephen  think  if  he  heard 
his  brother  thus  offering  her  himself  and  all  he  had?  In  the 
shock  of  fancied  guilt,  Lily  coiild  not  realise  what  was  the  ofier 
that  was  being  made.  The  heir  of  Melcombe  and  all  that  he 
had  !  Her  brain  was  not  even  touched  by  the  magnificence  of  the 
conquest.  Perhaps  she  had  not  yet  time  to  realise  it.  She  was 
eager  for  the  shelter  of  the  cottage,  eager  to  get  away  from  him, 
terrified  to  betray  herself,  still  more  terrified  lest  she  should  do 
or  say  something  that  would  make  Stephen  angry ;  his  brother, 
which  was  the  same  as  her  own  brother, — something  too  horrible 
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to  think  of!  He  went  on  speaking,  she  scarcely  heard  what,  as 
he  hurried  on  beside  her ;  begging  her  to  pause,  to  think ;  telling 
her  he  would  wait  for  his  answer,  that  he  saw  she  was  beside 
herself  with  fear.  '  But  why  ?  why  V  Roger  cried.  '  My  sweet 
Lily,  do  you  think  I  woidd  risk  your  father's  living?  Do  you 
think  I  would  do  him  harm  1  If  my  father  even  should  stand  in 
our  way,  do  you  think  I  wouldn't  keep  him  from  suffering  1  Hear 
reason,  dearest,  hear  reason ! '  He  was  out  of  breath,  and  so  was 
Lily.     She  only  cried,  'Oh,  Mr.  Roger !'  as  she  hastened  on. 

Mrs.  Ford  stood  at  her  garden  gate  looking  out  for  Lily,  and 
saw  with  wonder  and  a  shock  at  her  heart  the  figure  which 
accompanied  her  child,  clearly  a  gentleman,  with  his  white  shirt 
front,  otherwise  indistinguishable  in  the  night.  Her  first  thought 
was  that  some  one  was  insulting  Lily. 

'  I'm  here,  dear,  I'm  here ;  you're  all  right,  you're  close  at  home !' 
she  cried. 

'Oh,  mother,  it's  Mr.  Roger!'  cried  LUy  in  reply;  but  she  did 
not  pause  as  if  her  mother's  presence  reassured  her.  '  Good-night, 
sir,'  she  said,  and  ran  in.  And  in  the  stillness  of  the  place  the 
lover  and  the  mother,  facing  each  other  in  the  dark,  could  hear 
her  footsteps  climbing  hurriedly  up  the  narrow,  steep  staircase  till 
she  reached  her  room,  in  which  sanctuary  both  sight  and  sound  of 
her  disappeared. 

Mrs.  Ford  and  Roger  were  left  standing,  confronting  one  another, 
and  the  position  was  not  without  its  disagreeable  side.  Mrs.  Ford 
looked  at  Roger,  and  her  fingers  began  to  fumble  with  her  apron. 
Fear  for  her  daughter,  uneasiness  in  the  presence  of  her  master's 
son,  whom  she  was  so  unwilling  to  offend,  took  all  assurance  from 
her  tone.  And  yet,  if  any  wrong  had  been  done  to  her  child — 
'  Mr.  Roger,'  she  said,  trembling,  '  you  have  given  my  Lily  a 
fright.' 

'  It  appears  so.  Mrs.  Ford,  I  hope  you  will  stand  my  friend  and 
bring  her  to  hear  reason.  It  must  be  Ford  and  my  father  she  is 
thinking  of  No  harm  shall  come  to  Ford.  I  have  asked  her  to 
be  my  wife.' 

Mrs.  Ford  gave  a  shriek  which  echoed  out  into  the  stillness 
among  the  trees.     'Oh  !  good  Lord  ! — Mr.  Roger  !'  she  cried. 


XX 

BROUGHT    TO    BOOK 

There  is  at  once  something  very  exciting  and  strangely  calming 
in  having  at  last  carried  out  an  intention  long  brooding  in  the 
mind.  The  thrill  of  the  real  and  actual  through  all  the  veins 
is  suddenly  met  and  hushed  in  the  awe  of  the  accomplished.  And 
all  the  hundred  questions  which  had  been  distracting  the  spirit, — 
shall  I  ?  shall  I  not  ?  shall  it  be  now  1  soon  1  a  lifetime  hence  1  wUl 
it  be  for  good  1  will  it  be  for  evil  1 — all  these  doubts,  uncertainties, 
peradventures,  cease  and  disappear,  leaving  a  curious  vacancy  and 
awe  of  silence  in  the  soul.  No  need  for  them  any  longer ;  no 
room  for  further  debate.  Whether  it  ought  to  have  been  now  or 
never,  whether  it  was  for  good  or  evil,  it  is  done,  done,  and  never 
can  be  undone.  Perhaps  to  the  most  happy  such  a  crisis  is  some- 
thing of  a  shock,  and  in  the  midst  of  rapture  even  a  regret  may 
breathe,  for  the  time  when  everything  was  still  wrapped  in  the 
mists  of  uncertainty,  everything  possible,  nothing  accomplished. 
Probably,  even  in  such  a  matter  as  a  declaration  of  love,  the  fact 
is  always  less  delightful  than  the  anticipation.  Fancy  alone  is 
high  fantastical ;  the  imagination  which  gives  us  so  many  of  our 
highest  pleasures  is  exigent.  A  look,  a  touch,  the  inflection  of 
a  tone,  may  offend  its  overwrought  expectations,  and  reality  can 
never  be  so  wholly  sweet  as  the  pictures  it  has  drawn. 

Far  more  than  in  ordinary  cases-  was  this  the  case  with  Roger. 
The  melting  of  modest  half-reluctance  of  which  he  had  dreamed ; 
the  shy,  sweet  wonder  of  the  girl  to  whom  he  was  opening  (how 
could  he  help  knowing  that  ■?)  gates  as  of  heaven ;  the  pause  of 
delicate  hesitation,  doubt,  alarm,  all  of  which  his  love  would  have 
so  amply  cleared  away, — these  were  not  what  he  had  encountered. 
His  suit  had  been  received  with  an  appearance  of  terror  very 
different  from  that  veiled  and  tremulous  happiness  which  he  had 
imagined  to  himself  She  had  been  not  shy,  not  trembling  only, 
but  afraid,  in  a  panic  of  real  terror,  anxious  to  escape  from  him ; 
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too  much  terrified  to  hear  what  he  had  to  say.  To  be  sure,  he 
felt  himself  able  to  account  for  this,  iu  a  way  which  exalted  and 
ennobled  Lily,  since  it  was  her  utter  unselfishness,  her  preference 
of  her  father's  interests  and  of  his,  Roger's  interests,  to  her  own, 
her  determination  to  allow  no  quarrel  on  her  account,  no  family 
break-up,  no  endangerment  of  others,  which  had  made  her  receive 
him  so  strangely.  But  yet  it  had  been  a  dis_appoiutment.  He 
had  not,  indeed,  allowed  his  imagination  to  dwell  on  that  scene ; 
other  questions,  far  more  dark  and  tragic,  -had  kept  him  from  such 
lover's  dreams;  but  yet  by  turns,  in  the  pauses  of  his  anxious 
thoughts,  there  had  gleamed  upon  him  a  sudden  picture  of  how 
that  gentle  heart  would  understand  his,  of  the  struggle  in  Lily's 
transparent  countenance,  the  spring  of  delight,  the  pause  of  soft 
alarm.  He  had  seen  these  things  by  a  side  glance.  But  the 
picture  had  not  been  realised. 

This  was  the  first  sensation.  Then  followed  others  more 
personal.  He  had  done  this  thing  over  which  he  had  hesitated 
for  months,  which  he  had  recognised  as  a  revolution  in  his  life, 
full  of  terrible,  perhaps  tragical,  consequences.  He  had  foreseen 
all  these,  both  great  and  little,  from  his  own  banishment  from  his 
father's  house  (which  did  not  seem  a  very  real  danger)  to  the 
more  horrible  certainty  of  the  close  ties  which  would  be  established 
between  him  and  the  Fords,  the  place  they  would  have  a  right  to 
in  his  household,  the  gamekeeper  father,  the  homely  drudge  of 
a  woman,  who  would  be  brought  so  near  him.  All  this  he  put 
behind  his  back  now  with  disdain.  What  he  had  done  he  had 
done,  and  nothing  could  undo  it.  He  raised  his  hand  unconsciously 
as  he  hurried  across  the  park,  waving  all  these  spectres  away. 
He  had  accepted  them,  and  their  power  was  gone.  He  thought  of 
them  no  more. 

A  kind  of  exaltation  came  into  his  mind  as  he  went  home.  To 
have  done  it  after  all  was  much,  to  have  got  out  of  the  region  of 
conflict  and  doubt.  Strange  to  think  that  he  had  been  wasting 
his  strength  in  futile  conflicts  only  this  morning ;  that  yesterday 
he  had  been  struggling  in  those  nets  of  society  which  he  loathed, 
and  had  almost  believed  of  himself  that  he  never  would  have  done 
this  thing,  which  now  it  was  as  certain  he  must  have  done  as  if  it 
had  been  planned  amid  all  the  counsels  of  the  spheres.  And  who 
should  say  it  had  not  been  so  planned  1  When  the  great  crises  of 
our  life  arrive,  we  are  seldom  unwilling  to  recognise  tliat  there  is 
something  providential  in  the  w-ay  they  come  about ;  or  at  least, 
if  we  are  very  advanced  and  superior,  to  smile  upon  the  weaker 
sweet  imagination  which  seems  to  have  some  fanciful  justification 
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for  thinking  that  Heaven  itself  might  have  taken  that  trouble. 
For  how  can  there  oe  a  greater  thing  than  the  bringing  together 
of  two  human  creatm-es,  from  whom  a  greater  and  a  greater  life 
may  spring,  until  the  race  touches  again  the  spheres  ?  Marriages, 
the  simple  say,  are  made  in  heaven.  They  are  fit  things  to  be 
made  in  heaven ;  not  the  marriages  '  arranged '  in  society,  with  so 
much  blood  and  beauty  on  the  one  side,  and  so  much  money  on 
the  other,  or  between  two  great  estates  which  would  naturally 
come  together,  or  for  •  any  other  horrible  devil's  reason,  not 
Heaven's ;  but  between  two  genuine  human  creatures,  man  and 
maid,  between  the  primeval  Two,  the  pair  on  whom  all  life  is 
founded  and  all  society.  Roger  was  not,  perhaps,  a  man  of 
poetical  thought  in  general,  but  the  mind  which  usually  thinks  in 
prose  will  sometimes  strike  a  higher  note  of  poetry  in  exceptional 
elevation  and  excitement  than  the  more  poetically  disposed.  Then 
he  thought  of  the  fast  women,  the  girls  like  Geraldiue  and  Amy, 
and  of  the  contrast  between  the  noisy  racket  of  that  unlovely  life 
and  the  beautiful  tranquil  existence  of  the  true  woman,  working 
all  day  under  a  humble,  quiet  roof,  walking  in  her  sweetness 
among  all  other  sweet  and  tender  influences  in  the  soft  May 
evening,  amid  the  dews  'and  balmy  odours  of  the  park.  How 
different,  he  thought  with  a  certain  glorying  in  his  own  apparent 
unsuccess  (which  he  did  not  believe,  would  not  believe,  was  real), 
how  still  more  diflferent  would  have  been  the  reception  of  his  suit 
in  that  other  world,  the  great  world,  where  he  was  known  as  an 
excellent  parti,  the  heir  to  a  good  estate  !  There  would  have 
been  no  hesitation  about  the  girl  he  had  chosen ;  the  parents 
would  have  accepted  him  with  open  arms.  Lily's  panic  was 
sweet  in  comparison, — how  sweet !  To  her  it  was  the  obstacle 
that  he  should  be  the  heir  of  Melcombe.  How  difi"erent !  This 
thought  carried  his  soul  away,  floating  upon  waves  of  immeasurable 
content. 

He  had  reached  the  house  before  he  was  aware,  going  quickly 
in  the  abstraction  of  his  mind.  It  stood  solid  in  the  summer 
dark,  a  big  shadow  softly  rounded  off  by  the  surrounding  trees ; 
the  great  cedar  on  the  lawn  like  a  tower,  more  substantial  even  in 
its  blackness  of  shadow  than  the  human  house  with  its  flickers  of 
light  at  the  windows.  He  came  to  it  upon  the  garden  side,  where 
were  the  long  row  of  projecting  windows.  In  Nina's,  which 
formed  one  of  the  drawing-room  bays,  there  was  a  light,  and  he 
saw  her  little  face  appear,  suddenly  pressed  against  the  glass, 
peering  out  at  the  sound  of  his  footstep  on  the  gravel.  A  more 
subdued  light,  that  of  his  father's  shaded  lamp,  shone  from  the 


XX  BROUGHT  TO  BOOK  149 

corresponding  window  of  the  library.  Did  his  father  rise  too  at 
the  sound  of  his  step,  or  was  it  only  his  imagination  that  suggested 
a  stir  within  ?  He  had  passed  these  lights,  and  was  making  his 
way  round  to  the  door  which  he  could  see  was  open,  showing  the 
coloured  lamp  in  the  hall  and  a  glow  of  variegated  light  upon  the 
black  oak  carvings,  when  he  heard  himself  sharply  called  from  a 
little  distance  beyond.  It  was  the  Squire's  voice.  Roger  felt  in 
a  moment  that  all  that  had  gone  before  was  as  child's  play,  and 
that  now  the  great  crisis  of  his  life  had  come.  He  went  forward 
slowly,  and  I  will  not  say  that  his  heart  did  not  beat  louder.  He 
was  a  man  fully  matured,  not  one  to  tremble  before  a  father ;  and 
yet  there  went  through  him  a  thrill  of  something  like  alarm, — a 
thrill  which  did  not  mean  fear,  nor  any  disposition  to  yield  to  his 
father  the  arbitration  of  his  fate,  yet  which  was  a  summoning  of 
all  his  energies  to  meet  a  danger  which  he  had  foreseen  without 
ever  expecting  it,  and  which  far  sooner  than  he  had  sujDposed  was 
to  settle  and  decide  the  future  tenor  of  his  life. 

'  Roger,  is  it  you  1  I  might  have  known.  What  do  you  mean, 
bursting  in  at  the  windows  and  scaring  poor  little  Nina  ?  Nobody 
shall  do  that  in  my  house.' 

'  Has  Nina  said  so  1 '  asked  Roger  sharply.  '  I  came  in  at  no 
window,  sir.  When  you  called  me  I  was  making  my  way  to  the 
door.' 

The  Squire  paused,  and  looked  at  his  son  as  a  bull  might  look, 
with  his  head  down  before  charging.  '  It  doesn't  matter,'  he  said, 
'  door  or  window.  Where  have  you  been,  sir  ? — that's  the  question. 
Only  a  few  hours  at  home,  and  here's  somebody  who  must  receive 
a  visit,  who  can't  be  put  off, — the  first  night !  Where  have  you 
been  ? ' 

'Where  have  I  been?  Surely  I  am  not  a  child,  sir,  to  be 
questioned  in  that  way ' 

'  No,  you're  not  a  child,  more's  the  pity.  A  child  can  do  no 
harm  but  to  himself.  You — can  disgrace  your  family  and  every- 
body belonging  to  you.     Where  have  you  been,  sir,  to-night  1 ' 

'  I  have  been,'  said  Roger,  with  a  strong  effort  at  self-control, 
'  in  the  park.  When  you  think  of  it,  you  will  see  that  a  man  of 
my  age  cannot  be  asked  such  questions.  Let  the  night  pass, 
father.  If  you  have  anything  to  ask  that  I  can  answer,  let  it  be 
to-morrow.' 

'  It  shall  be  to-night ! '  cried  the  Squire,  with  foam  flying  from 
his  lips.  *  And  you  shall  answer  what  questions  I  choose  to  ask,  or 
else  I  will  know  the  reason  why.  In  the  park  1  I  know  where 
you  have  been,  you  poor  fool.    You  have  been  at  the  West  Lodge  !' 
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'Well,  sir;  and  wliat  then?'  said  Roger,  the  blood  coursing 
back  upon  his  heart,  all  his  forces  rallying  to  meet  the  attack.  It 
subdued  his  excitement  and  made  him  calm.  He  stood  firmly 
looking  in  his  father's  face,  which  he  could  scarcely  see,  except 
that  it  was  infuriated  and  red.  And  there  was  a  moment  of 
silence,  —  dead  silence, — into  which  the  stirrings  of  the  night 
outside  and  the  movements  of  the  house  came  strangely. 

For  a  moment  Mr.  Mitford  was  speechless  with  rage  and  con- 
sternation. Then  he  turned  and  walked  quickly  into  the  house, 
waving  to  his  son  to  follow  him.  '  We  can't  talk  here.  Come 
into  my  room.' 

The  library  was  a  large  room  lined  with  books,  a  miscellaneous 
collection,  abundant  but  not  valuable,  in  dingy  old  bindings,  which 
made  the  walls  dark.  One  lamp,  and  that  a  shaded  one,  stood  in 
a  corner  on  the  table  where  Mr.  Mitford  read  his  newspapers.  This 
was  the  only  light  visible.  The  Squire  went  up  to  it,  and  threw 
himself  into  his  arm-chair.  Roger  did  not  sit  down.  He  stood 
with  his  hand  upon  the  table,  which  was  in  the  light,  but  his  face 
was  in  shadow.  This  gave  him  a  slight  advantage  over  his  father, 
who  was  full  in  the  light. 

'You  say  "What  then?'"  said  Mr.  Mitford,  'and  you  say  it 
mighty  coolly,  as  if  it  didn't  matter.  Let's  understand  each  other 
once  for  all.  It's  some  time  now  since  you  have  set  yourself  to 
thwart  my  plans.  I  was  ready  to  settle  everything  for  you,  to 
make  it  easy, — and  you  had  the  best  of  everything  waiting  for  you 
to  pick  up.  By  Jove,  you  were  too  well  off, — that's  all  about 
it.  Well,  what's  come  between  you  and  all  this  1  Your  mind's 
changed,  and  your  ways.  Once  you  were  all  straight,  doing  very 
well,  though  you  were  always  a  stubborn  one.     Now ' 

'I  am  still  a  stubborn  one,  I  fear,'  Roger  assented,  with  an 
attempt  at  a  smile. 

'  None  of  your  smiling  ! '  cried  the  Squire,  '  It's  no  smiling 
matter,  I  can  tell  you.  What's  the  reason  1  Confound  you,  sir,' 
exclaimed  the  angry  father,  the  foam  flying  from  his  lips  again,  'do 
you  think  I  don't  know  what  it  is  ?  A  dressed-up,  mincing  milli- 
ner's girl — a  doll  with  a  pretty  face — a — a  creature  !  I've  seen 
her,  sir, — I've  seen  her.  Ford's  daughter, — the  keeper  !  That's 
what  takes  you  every  night  from  home.  And  you  come  back  from 
low  company  like  that  to  your  sister's — and  look  me  in  the 
face ' 

'  I  hope,'  said  Roger,  pale  and  trembling  with  passion,  '  I  can 
look  any  man  in  the  face.  And  as  for  my  sisters,  any  one  of  them, 
if  they  were  half  as  good  as  she  of  whom  you  speak ' 
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The  Squire  was  purple ;  it  was  not  much  wonder  perhaps. 
And  he  knew  that  was  a  bad  thing  for  a  man  of  a  full  habit,  like 
himself,  and  with  one  big  word  to  relieve  his  mind  he  forced  liim- 
self  into  a  sort  of  calmness,  resuming  his  seat  from  which  he  had 
started.  Losing  one's  temper  does  nobody  any  good.  He  puffed 
forth  a  hot  blast  of  angry  breath,  which  relieved  him,  and  then  he 
assumed  what  was  intended  for  a  polished  air  of  composure. 

'  Good  !  I  see  you  have  made  up  your  mind.  May  I  ask  what 
course  you  intend  to  adopt  in  respect  to  this  paragon  ?  I  suppose 
you've  settled  that  too  ? ' 

'  Sir,'  said  Roger,  '  when  a  man  loves  a  woman,  and  she  is  free 
to  marry  him,  there  can  be  but  one  course  to  adopt,  so  far  as  I  am 
aware.' 

'  Oh  !  so  that  is  it ;  "  there  can  be  but  one  course  ! " '  repeated 
the  Squire,  with  that  highly  offensive  attempt  to  mimic  his  son's 
tone  which  was  habitual  to  him.  Then  thundering,  'You  mean  to 
marry  the  baggage,  sir,  and  bring  her  to  this  house,  to  your 
mother's  place ! ' 

'  She  was  my  mothers  favomite ;  she  has  been  trained  upon  my 
mother's  plan,'  said  Eoger  with  white  lips. 

'  Your  mother's  favourite— for  a  waiting-maid  !  Trained  upon 
your  mother's  plan — to  cut  out  aprons  and  sew  them !  Is  that 
what  you  want  her  for  %  But  let  me  tell  you,  sir,  that  girl  shall 
never  sit  in  your  mother's  place, — never,  if  there  was  not  a  woman 

but  herself  in  the  world  ;  never,  if What  is  the  use  of  wasting 

words  %  If  you  mean  to  make  such  a  disgraceful  match,  you  had 
better  count  the  cost  first,  which  is — Melcombe  in  the  first  i^lace, 
and  your  supposed  position  here.  The  land  shall  go  to  your  brother; 
I  withdraw  your  allowance.  Love  is  a  fine  thing,  isn't  it  %  Go 
and  live  upon  it,  and  see  how  you  like  it  then.' 

'  Father,'  gasped  Eoger ;  he  felt  it  necessary  to  control  his  own 
passion,  and  caught  at  the  word  to  remind  himself  of  a  bond  that 
could  not  be  ignored. 

'  It  is  of  no  use  ai^pealing  to  me.  You  think  I  have  been  utter- 
ing vain  threats  and  have  meant  nothing;  but,  by  Jove,  you  shall 
find  out  the  difference.  I've  not  been  a  pedant,'  cried  the  Squire, 
*  nor  a  prude,' — they  were  the  first  words  that  occurred  to  him. 
'  I've  paid  your  debts,  and  jnit  up  with — many  things  no  father 
approves  of 

'You  must  think,  sir,  that  you  are  speaking  to  Stephen,  and 
not  to  mc.' 

'  Hold  your  tongue,  sir  ! '  thundered  the  Squire.  '  I  know  what 
I   am  saying  and  who  I  am  speaking   to.     Stephen  may   be   a 
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fool,  but  not  so  great  a  fool  as  you  are.  He  would  not  throw  away 
his  living  and  liis  place  in  the  world  for  any  woman.  Look  here  ! 
either  you  give  up  this  business  at  once,  this  very  night  (I'll  pack 
the  whole  brood  away  to-morrow,  out  of  your  road),  and  settle  down 
and  marry  as  you  ought,  and  do  your  duty  by  your  family,  or — 
good-bye  ! '  cried  the  Squire,  angrily,  kissing  the  tips  of  his  fingers, 
— '  good-bye  !  Take  your  own  way  ;  it's  to  be  hoped  you'll  find  it 
a  wise  one.     As  for  me,  I've  nothing  more  to  say.' 

'Father,'  exclaimed  Koger  again.  The  shock,  for  it  was  a 
shock,  calmed  him  once  more.  There  had  been  no  very  cordial 
relations  in  the  family,  perhaps,  but  never  a  breach.  And  his 
home  exercised  that  charm  over  him  which  an  ancestral  home  does 
over  most  Englishmen.  The  disinheritance  did  not  strike  him  as 
anything  real,  but  the  severance  had  a  horrible  sound  ;  it  daunted 
him  in  spite  of  himself. 

'  I  will  listen  to  no  appeal,'  said  the  Squire.  '  You  think  you 
can  touch  my  heart  by  that  "  father  "  of  yours.  Pshaw  !  you're 
not  a  baby ;  you  know  what  you're  about  as  well  as  I  do.  We're 
both  men,  no  such  wonderful  difference.  I'll  have  no  false  senti- 
ment. Do  what  I  require,  or  if  you  take  your  own  way,  understand 
that  Melcombe  will  never  be  yours.  I  may  settle  some  trifle  on 
you  for  charity,  but  Melcombe ' 

'  In  that  case,  sir,'  said  Roger,  slowly  and  stiffly,  '  words  are 
useless,  as  you  say.  I  can't  take  your  way  in  what's  life  or  death 
to  me.  Melcombe — can — have  nothing  to  do  with  it  so  far  as  I 
am  concerned.     It  is  yours,  not  mine,  to  dispose  of.     And  as  for 

charity '     His  hand  clenched  upon  the  table,  showing  all  the 

veins ;  but  his  face,  which  was  white  to  the  lips,  was  in  the  shadow, 
out  of  which  his  voice  came  tuneless  and  hard,  with  pauses  to 
moisten  his  throat.  It  stopped  at  last  from  that  cause,  his  mouth 
being  parched  with  agitation  and  passion,  on  the  word  '  charity ' 
which,  had  he  retained  the  power  of  expression,  would  have  been 
full  of  scorn ;  but  he  had  lost  the  power. 

The  door  opened  behind  them  at  this  crisis,  and  Edmund  came 
into  the  room.  Edmund  had  been  uneasy  all  the  evening,  but  his 
mind  went  no  farther  than  uneasiness.  He  feared  vaguely  a 
quarrel  between  his  father  and  brother.  He  feared  that  Roger,  in 
his  excited  and  uncertain  state,  woidd  bear  no  interference,  but 
this  was  all.  He  came  into  the  room  anxious,  but  scarcely  alarmed, 
and  took  no  fright  from  the  words  he  heard.  '  Charity,' — it  had 
ended  thus,  he  thought,  amicably,  on  some  mild  matter  of 
benevolence  on  which  father  and  son  were  agreeing.  But  this 
delusion  lasted  a  moment,  and  no  longer. 
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'Here,  Ned,'  cried  the  Squire,  'you're  just  in  time.  Your 
brother  thinks  more  of  your  interest  than  his  own.  Your  name 
goes  down  in  the  will  to-morrow  in  the  place  of  his.  Shake  hands, 
old  fellow ;  it's  you  that  are  to  have  Melcombe.  You  are  a  bit 
of  a  milksop,  Ned,  but  never  mind.     Shake  hands  on  it,  my  boy.' 

'  What  does  this  mean  1 '  cried  Edmund,  hurrying  forward  into 
the  light.  But  Roger  did  not  wait  for  the  explanation.  He 
caught  his  brothers  hand  as  he  passed  him,  and  wrung  it  in  his 
own ;  then  hurried  out  of  the  room,  leaving  the  two  others,  the 
one  at  the  height  of  excitement,  the  other  disturbed  and  wonder- 
ing, looking  strangely  into  each  other's  eyes. 
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Edmund  and  his  father  stood  looking  at  each  other,  as  Roger's 
steps  died  away.  They  listened  with  a  curious  unanimity,  though 
the  one  was  at  the  height  of  unreasoning  anger,  and  the  other 
anxious  and  alarmed, — as  people  listen  to  steps  that  are  going 
away  for  ever.  There  seemed  some  spell  in  the  sound.  Mr.  Wit- 
ford  was  the  first  to  break  free  from  it.  He  threw  himself  down 
in  his  chair,  making  it  creak  and  swing.  '  Well ! '  he  cried, 
'  there's  heroics  !  And  now  to  business.  You  were  surprised,  I 
don't  doubt,  at  what  I  said  just  now,  Ned.  You  thought  I  didn't 
mean  it.  You  thought,  perhaps,  I  had  said  it  before.  There  you're 
wrong.  If  I  said  it  before,  it  was  but  a  threat,  a  crack  of  the 
whip,  don't  you  know,  over  his  head.  I  am  in  serious  earnest 
now.' 

'  About  what,  sir  'i '  asked  Edmund.  '  Pardon  me  if  I  don't 
understand.' 

'You  mean  you  won't  understand,'  retorted  the  Squire,  who 
spoke  with  a  puff  of  angry  breath  between  each  phrase,  panting 
with  auger.  '  It  is  too  late  for  that  sort  of  thing  now.  You  had 
better  give  me  your  attention  seriously,  without  any  quixotical 
nonsense.  I  don't  say  it  is  wrong  to  consider  your  brother.  You've 
done  so  as  much — more  than  he  or  any  one  had  a  right  to  ex- 
pect ;  but  you're  doing  no  good,  and  that  is  a  sort  of  thing  that 
can't  go  on  for  ever.  You  had  better  accept  the  position,  and  think 
a  little  of  yourself  now.' 

'  What  is  it,  father  1  You  would  not,  I  am  sure,  do  anything 
hasty.  Roger's  not  a  prudent  fellow,  and  he  has  a  hot  temper. 
If  he  has  done  or  said  anything  that  ofi'ends  you,  it  was  inadvertence, 
or  carelessness,  or ' 

'  I  know  very  well  what  it  was,  without  any  of  your  glosses.  If 
you  mean  to  say  that  it  was  not  with  any  intention  of  being  cut  out 
of  my  will  in  consequence,  I  grant  you  that.     Most  likely  he  does 
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not  believe  I  shall  ever  be  aggravated  to  the  point  of  cutting  him 
out  of  my  will.  AVhat  he  wants  is  his  own  way  and  my  property 
too.  Yes,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  with  a  snort  of  hot  breath,  '  that  is 
what  he  intends, — it's  simple.  But  there's  a  limit  to  that  as  to 
everything  else,  and  I've  reached  that  limit.  I've  been  coming  to 
it  for  some  time,  and  he's  clenched  it  to-night.  I  want  to  speak 
of  yourself,  not  Koger.  So  far  as  he's  concerned,  there's  not  another 
word  to  say.' 

'  He  can't  have  done  anything  since  he  came  home — if  it's  only 
something  foolish  he  has  said ' 

'  Hold  your  tongue,  Ned  !  There's  not  to  be  another  word  on 
that  subject,  please ! '  with  fierce  politeness.  Then  the  Squire 
added  with  a  snarl,  '  He's  asked  Lily  Ford  to  marry  him, — or  means 
to  do  so, — and  tells  me  she  was  his  mother's  favourite,  and  there- 
fore is  fit  to  be  put  in  his  mother's  place.  By  Jove  ! '  cried  Mr. 
Mitford,  puffing  out  once  more  from  his  nostrils  a  hot  blast,  '  and 
the  fellow  thinks  I'm  to  stand  that !  It's  all  quite  settled ;  we 
may  take  it  quietly ;  there's  nothing  more  to  say.  Now  comes 
your  turn,  Ned.  You  v^^on't  disgrace  me  in  that  sort  of  way,  I 
know.  You  may  sink  into  a  corner  and  do  nothing  at  all, — that's 
likely  enough, — but  you  won't  disgrace  your  family.  Try  and  be 
something  more  than  negative,  now  you're  at  the  head  of  it. 
You're  not  the  man  your  brother  is,  though,  thank  Heaven,  you're 
not  the  fool  he  is,  either.  Why,  if  you  put  your  best  foot  foremost 
— there  is  no  telUng — Lizzy  Travers  might  like  you  as  well  as 
Roger.     You  could  but  tr3\'' 

The  Squire  exhaled  a  part  of  his  excitement  in  a  harsh  laugh. 
It  sounded  coarse  and  unfeeling,  but  in  reality  it  was  neither.  It 
was  anger,  pain,  emotion,  the  lower  elements  heightened  by  some- 
thing of  that  irritation  of  natural  affection  which  makes  wrath 
itself  more  wrathful,  Edmund  did  not  do  justice  to  his  father. 
He  was  horrified  and  revolted  by  the  supposed  jest,  and  had  he 
given  vent  to  his  feelings  he  would  have  made  an  indignant  and 
angry  reply ;  but  the  thought  that  he  was  Roger's  sole  helper 
restrained  him.  He  must  neither  quarrel  with  his  father,  nor  even 
refuse  these  propositions,  however  horrible  they  were  to  him,  for 
Roger's  sake. 

'  It  would  be  very  painful  to  me,'  he  said  gravely,  '  to  be  put  in 
my  brother's  place.' 

'  What,  with  Lizzy  Travers  1 '  cried  the  Squire,  with  another 
laugh.  'Take  heart,  man.  Women,  as  often  as  not,  prefer 
domestic  fellows  like  you,' 

He  had  the  seusi- 
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tiveness  of  a  man  whose  mind  was  touched  with  the  preliminaries 
of  love,  and  in  a  semi-reverential  state  to  all  women ;  and  to  hear 
one  name  thus  tossed  about  was  almost  more  than  he  could  bear. 
But  there  was  a  great  deal  at  stake,  and  he  mastered  himself. 

'  You  might  leave  me  your  heir,  sir,'  he  said,  '  but  you  could  not 
make  me  the  head  of  the  family.  After  you,  Roger  is  that,  though 
he  had  not  a  penny,  I  am  very  strong  on  primogeniture  so  far  as 
that  goes.' 

'  Primogeniture  is  all  humbug,'  said  the  Squire.  '  If  it  were 
not  that  those  Radical  fellows  are  so  hot  against  it, — as  if  it  could 
do  anything  to  them  ! — I  should  say  myself  it  was  a  mistake.  Let 
the  father  choose  the  son  that  suits  him  to  come  after  him.  That's 
what  I  say,  and  that's  my  case.  As  for  the  head  of  the  family, 
don't  you  trouble  your  mind,  Ned.  The  head  of  the  family  is  the 
one 'who  has  the  money.     You  may  take  my  word  for  that.' 

'  And  yet,  sir,'  said  Edmund  quietly,  '  if  I  were  owner  of  Mel- 
combe  to-morrow,  and  had  everything  you  could  give  me,  I  should 
still  be  obliged  to  bear  the  Llitford  arms  with  a  difference,  to  show 
I  was  not  the  first  iu  descent,' 

This  statement  made  the  Squire  turn  pale.  It  will  probably 
not  impress  the  reader  very  profoundly,  unless,  indeed,  he  belongs 
to  an  old  county  family,  and  knows  what  such  a  misfortune  is.  For 
a  moment  it  took  away  Mr.  Mitford's  breath.  He  had  not  thought 
of  that.  Roger  landless,  with  full  right  to  the  ancient  coat ;  and 
Edmund  rich  and  the  proprietor  of  everything,  yet  bearing  a  mark 
of  cadency,  his  younger  son's  difference  !  That  was  a  bitter  pill. 
He  had  not  thought  of  it,  and  therefore  received  the  blow  full  on 
his  breast.  The  first  effect  it  had  was  to  make  him  more  and  more 
angry  with  his  eldest  son. 

'  Confound  the  fellow  ! '  he  cried,  with  an  earnestness  of  objur- 
gation which  was  more  than  wrath,  Roger  was  not  only  making 
his  father  angry,  but  giving  him  occasion  for  serious  thought.  A 
mark  of  cadency  !  It  was  an  idea  for  which  the  Squire  was  not 
prepared. 

'And  if  what  you  foresee  should  happen,'  said  Edmund,  with 
grave  persistency,  following  out  his  line  of  argument  without  raising 
his  eyes,  '  if  we  should  marry  and  leave  children  behind  us,  there 
would  be  the  Llitfords  who  are  the  elder  branch  poor,  and  the 
Mitfords  who  are ' 

'Stop  that!'  cried  the  Squire;  'if  it  is  so,  it.  can't  be  helped. 
Do  you  think  I'm  going  to  let  myself  be  balked  and  all  my  plans 
frustrated  by  a  trifle  like  that  ?  Let  them  be  the  elder  branch, 
and  much  good  may  it  do  them ! — the  children  of  Lily  Ford,  my 
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gamekeeper's  grandsons  !  By  Jove  ! '  Mr.  Mitford  felt  himself  grow 
purple  again,  and  saw  sparks  iiying  before  his  eyes ;  and  he 
stopped,  for  he  knew  it  was  not  good  for  him  to  let  excitement  go 
so  far.  To  decide  which  of  his  sous  should  succeed  him  was  one 
thing ;  to  open  the  way  for  him  to  receive  his  iuheritance  at  once 
was  very  different. .  He  had  not  the  least  intention  of  doing  that. 
'It's  quite  enough,'  he  said,  'for  this  time  that  you  understand  and 
accept  my  settlement.  I  have  had  enough  of  it  for  one  night. 
To-morrow  we'll  have  Pouucefort  over  and  settle  everything.  You 
can  leave  me  now.  Why  the  deuce  did  you  let  the  fellow  come 
here  1 '  he  exclaimed,  with  a  sudden  outburst,  as  Edmund  turned 
to  leave  the  room. 

'You  may  ask  that,  sir.  It  is  my  fault.  I  told  him  I  was 
coming,  which  I  had  no  need  to  do.' 

'  Need  !  I  would  as  soon  have  told  him  to  hang  himself.  And 
what  did  i/ou  want  here  1  Couldn't  you  have  stayed  in  town  and 
kept  him  straight  1  What  is  the  good  of  you,  if  you  can't  do  a 
thing  like  that  1 '  The  foam  began  to  fly  from  the  Squire's  mouth 
as  the  gust  of  irritation  rose.  '  A  younger  brother,  sir,  should  have 
some  feeling  for  the  family.  He  ought  to  be  able  to  sacrifice  a 
little  to  keep  his  brother  straight.  Good  Lord,  what  is  the  use  of 
him  if  it  isn't  that  1  And  here  you  come  vapouring  to  the  country 
for  no  reason,  and  teU  him  you  are  coming  !  Tell  him  !  For 
goodness'  sake,  why  1 ' 

'  It  was  the  act  of  a  fool,'  said  Edmund,  with  bowed  head. 

'  It  was  worse,'  cried  the  Squire.  '  It  was  the  act  of  Jacob,  he 
that  was  the  supplanter,  don't  you  know,  that  took  his  brother  by 
the  heel — it's  all  in  the  Bible.  It's  your  fault,  and  it  will  be  to 
your  advantage  ;  that's  the  way  of  the  world.  Oh,  I  don't  suppose 
you  thought  of  that, — you're  not  clever  enough ;  but  I  should, 
in   your   position.     I   should  have  seen  what  people  would  say. 

You'll  get  the  land  and  the  lady,  while  Roger,  my  poor  Roger ' 

And  here  the  Squire  broke  down.  Who  could  doubt  that  to  cast 
otf  his  eldest  sou  was  a  misery  even  to  this  high-tempered  and 
imperious  man?  Roger  was  lost  to  him, — there  was  no  going 
back  upon  the  decision  ;  but  still  a  man  might  rage  at  the  things 
and  chances  which  had  turned  his  son  aside  from  tlie  right  way. 

'  Father,  for  God's  sake,  let  things  be  as  they  are ! '  cried 
Edmund.  '  Do  you  suppose  I  would  take  Roger's  iuheritance  from 
him  1  When  you  think  of  it  you  will  relent ;  and  I,  for  my  jmrt, 
could  only  accept  as  his  trustee,  as  his  representative,  to  frighten 
him,  since  you  think  proper  to  do  so,  but  to  restore ' 

The  Squire   looked  up,  suddenly  brought  to  himself  by  tliis 
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unguarded  speech.  His  momentary  emotion  had  blown  off"  and 
the  watchfuhiess  of  the  man  detennined  to  have  his  own  way,  and 
to  permit  no  one  to  interfere,  started  up  in  full  force.  '  Oh  ! '  he 
said,  '  so  that's  it.  Your  compliance  seemed  a  little  too  gracious. 
You're  not  so  ready  to  humour  me  in  a  usual  way.  So  that's  it ! 
I  might  have  known  there  was  something  underhand.' 

Anger  flamed  up  on  Edmund's  cheek ;  but  he  restrained  himself 
once  more.  If  he  let  himself  go  and  joined  Roger  in  his  banishment, 
who  would  there  be  to  make  any  stand  for  the  disinherited  1 
Stephen  1  He  did  not  trust  Stephen.  He  said  gravely,  '  I  do  not 
suppose  you  mean,  in  this  respect  at  least,  what  you  say.  I  have 
never,  that  I  know  of,  done  anything  underhand.' 

'  Well,  perhaps  that  was  strong,'  said  the  Squire.  '  I  don't 
know  that  you  have,  Ned ;  but  I'll  have  nothing  of  the  kind  here. 
I  hope  Pouncefort  knows  his  business.  If  you're  to  be  my  heir, 
you  shall  be  so,  not  merely  a  screen  for  Roger.  Go  away  now. 
I'm  excited,  which,  if  I  had  any  sense,  I  shouldn't  be.  One  lets 
one's  self  get  excited  over  one's  children,  who  don't  care  two  straws 
what  happens  to  one.  That  is  the  truth.  You  are  interested 
about  your  brother ;  but  as  for  me,  who  have  brought  you  up  and 
cared  for  you  all  yoiu-  life ' 

The  Squire's  voice  took  a  pathetic  tone.  He  really  felt  a  little 
emotion,  and  he  was  not  in  the  way  of  using  histrionic  methods ; 
but  yet  everybody  does  this  at  one  time  or  another,  and  he  was  not 
unwilling  to  make  his  son  believe  that  he  felt  it  a  great  deal. 

And  Edmund  was  aware  of  both  phases.  "  He  knew  that  his 
father  was  not  without  heart.  He  was  even  sorry  for  him  in  the 
present  complication  of  affairs ;  but  it  went  against  him  to  fall 
into  the  pathos  which  was  suggested,  and  make  any  pretty  speech 
about  Mr.  Mitford's  devotion  to  his  children  and  the  manner  in 
which  they  repaid  it.  He  stood  still  for  a  moment,  silent,  making 
no  response,  feeling  to  himself  like  an  impersonation  of  the  undutiful 
and  ungrateful  What  could  he  say  1  Nothing  that  would  not  be 
at  least  partially  fictitious,  as  had  been  the  appeal. 

'  I  think  I  will  take  myself  off,  sir,'  he  said,  '  as  you  tell  me. 
To-morrow  we  shall  all  know  better,  perhaps,  what  we  are  about. 
I  am  very  much  taken  by  surprise.  I  never  for  a  moment  supposed 
that,  in  earnest,  you  meant  to  disinherit  your  eldest  son.' 

'  You  thought  I  meant  it  in  jest,  then  1 '  said  the  Squire.  '  It's 
a  nice  thing  to  joke  about,  isn't  it,  a  man's  eldest  son  ?  Well,  go ; 
I  have  had  about  enough  of  this  confounded  business  for  one  night.' 

He  felt  that  his  eff'ort  had  failed,  and  he  was  vexed  to  think  that 
his  voice  had  trembled,  and  that  he  had  really  been  touched  by  hia 
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own  fatherly  devotion,  and  in  vain ;  but  that  soon  went  out  of  his 
head  when  his  son  had  left  him,  and  he  sat  alone  surveying  all  the 
circumstances  at  his  leisiu-e  in  the  quiet  which  solitude  gives.  He 
leaned  his  head  upon  his  hands,  and  stared  at  the  light,  which  came 
with  so  much  additional  force  from  under  the  shade  of  the  lamp. 
He  was  not  a  happy  father,  it  was  true.  His  children  had  gone 
against  him, — Eoger  violently,  Edmund  with  a  silent  disapproval 
which  was  very  trying  to  bear,  Stephen  with  the  careless  insolence 
of  a  young  man  who  knows  the  world  much  better  than  his  father 
does.  Even  the  girls  paid  no  attention  to  his  wishes.  The  elder 
ones  were  fast  young  women  about  town,  which  was  a  thing  he 
detested ;  and  Nina  was  a  little  gossip,  no  better  than  a  waiting- 
maid  at  home.  These  things  all  came  to  the  Squire's  mind  in  this 
moment  which  he  passed  alone.  He  had  done  a  great  deal  for 
them  all,  especially  for  the  boys,  and  this  was  how  they  repaid  him. 
He  protested  in  his  own  mind  against  it  all, — against  their 
indifference,  their  carelessness,  their  superiority  to  his  opinion. 
That  was  what  a  man  got  for  taking  a  little  trouble,  for  trying  to 
make  a  home  for  his  family,  for  giving  up  all  pleasm-e  outside  of  his 
own  house.  It  was  rather  a  fine,  disinterested,  noble-minded  picture 
he  made  of  himself.  It  looked  very  well,  he  thought  unconsciously. 
He  might  have  married  again ;  he  might  have  spent  his  time  at 
race  meetings,  or  gone  into  society,  or  amused  himself  in  a  great 
many  ways ;  but  instead  he  had  lived  at  home,  and  brought  up  his 
children,  and  devoted  himself  to  them.  It  was  a  fine  thing  to  have 
done.  He  had  been  comparatively  young  when  their  mother  died, 
and  she,  poor  thing,  had  gone  early.  But  he  had  never  given  her 
a  successor,  as  he  might  have  done ;  he  had  never  abandoned  her 
children  ;  and  this  was  how  they  rewarded  him, — to  propose  to  put 
Lily  Ford  in  their  mother's  place  ;  to  pretend  to  accept  his  favour 
in  order  to  give  it  back  to  Roger,  whom  it  was  his  intention  to 
disinherit ;  to  go  against  him,  cross  him,  show  how  little  they  cared 
for  him  in  every  way  ! 

Mr.  Mitford  was  not  softened  by  his  reflections  ;  after  that  touch 
of  pathos  and  admiring  self-pity,  he  worked  himself  up  into  anger 
again.  They  might  think  to  get  the  better  of  him,  but  they  should 
not.  They  were  all  in  his  power,  whatever  they  might  tliink.  He 
was  not  bound  to  give  them  a  farthing,  any  one  of  them.  He 
might  marry  again,  for  that  matter,  and  have  heirs  who  would  be 
perfectly  docUe,  who  woiild  never  set  up  their  will  against  his.  By 
Jove  !  and  that  was  what  he  would  do,  if  they  did  not  mind.  Who 
could  say  that  even  Lizzy  Travers  herself  might  not  think  a  man 
of  sixty-five,  hale  and  hearty,  a  man  who  knew  the  world,  as  good 
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as  any  one  of  the  young  fellows  that  did  not  know  a  fine  woman 
when  they  saw  her  1  She  was  not  in  her  first  youth,  after  all, — not 
what  you  could  call  a  girl.  She  was  twenty-five.  The  Squire  said 
to  himself  that  he  might  do  a  great  deal  worse,  and  that  she  might 
do  a  great  deal  worse.  This  gleamed  across  his  mind  for  a 
moment  with  a  triumphant  sense  of  the  universal  discomfiture 
which  he  might  thus  create  all  around.  But,  to  do  him  justice, 
it  was  not  such  a  suggestion  as  found  natural  root  in  his  mind ; 
and  presently  he  returned  to  the  practical  question.  To  disinherit 
Roger,  yet  leave  the  next  heir  free  to  reinstate  him,  was,  of  course, 
out  of  the  question.  The  Squire  drew  his  blotting-book  towards 
him,  and  began  to  write  out  his  instructions  to  Pouncefort.  He 
was  not  at  any  time  a  bad  man  of  business,  and  the  excitement  in 
his  mind  seemed  to  clear  every  faculty.  He  who  had  prided 
himself  so  on  his  freedom  from  all  bonds  of  entail  or  other  restrictions 
upon  his  testamentary  rights  began,  with  a  grim  smile  upon  his  face, 
to  invent  restrictions  for  his  successor.  He  tore  up  several  copies 
of  the  document  before  he  satisfied  himself  at  last ;  and  as  he  went 
on,  getting  more  and  more  determined  that  his  son  should  have  no 
will  in  the  matter,  the  Squire  finally  decided  upon  conditions  by 
which  Edmund  was  to  be  tied  up  harder  than  any  tenant  for  life 
had  ever  been  before  him,  with  the  most  minute  stipulations  as  to 
who  was  to  succeed  him, — his  own  children  first,  then  Stephen  and 
his  children,  then  the  girls, — not  a  loophole  left  for  Roger,  nor  for 
any  arrangement  with  Roger.  The  Squire  perhaps  saw  the  humour 
of  this,  when  he  read  the  paper  over  and  shut  it  into  his  drawer 
before  going  to  bed ;  for  there  was  a  smile  upon  his  face.  Never- 
theless, he  breathed  out  a  long  breath  as  he  lighted  his  candle,  and 
said  to  himself,  '  He'll  never  be  such  a  confounded  fool,'  as  he  went 
upstairs  to  his  own  room  through  the  silence  of  the  sleeping  house. 
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A    MIDNIGHT    TALK 

The  house,  however,  was  not  so  still  as  Mi-.  Mitford  supposed. 
It  contained  at  least  one  room  in  which  an  exciting  act  of  the 
same  family  drama  was  being  carried  on.  The  brothers  had  not 
met  immediately  after  Edmund  had  left  his  father;  for  a  few 
hours  they  had  been  alone,  following  each  the  thread  of  his  own 
excited  and  troublous  thoughts.  Roger  had  gone  out  to  calm  the 
fever  of  his  mind  in  the  coolness  and  darkness  of  the  night. 
Edmund,  hastening  out  of  his  father's  presence  after  his  dismissal, 
had  sunk  into  a  chair  in  the  hall,  where  all  was  vacant,  the  night 
air  breathing  in  through  the  open  door,  the  shadows  of  the  trees 
waving  ftiintly,  the  leaves  rustling.  He  had  thrown  himself  down 
there  in  the  dark,  where  no  one  could  see  him,  to  escape  from  the 
necessity  of  doing  or  saying  anything.  As  he  sat  there  Nina's 
little  white  figure  came  out  from  the  drawing-room,  peered  about 
with  anxious  curiosity,  then  vanished  upstairs;  and  Larkins 
appeared,  with  a  footman  after  him,  to  shut  up  for  the  night. 
Edmund  did  not  move  while  they  passed  from  one  room  to 
another,  closing  the  windows,  letting  down  the  bolts  ai:d  bars. 
The  jar  of  these  noises  gave  a  kind  of  unwilling  accompaniment  to 
his  troubled  mind.  Then  a  quick  step,  unsteady  with  passion  and 
excitement,  approached  rapidly  and  rang  upon  the  pavement.  '  Is 
it  you,  Roger'?'  his  brother  said,  rising  out  of  the  shadows. 
Roger  was  in  no  mood  to  talk ;  he  waved  his  hand  as  if  to  put  all 
interruption  away,  and  hastened  to  his  room  with  an  evident 
disinclination  for  any  further  intercourse.  But  an  hour  or  two 
later,  when  all  was  still,  Edmund,  wlio  had  taken  refuge  in  the 
meantime  in  the  billiard-room,  which  was  the  one  room  of  the 
house  left  alone  by  Larkins,  always  a  refuge  for  the  young  men, — 
their  sulking-room  when  they  were  indisposed  for  family  society, — 
heard  the  door  suddenly  open  and  his  brother  come  in.  The  only 
light  in  the  room  was  from  the  lamp  suspended  over  the  billiard- 
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table,  and  throwing  a  vivid  glow  upon  the  green  cloth.  The 
large  bow-window  at  the  end  let  in  a  prospect  of  pale  sky  and 
waving  branches.  The  room  was  in  an  angle  separated  from  the 
rest  of  the  house.  Roger  came  in  like  a  ghost,  scarcely  seen,  and 
threw  himself  upon  a  chair  near  the  one  wliich  Edmund  had 
himself  taken ;  and  there  they  sat  for  some  time,  stretching  out 
their  long  limbs,  extending,  as  it  were,  their  minds,  racked  with 
distracting  thoughts,  with  nothing  to  say  to  each  other,  and  yet 
so  much ;  communicating  a  mutual  malaise,  misery,  difficulty, 
without  a  word  said.  They  had  a  degree  of  family  likeness  w'hich 
made  this  mute  meeting  all  the  more  pathetic.  They  were 
antagonists  in  interests,  according  to  any  vulgar  estimate  of  the 
case.  The  younger  brother  disapproved  profoundly,  miserably,  of 
what  the  elder  had  done.  He  felt  the  inappropriateness  of  it,  the 
folly  of  it,  to  the  bottom  of  his  heart ;  and  yet  in  this  troubled 
chaos,  where  all  landmarks  were  disappearing  and  every  established 
law  being  abrogated,  he  was  one  with  Roger,  smarting  with  him 
under  the  wounds  given  by  his  father's  rage,  and  even  moved 
(though  he  was  so  much  against  it)  by  a  sort  of  instinctive 
sympathy  with  that  fixtal  infatuation  of  foolish  love. 

They  began  to  talk  at  last  in  monosyllables,  which  dropped  now 
and  then  into  the  silence  with  a  question  and  answer  half 
expressed.  'All  settled,  then?' — 'Nothing  to  be  done?' — 'All' 
— '  Nothing.'  Then  another  long  pause.  By  degrees  a  few  more 
words  came  to  Edmund's  lips  and  a  longer  reply  from  Roger's ; 
then,  the  ice  once  fully  broken,  the  brothers  settled  into  talk. 

'  Don't  spoil  your  own  life  for  me,  Ned,'  said  Roger ;  '  the  die 
is  cast  for  me.  And  in  every  way  it  is  better,  when  you  come  to 
think  of  it.  I  don't  say  there  is  not  reason  in  it,  from  his  point 
of  view.  I've  never  been  blind  to  that  side  of  the  question.  I 
know  that  it  might  not  be  easy  to  reconcile  everything — the  father 
and  mother ' 

'You  see  that,'  exclaimed  Edmund,  'and  yet  it  makes  no 
difference.' 

'  I  have  always  seen  it,'  said  Roger  almost  fiercely ;  '  you  know 
I  have.  I  see  everything.  No !  it  makes  no  difterence, — rather 
the  reverse.' 

'  It  pushes  you  on  1 ' 

'It  pushes  me  on.  Ned,'  he  added,  leaning  forward,  'you 
don't  know  what  it  is  to  be  caught  in  the  tide  like  this.  Every 
disadvantage  pushes  me  on ;  because  it  is  not  what  I  may  have 
dreamed — because,  God  help  us !  there  may  be,  even  afterwards, 
things  to  overcome ' 
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'  Roger,  for  God's  sake ' 

'Don't  sjieak  to  me,'  he  said,  holding  up  his  hand.  'I'll 
quarrel  with  you,  if  you  do, — though,  Ned,  old  fellow.  Heaven 
knows  I  trust  you  and  hold  you  closer  than  any  other  man  in  the 
world.  Only  don't  touch  that  subject.  Yes,'  he  went  on 
dreamily,  leaning  back  in  his  chair  again,  '  I  don't  disguise  it  from 
myself;  there  may  be  things  to  overcome.  We  have  lived  in  very 
different  spheres,  we  have  different  ways  of  thinking,  and  all  tlie 
associations  and  habits — I  scorn  myself  for  thinking  of  them  at  all, 
but  I  overlook  nothing,  I  am  as  cool  and  cold  as  any  calcidating 
machine ' 

'And  yet  you  sacrifice  everything,  you  throw  away  everything.' 

'  Hush  !'  said  Eoger  again,  '  not  a  word.  What  do  I  sacrifice  1 
— the  chance  of  marrying  a  woman  like  my  sisters  ?  And  suppose 
that  there  are  differences  between  her  and  me, — what  are  they  1 
Conventionalities  on  my  side,  things  that  mean  nothing,  man- 
nerisms to  which  we  choose  to  attribute  an  importance ;  to  sit 
down  in  a  certain  way,  to  speak  in  a  certain  tone,  to  observe 
certain  ceremonies.  What  is  all  that?  Who  would  put  these 
nothings  in  comparison  with  a  pure  nature, — a  pure,  sweet  nature 
and  a  good  heart?' 

To  this  Edmund  made  no  reply.  A  self-pleading  so  pitiful 
wanted  none.  The  depths  out  of  which  Roger  spoke,  a  happy 
lover,  feeling  the  world  well  lost  for  the  sake  of  the  woman  he 
loved,  were  too  dark  and  tragic  to  be  fathomed  by  any  sympathiser, 
even  a  brother.     And  perhaps  when  Edmund  did  speak  it  was  stiU 

more  dangerous  ground  upon  which  he  trod.     '  Are  you  sure ' 

he  said,  then  paused,  feeling  the  insecurity  of  the  soil. 

'  Am  I  sure — of  what  ?  That  there  is  no  further  question  as 
to  what  I  have  done  and  mean  to  do '?     Yes,  quite  sure.' 

'  That  was  not  what  I  meant  to  ask — and  you  may  be  offended 
by  my  question ;  but  it  is  serious  enough  to  risk  your  anger  for. 
Are  you  sure  that  she — loves  you,  Roger, — you  who  are  giving  up 
so  much  for  her  1' 

Roger  did  not  reply  at  once,  but  when  he  did  so  did  it  in  haste, 
turning  quickly  upon  his  brother,  as  if  he  had  not  allowed  a 
minute  to  elapse  before  giving  him  his  answer.  *  Woidd  you  like 
her  to  have  thrown  herself  at  my  head,  clutched  at  me  as  a  good 
parti  not  to  be  let  slip  1  That's  what  she  would  have  done  if 
she  had  been  a  girl  in  society ;  but,  fortunately  for  me,  she  is  not 
that.' 

'  Forget  the  girls  in  society,'  said  Edmund ;  '  they  are  not  what 
you  choose  to  think  them,  or  at  least  I  don't  believe  it.     But, 
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Roger,  there's  no  question  so  imjiortant  to  you  as  this.  Think 
how  many  inducements  there  are  for  her  besides  love.  I  will  say 
nothing  else, — I  will  allow  that  everything  has  gone  too  far  to  be 
altered, — but  only  this ;  are  you  sure  that  she  shares  your  feelings? 
I  don't  want  to  bother  you ;  you  know  that.' 

'  Am  I  so  disagreeable  V  demanded  Roger  with  a  laugh ; 
'  beside  all  the  people  she  is  likely  to  see,  am  I  so  little  worth 
considering  1  You  pay  me  a  poor  compliment,  Ned.  But  of  this 
I'm  sure ;  if  it  is  so,  she'll  have  nothing  to  say  to  me.  You  can 
comfort  yourself  with  that  thought.' 

'  Perhaps  not,'  said  Edmund,  hesitating ;  '  but  if  so,  she  will 
have  great  strength  of  mind.  Roger,  for  Heaven's  sake,  make 
sure.  She  has  everything  to  gain,  and  you  have  everything  to 
lose ' 

'That's  enough!'  Roger  rose  impatiently,  and  held  out  his 
hand  to  his  brother.  '  You're  a  Job's  comforter,  Ned !  I 
don't  doubt  you  mean  very  well,  but  this  is  not  the  Avay  to 
encourage  a  man  when  he's — when  he's  at  a  difficult  point  in  life. 
Good-night,  old  fellow  !  I  know  you  wish  me  well.  Don't  spoil 
your  own  chances  for  me,  that's  all.' 

'  Good-night ! '  Edmund  said ;  and  he  sat  still  in  the  silent  room 
after  his  brother  had  left  him,  thinking  over  this  new  danger, — 
that  Roger  might  give  up  everything  he  had  in  the  world  for  the 
sake  of  a  girl  to  whom  he  was  merely  the  means  of  rising,  a  fine 
match,  a  gentleman  elevating  her  out  of  her  own  small  sphere. 
Love  !  how  could  it  be  love  1  What  did  she  know  of  him  to  make 
love  possible  1  It  might  even  be  that  it  was  a  hard  thing  to  expect 
from  such  a  girl  indiiference  to  the  advantages  which  Roger  could 
offer  her  ;  she  would  be  flattered,  she  would  be  dazzled,  she  Avould 
see  herself  in  a  moment  jjlaced  high  above  all  her  equals.  Neither 
she  nor  her  parents  would  believe  in  Roger's  disinheritance ;  and 
he,  with  this  fatal  passion  in  him,  this  fate  which  he  had  not  been 
able  to  resist,  would  barter  away  his  heart  and  his  life — for  what  ? 
— for  the  privilege  of  making  Lily  Ford  a  lady ;  not  to  win  love 
and  all  its  compensations,  but  to  serve  as  a  stepijing-stone  to  the 
ambition  of  an  artificially-trained  girl.  The  tragedy  deepened  as 
he  thought  it  all  over,  sitting  alone,  feeling  the  chiU  of  the  night 
steal  upon  him  in  the  silent  house.  Oh,  what  a  mystery  is  life, 
with  all  its  mistakes  and  tragic  blunderings  !  What  fatal  darkness 
all  about  us,  until  all  illumination  is  too  late  !  It  is  the  spectator, 
people  say,  who  sees  the  game,  not  those  whose  whole  fortune  is 
staked  upon  it.  But  in  this  case  it  was  not  even  so  ;  the  gamester, 
who  had  put  his  all  upon  the  touch  to  win  or  to  lose,  saw  too, — was 
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aware  of  the  ruin  that  might  be  before  him,  the  wasted  sacrifice, 
the  spoiled  life, — and  yet  would  neither  pause  nor  think.  Perhaps 
it  is  the  tender-hearted  looker-on,  in  such  circumstances,  who  has 
the  worst  of  it.  He  has  none  of  the  compensations.  Even  the 
excitement  which  is  sometimes  so  tragic  is  sometimes  also  raptur- 
ous for  the  chief  actor;  but  the  sympathiser  can  never  get  its 
realities  out  of  his  eyes ;  they  overshadow  everything,  even  the 
hope,  which  might  be  a  just  one,  that,  after  all  was  said,  the  soul 
of  goodness  would  vindicate  itself  even  amid  things  evil.  For 
Roger  there  was  still  the  chance  that  joy  might  be  the  outcome ; 
at  all  events,  there  was  no  happiness  for  him  except  in  this  way. 
But  Edmund  saw  the  evil  and  not  the  good,  nor  any  good,  however 
things  might  turn. 
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GOING  AWAY 

When  Roger  woke  next  morning,  and  opened  his  eyes  in  the 
familiar  room,  and  saw  the  peaceful  sunshine  streaming  in  through 
that  familiar  window,  as  he  had  done  for  the  greater  part  of  his 
life,  it  was  not  for  some  minutes  that  he  realised  to  himself  all 
that  had  happened, — all  the  difference  there  was  between  this 
awakening  and  that  of  any  other  day.  It  flashed  upon  him 
suddenly  after  a  moment  of  wonder  and  trouble, — a  moment  in 
which  care  confronted  him,  awake  before  him,  but  with  the  mists 
of  morning  over  its  face.  What  was  it  that  had  happened  ?  Then 
recollection  came  like  a  flood.  He  had  declared  himself  to  Lily, 
his  love-tale  was  told,  he  was  hers  whatever  might  happen.  All 
doubt  or  question  was  over  so  far  as  that  was  concerned.  A  gleam 
of  troubled  sunshine  passed  over  his  memory,  a  vision  of  her, 
timid,  shrinkipg,  with  that  frightened  cry,  'Oh,  Mr.  Roger!' — 
nothing  more  responsive ;  but  what  could  that  be  but  her  modest 
way,  her  shy  panic  at  the  passion  in  him,  her  unselfish  fears  for 
her  father  1     It  could  be  nothing  more. 

Then  out  of  this  sunshine,  out  of  this  transporting  certainty, 
his  mind  plunged  into  the  darkness  again.  He  saw  the  dim  library, 
the  shaded  lamp,  his  father,  furious,  opposite  to  him,  calling  for 
the  renunciation  of  all  his  hopes.  He  raised  himself  slowly  from 
his  bed,  and  looked  round  him.  All  was  so  familiar  and  so  dear ; 
it  was  home.  There  cannot  be  two  homes  in  this  world  ;  he  had 
grown  up  here,  he  knew  every  corner  of  it,  and  there  was  not  a 
nook,  out  of  doors  or  in,  that  had  not  some  association  for  Roger. 
As  in  a  vision  he  suddenly  saw  his  mother  standing  just  within 
the  door,  shading  the  candle  with  her  hand  so  that  the  light  should 
not  fall  on  his  eyes.  He  seemed  to  see  her,  though  it  was  so  long 
since  she  had  stood  there ;  fifteen  years  or  more ;  and  all  this  time 
he  had  lived  here,  with  short  absences ;  coming  back  always  to  the 
same  place,  always  the  chief  person  in  the  house  next  to  his  father. 
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knowing  that  all  was  his  whatever  should  happen.  And  now  it 
was  his  no  longer.  To-day  was  to  be  the  last  he  should  spend 
under  the  paternal  roof;  to-day  was  the  last  day  on  which  he  could 
call  Melcombe  his  home ;  and  up  to  this  time  there  had  never 
been  any  doubt  that  he  would  be  master  of  all.  It  was  not  a 
thing  that  had  ever  been  taken  into  discussion  or  questioned.  He 
was  his  father's  eldest  son,  the  head  of  the  family  after  him.  What 
could  happen  but  that  Roger  should  succeed  his  father  1  He  had 
no  more  wished  for  this  as  an  advantage  over  his  brotliers  than  he 
had  wished  for  his  father's  death  in  order  that  he  might  succeed. 
There  was  no  reasoning  in  it,  no  personal  thought.  It  was  the 
course  of  nature,  taken  for  granted  as  much  as  we  take  it  for 
granted  that  to-morrow's  sun  will  shine, 

Now  the  course  of  nature  was  stopped,  and  everything  that  had 
been  sure  to  be  was  turned  aside  and  would  be  no  more.  Bewilder- 
ment was  the  chief  feeling  in  Roger's  mind ;  not  pain  so  much  as 
wonder,  and  the  difficidty  of  accepting  what  was  incredible, — a 
state  not  of  excitement,  still  less  of  struggle,  but  of  a  certain  dim 
consternation,  incapacity  to  understand  or  realise  what  nevertheless 
he  knew  to  be  true.  He  knew  it  so  well  to  be  true  and  irresistible 
that,  as  he  dressed,  he  arranged  in  his  mind  how  his  few  private 
possessions  were  to  be  disposed  of.  Some  of  tliem  he  would  no 
longer  have  any  use  for, — his  hunters,  his  dog-cart,  the  many  things 
which  somehow  had  come  to  be  his,  without  either  purchase  or  gift, 
the  natural  property  of  the  heir  of  the  house.  Were  they  his  at 
all  1  What  was  his  ?  Almost  nothing  ;  a  legacy  his  godfatlier  had 
left  him,  a  little  money  he  had  at  the  bank,  the  remains  of  the 
allowance  he  had  from  his  father ;  that,  of  course,  would  stop.  He 
must  find  work  of  some  kind, — something  which  he  coidd  do, 
enough  to  maintain  himself — and  his  wife.  His  wife!  Good 
heavens  !  was  it  to  poverty  he  was  to  bring  her  ?  Instead  of  trans- 
porting her  to  the  higher  sphere  in  which  he  had  (0  fool !)  foreseen 
so  many  difficulties,  was  he  to  give  her  only  the  dulness  of  genteel 
poverty, — a  poverty  harder  and  less  simple  than  that  to  which  she 
had  been  used  ?  Was  this  what  it  had  come  to  1  He  tliought  for 
the  first  time  seriously  of  Edmund's  question, — '  Does  she  love 
you?'  She  was  not  mercenary;  no,  not  like  the  society  women. 
She  would  not  count  what  he  had  or  weigh  tlie  advantages  of 

marrying  him,  but The  question  had  become  more  serious  even 

in  the  very  moment  of  being  put.  It  might  have  been  enough  for 
the  future  master  of  Melcombe  to  love  his  bride,  whom  he  could 
surround  with  everything  her  heart  could  desire.  But  if  Lily  were 
to  wed  a  man  disinherited,  she  nuist  love  him.     The  chill  of  that 
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thought  came  over^  him  like  a  sudden  storm-cloud.  He  had  not 
asked  if  she  loved  him.  She  was  a  timid,  modest  girl,  who  perhaps 
had  never  even  thought  of  love.  She  would  love  him  after;  she 
would  come  to  love  him ;  he  who  could  make  her  life  like  a  fairy- 
tale, who  could  change  everything  for  her,  realise  her  every  dream, 
— what  could  she  do  but  love  him  1  He  had  expected  to  be  the 
fairy  prince  to  Lily,  the  giver  of  everything  that  was  delightful  and 
sweet.  He  had  never  been  exacting,  he  had  not  expected  from  her 
a  return  which  he  believed  she  was  too  innocent,  too  inexperienced, 
to  have  thought  of.  It  would  almost  have  wounded  the  delicacy 
of  Roger's  passion  had  she  thrown  herself  into  his  arms,  and 
acknowledged  that  her  heart  had  already  awakened  and  responded 
to  the  fervoiir  of  his.  But  now  the  question  was  altogether  changed. 
Now  that  he  had  nothing  to  offer,  nothing  to  give  her,  it  was  neces- 
sary before  she  accepted  the  only  remainder,  which  was  himself, 
that  Lily's  heart  should  have  spoken,  that  she  should  love  him. 
He  had  not  thought  of  it  in  this  light  even  when  Edmund  put  the 
question  to  him,  nor  had  Edmund  thought  of  it  in  that  light ;  but 
he  saw  it  now. 

The  effect  upon  Roger  of  this  thought  was  extraordinary. 
Certainly  he  had  not  intended  to  carry  away  from  Ford's  cottage 
an  unwilling  bride.  He  had  looked  for  a  sweet  consent,  a  gentle 
yielding  to  his  love,  a  gi'owing  wonder  and  enchantment  and  delight; 

but  now In  spite  of  himself,  a  chill  got  into  Roger's  veins. 

What  had  he  to  offer  her?  Poverty,  obscurity;  an  existence 
differing  from  that  in  which  she  had  been  brought  up  in  nothing 
except  that  it  would  be  far  harder  in  its  necessities  than  those  of 
the  gamekeeper's  cottage  ever  could  have  been.  Acquiescence 
would  not  do  any  longer.  Lily  must  choose,  she  must  know  what 
her  own  heart  said.  This  change  altered  all  possible  relations 
between  them  at  once.  She  must  take  a  woman's  part,  which,  he 
said  to  himself  with  a  groan,  she  was  not  old  enough  nor  experi- 
enced enough  to  take,  and  judge  for  herself.  It  was  for  her  sake 
that  he  would  be  poor,  but  perhaps  she  would  be  in  the  right  if  she 
refused  his  poverty.  It  would  have  to  be  put  to  her,  at  least, 
and  she  must  decide  for  herself.  The  shifting  scenes  which  sur- 
rounded this  resolution  in  Roger's  imagination  were  many  and  vari- 
ous. He  imagined  what  he  woidd  say  to  her,  and  half  a  dozen 
different  ways  in  which  she  might  reply.  She  might  put  her  hand 
in  his  and  say,  'You  need  me  more  if  you  are  to  be  poor;'  or  she 
might  whisper  that  it  was  he,  and  not  his  fortune,  that  had  ever 
moved  her ;  or  she  might  tell  by  nothing  but  a  smile,  by  nothing 
but  tears,  what  her  meaning  was.     There  were  a  hundred  ways. 
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Ah !  if  that  were  so,  it  would  be  easy  to  say  it ;  hut  if  it  were 
not  so  1 

He  set  out  with  a  very  grave  face,  after  the  pretence  at  break- 
fast which  he  had  made  alone,  having  waited  until  the  family  had 
dispersed  from  that  meal, — all  but  Nina,  who  sat  faithful  by  the 
urn,  with  large  eyes  expanded  by  curiosity,  watching  all  her 
brother's  movements,  waiting  till  she  had  poured  out  his  tea  for 
him.  Roger  did  not  even  notice  her  watchful  looks.  He  had  not 
an  idea  that  she  perused  all  the  faces  at  that  table,  one  after 
another,  and  made  tliem  out.  But  something  more  was  going  on 
than  was  within  Nina's  ken :  it  was  not  enough,  she  knew,  to 
conclude  that  papa  had  been  scolding  the  boys, — that  was  the 
only  way  of  piitting  it  which  she  was  accustomed  to ;  but  by  this 
time  she  was  aware  that  it  was  more  serious  than  that.  Roger's 
face,  however,  was  all  shut  and  closed  to  her  scrutiny ;  the  upper 
lip  firmly  set  against  the  lower,  the  chin  square,  the  eyes  overcast. 

'  Will  you  have  another  cup  of  tea,  Roger  ■? '  she  said, 

'No,  Nina,  thanks.' 

'Won't  you  have  something  to  eat,  Roger?  You  have  had 
nothing.     A  gentleman  can't  breakfast  on  a  cup  of  tea.' 

'  Thank  you,  my  dear ;  I  have  had  all  I  want.' 

'Oh,  Roger,  I'm  afraid  you  are  not  well.  Oh,  Roger,  do  eat 
something  before  you  go  out.' 

Her  voice  was  so  much  disturbed  that  he  paused  to  pat  her 
upon  the  shoulder,  as  he  passed  her. 

'  Don't  trouble  about  me,  Nina.  I  have  more  to  think  of  than 
breakfost,'  Roger  said.  His  tone  was  more  gentle  than  usual,  his 
hand  lingered  tenderly  upon  her  shoulder.  Nina  got  very  quickly 
to  her  window,  when  he  had  left  the  room  ;  there  was  no  more 
occasion  for  keeping  her  place  by  the  urn.  She  watched  till  he 
came  out  from  the  other  side  of  the  house  and  took  his  way  across 
the  park.  To  the  West  Lodge  again,  and  so  early !  It  became 
clear  to  Nina  that  something  more  must  be  involved  than  a  scold- 
ing from  papa. 

Roger  had  not  the  air  of  a  happy  lover ;  his  face  was  grave  and 
pale  and  full  of  care.  He  went  straight  across  the  park  as  tha 
bird  flics,  not  even  perceiving  the  obstacles  in  his  way.  It  was 
a  mode  of  progress  as  different  from  the  manner  in  which  he 
used  to  approach  that  centre  of  his  thoughts,  circling  and  circling 
until,  as  if  by  accident,  he  found  himself  close  to  the  little  humble 
place  in  which  was  his  shrine, — as  different  as  tlic  evening  leisure, 
the  soft  nightfiill,  when  l^easts  and  men  were  alike  drawing  home- 
ward, was  to  this  morning  hour  of  life  and  labour.     Ford's  cottage 
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was  different  too ;  it  was  astir  with  morning  sounds  of  work  and 
the  rude  employments  of  every  day.  One  of  the  helpers  about  the 
Melcombe  stables  was  busy  outside  with  something  for  tlie  phea- 
sants, with  half  a  dozen  dogs  following  him  wherever  he  moved ; 
and  the  sound  of  his  heavy  footsteps  coming  and  going,  tlie  rattle 
of  the  grain  in  the  baskets,  the  scuffling  and  occasional  barking  of 
the  yoimg  dogs,  jarred  upon  Roger,  whose  first  impulse  was  to  order 
the  man  away.  But  he  remembered,  with  a  half  smile  which 
threw  a  strange  light  upon  his  face,  that  he  had  no  longer  any 
authority  here,  and  passed  on  to  the  house. 

Mrs.  Ford  was  busy  with  her  domestic  work  within, — very 
busy  cleaning  bright  copper  kettles  and  brass  candlesticks,  which 
stood  in  a  row  upon  the  table  and  made  a  great  show ;  but  though 
she  seemed  so  hard  at  work,  it  was  probable  that  Mrs.  Ford  was 
not  working  at  all.  Her  honest  face  was  disturbed  with  care. 
She  was  red  with  trouble  and  anxiety.  When  she  curtsied  to  the 
young  master,  as  he  came  in,  the  salutation  concealed  a  start  which 
was  not  of  surprise,  but  rather  acknowledged  the  coming  of  a 
crisis  for  which  she  was  on  the  outlook  and  prepared. 

'  I  have  come,'  said  Roger  quickly,  '  to  see  Lily,  as  you  will 
understand  ;  but  I  have  also  come,  Mrs.  Ford,  to  see  you.  Where 
is  Ford  1     I  suppose  you  told  him  what  I  said  to  you  last  night.' 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Roger ! '  cried  Mrs.  Ford,  wiping  her  hands  in  her 
apron,  with  another  curtsy.     '  Oh,  sir,  yes,  I  told  him.' 

'  Is  he  here  1  You  must  have  known  I  should  want  to  come 
to  an  understanding  at  once.' 

'  Oh,  sir  !  It's  early,  Mr.  Roger — we  never  thought — Ford's 
away  in  the  woods ;  he  woiddn't  bide  from  his  work.' 

'  I  suppose  he  told  you  his  mind ;  of  course  you  know  it  well 
enough.     Mrs.  Ford,  I've  got  something  more  to  tell  you  to-day.' 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Roger,'  said  Mrs.  Ford,  '  don't,  sir,  don't  tell  me  no 
more  !  I've  not  got  the  strength  for  it.  Oh,  don't  tell  me  no 
more !  We  are  that  upset.  Ford  and  me,  that  we  don't  know 
what  to  think  or  what  to  say.' 

'Am  I  not  to  be  trusted,  then?'  asked  Roger,  with  a  smile  of 
conscious  power,  grave  as  he  was,  '  Have  you  higher  views  1 
No,  I  oughtn't  to  say  that.  Why  should  you  be  so  upset,  Ford 
and  you  1 ' 

'  Oh,  Mr.   Roger,'  she  said  again,  '  oh,  when  we  thinks  how  it 

would  be What  will  the  master  say,  as  has  been  a  good  master, 

taking  one  year  with  another,  ever  since  him  and  me  was  married, 
— what  woidd  he  say  ?  He  has  a  rough  tongue  when  he's  put  out 
of  his  way.     He'd  say  as  we'd  inveigled  you,  and  set  snares  for 
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you,  and  I  don't  know  ■what.  He'd  think  this  is  what  we've  been 
aiming  at  first  and  last,  giving  her  her  eddication  for,  and  all  that.' 

'  You  need  not  trouble  yourself  to  think  what  he'll  say  ;  he'll 
take  no  notice.  We  have  had  some  words,  he  and  I,  and  I  don't 
think  he  will  interfere  any  more.  Where  is  Lily?  I  have  much 
to  say  to  her.  And  as  for  you,  my  father  will  not  be  unjust  to 
you.' 

He  was  turning  along  the  narrow  passage  which  led  to  Lily's 
parlour,  when  Mrs.  Ford  caught  him  by  the  arm.  '  Mr.  Roger  ! 
Lily's  not  there.' 

'Not  there'?  Where  is  she'?  I  hope  you  don't  mean  to 
interfere  between  her  and  me  1 ' 

'  Oh  no,  sir,  not  /  wouldn't,'  cried  the  keeper's  wife.  '  She's 
out  somewhere ;  I  don't  know  where.  She  is  just  distracted,  Mr. 
Roger.  Speak  of  being  upset,  she's  more  upset  than  any  one.  Oh, 
wait  a  bit,  sir ;  don't  go  after  her.  She's  distracted,  Lily  is.  All  this 
morning  she's  been  wringing  her  poor  hands,  saying,  "  What  shall 
I  do — what  shall  I  do  ? "  She's  very  feeling,  too  feeling  for  her 
own  good.  She  takes  thought  for  us,  and  for  you,  and  for  every 
one  afore  herself.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  she  were  to  go  and  hide 
herself  somewhere.     I  don't  know  at  this  moment  where  she  is.' 

'  Mrs.  Ford,'  said  Roger,  almost  sternly,  '  I  must  know  the 
truth ;  is  this  because  Lily  does  not — care  for  me  % ' 

'  Oh,  sir  ! '  exclaimed  the  woman,  trembling,  watching  him  with 
furtive  eyes  ;  and  then  a  small  hysterical  sound,  half  cough,  half 
sob,  escaped  her.  '  Mr.  Roger,  is  it  possible  she  shouldn't  be  proud  1 
A  gentleman  like  you — and  stooping  to  our  little  place  to  seek  her 
out !     Not  but  what  my  Lily  is  one  as  any  gentleman  might ' 

'  Yes,  yes,'  he  cried, — '  yes,  yes  !  There  is  no  question  of  that. 
The  question  is.  Has  she  any  answer  to  give  mel  It  is  not 
because  I  am  a  gentleman,  but  because  I  am  a  man,  that  I  want 
my  answer  from  Lily.     Docs  she  want  to  avoid  me  %     Am  I  not 

her  choice, — am  I  not '     Roger  paused  and  turned   to  the 

door.     '  I  must  find  her,  wherever  she  is,'  he  added. 

Mrs.  Ford  caught  his  arm  again.  '  Oh,  Mr.  Roger,  she  do  find 
such  places  among  the  trees  as  nobody  'ud  ever  think  of.  Oh, 
don't  go  after  her,  Mr.  Roger  !  Is  it  natural,  sir,  as  she  shouldn't 
give  her  'eart  to  you  1     Who  has  she  ever  seen  but  you  1     You're 

the  only  gentleman Oh,  sir,  don't  stop  me  like  that.     My  girl, 

she's  a  lady  in  her  heart.  Do  you  think  she  would  ever  look  at 
the  likes  of  them  common  men  ?  And  she  has  never  seen  nobody 
but  you.  It's  not  that.  I  understand  what  it  is,  ]\Ir.  Roger,  if 
you,  that  are  young,  don't  understand.     It's  turning  everything 
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wrong,  everything  upside  down,  cvcryl)0(ly  out  of  their  way,  all  for 
one  young  little  bit  of  a  girL  She  can't  abear  it.  Her  fiithcr  and 
me  as  will  be  turned  out  of  house  and  home,  and  you  as  will  be 
put  all  wrong  with  the  Squire,  and  everything  at  sixes  and  sevens  ! 
()h  !  I  understand  her — though  it  mayn't  be  so  easy  for  a  young 
man  like  you.' 

*  As  for  Ford  and  you,  I'll  see  to '    Roger  had  said  so  much 

before  he  recollected  how  powerless  he  now  was.  He  stopped 
short,  then  added  hastily,  '  I  dou't  think  you  have  any  cause  for 
fear,  Mrs.  Ford ;  my  father  has  done  all  he  can.  He  will  not 
trouble  himself  with  other  matters.  He  has  disinherited  me. 
It  does  not  matter  to  him  now  what  I  do.  Of  course,  you 
have  a  right  to  know  it ;  and  I  must  see  Lily ;  I  must  speak  to 
Lily ;  there  must  be  no  doubt  upon  the  subject  now.  She  must 
look  at  it,  and  think  of  it,  and  make  up  her  own  mind.' 

'  Disinher — '  It  was  too  big  a  word  for  Mrs.  Ford's  mouth, 
but  not  for  her  understanding.  She  gazed  at  Roger  with  round, 
wide-open  eyes.  '  Oh,  sir,  has  he  put  you  out, — has  he  put  you 
out  ?  and  all  for  our  Lily  ! '  She  wrung  her  hands.  '  Oh,  but 
Mr.  Roger,  it's  not  too  late.  You  mustn't  let  that  be.  A  girl  may 
be  both  pretty  and  good,  and  that's  what  my  Lily  is ;  but  to  be 
turned  out  of  house  and  home  for  her !  Oh  no,  no, — it's  not  too 
late, — it  raustn't  be.' 

'  There  is  nothing  more  to  be  said  on  that  subject,'  said  Roger, 
with  a  certain  peremptory  tone.  'But  tell  me  where  she  is. 
Where  is  she  1  Why  am  I  kept  from  her  1  You  understand  that 
I  am  leaving  to-day,  and  that  I  must  see  her.  To  keep  her  back 
is  no  kindness ;  it  is  rather  cruelty.  Let  me  see  her  at  once, 
Mrs.  Ford.' 

'  Oh,  Mr,  Roger ! '  she  cried  again,  wringing  her  hands,  '  you 
can  go  into  the  parlour  and  see  for  yourself.  She  has  been  dis- 
tracted-like in  her  mind  since  last  night.  She's  gone  out,  and  I 
can't  tell  where  she  is.  Oh,  sir,  for  all  our  sakes,  make  it  up 
with  the  Squire,  Don't  make  a  quarrel  in  the  family ;  go  back  to 
your  flxther,  Mr.  Roger,  and  dou't  mind  us  no  more  ! ' 

A  smile  passed  over  his  face  at  the  strange  futility  of  the  idea. 
As  well  suggest  that  the  pillars  of  the  earth  might  be  shaken,  to 
make  his  seat  more  comfortable.  He  waved  it  aside  with  a  move- 
ment of  his  hand. 

'  You  will  perceive  that  I  must  see  her  to-day,  I  will  come 
back  before  the  time  for  the  afternoon  train.  Tell  her — tell  her 
to  think  it  all  over ;  and  don't  attempt  to  come  between  us,  for 
that  is  what  cannot  be  done  now.' 
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Was  he  almost  glad  in  his  heart  to  put  off  this  interview,  al- 
though he  was  so  anxious  for  it '  There  are  times  when,  with 
our  hearts  beating  for  the  turn  of  an  event,  Nature,  sick  with  sus- 
pense, yet  terrified  for  certainty,  v.'ill  with  both  her  hands  push  it 
away. 


XXIV 

MK.    MITFORD's    will 

Roger  left  Melcombe  by  the  afternoon  train,  to  which  his  brother 
accompanied  him  with  feelings  indescribable,  but  no  faith  in  any- 
thing that  was  haiipeniug.  It  seemed  to  Edmund  like  a  feverish 
dream,  which  by  and  by  must  pass,  leaving  the  world  as  it  was 
before.  Roger  was  not  very  communicative  as  to  what  he  was 
going  to  do.  Indeed,  it  would  have  been  difficult,  for  he  had  not 
any  distinct  plans.  He  meant  to  get  something  he  could  work  at, 
with  a  great  vagueness  in  his  mind  as  to  what  that  would  be. 
Something  would  be  found,  he  had  no  doubt,  though  what  he  was 
fit  for,  what  he  could  do,  it  was  still  more  difficidt,  nay,  almost 
impossible,  to  say ;  but  that  was  the  least  of  his  preoccupations. 
He  was  sombre  and  downcast  about  matters  which  he  did  not 
confide  to  his  brother ;  saying,  indeed,  nothing  about  the  Fords,  or 
Lily,  or  anything  that  went  below  the  surface  of  afllairs.  His 
father  and  he  had  met  at  luncheon,  but  nothing  had  been  said 
between  them.  He  left  the  house  of  his  birth  without  a  word  of 
farewell,  without  any  sign  on  his  own  part  or  that  of  others  that 
he  was  doing  more  than  going  out  for  a  walk.  Nina,  who  had 
gained  an  interest  in  his  eyes,  lie  could  not  himself  tell  how,  by 
dint  of  the  anxious  curiosity  in  hers,  which  Roger,  forlorn,  took 
for  afiectionate  interest,  received  from  him  a  kiss  upon  her  cheek, 
a  most  unusual  caress,  which  astonished  her  greatly.  'You  are 
not  going  away,  Roger  ^'  she  said,  scanning  him  all  over  with 
those  keen  eyes,  seeing  no  indication  of  a  journey,  no  change  in 
his  dress,  yet  suspecting  something,  she  did  not  know  what. 
'  Good-bye  little  Nina ;  be  good,  and  take  care  of  yourself,'  said  he. 
And  these  were  all  the  adieux  he  made. 

When  they  reached  the  station,  Edmund  observed  that  his 
brother  glanced  round  him  anxiously  as  if  looking  for  some  one ; 
but  he  did  not  say  for  whom  he  looked.  His  last  glance  out  of 
the  carriage  window  was  still  one  of  scrutiny ;  but  it  was  evident 
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that  lie  did  not  find  what  he  was  expecting,  and  it  was  with  an 
air  of  dissatisfaction  and  disappointment  that  he  threw  himself 
back  into  his  corner,  not  making  any  response  to  Edmund,  nor, 
indeed,  seeing  him  as  he  stood  to  watch  the  train  go  away.  The 
station  was  as  little  frequented  as  usual ;  one  or  two  passengers, 
who  had  been  dropped  by  the  train,  disj^ersing ;  one  or  two  vacant 
bystanders  turning  their  backs  as  the  momentary  excitement  died 
away;  Edmund  watching  the  line  of  carriages  disappear  with  a 
sensation  of  sickness  and  confusion  of  faculties  far  more  serious, 
he  said  to  himself,  than  could  be  called  for.  There  was  nothing 
tragic  in  the  matter,  after  alL  Even  if  Eoger  were  disinherited,  as 
his  father  threatened,  some  provision  must  be  made  for  him,  and 
no  doubt  there  would  be  time  for  many  changes  of  sentiment 
before  any  disinheritance  could  be  operative,  the  Squire  being  a 
man  full  of  strength  and  health,  more  vigorous  than  any  of  his  sons. 
What  if  Eoger  did  make  an  unsatisfactory  marriage  ?  Hundreds  of 
men  had  done  that,  and  yet  been  little  the  worse.  If  a  woman 
were  pretty  and  pleasant,  who  cared  to  inquire  who  her  father  was  ? 
Lily  would  no  doubt  put  on  very  readily  the  outside  polish  of 
society.    After  all,  there  was  nothing  tragic  about  it ;  and  yet 

Edmund,  as  was  natural,  strayed  into  the  Rectory  on  his  way 
home,  and,  what  was  equally  natural,  unbosomed  himself  to  Pax, 
who  had  seen  the  brothers  pass,  and  who  knew  somehow,  neither 
she  herself  nor  any  one  else  knew  how,  that  something  was  wrong 
at  Melcombe.  '  My  father  speaks  very  big,  but  of  course  he  will 
never  do  it,'  Edmund  said. 

'  I  would  not  be  too  sure  of  that.  He  may  sometimes  say  more 
than  he  means  to  carry  out,  but  when  he  is  set  at  defiance  like 
this ' 

'Pax,  you  go  in  too  much  for  the  authorities.  A  man  over 
thirty  may  surely  choose  a  wife  for  himself 

'  He  should  choose  for  his  father  too,  when  he  is  the  eldest  son,' 
said  Pax.  'Don't  talk  to  me.  It's  all  an  unnatural  system,  if 
you  like.  I  don't  mind  what  you  say  on  that  subject ;  but  grant- 
ing the  system,  it's  clear  to  me  what  must  follow.  If  you're  to 
carry  on  a  family,  you  must  carry  it  on.  It's  quite-  a  difl'erent 
thing  when  you  live  an  independent  life.  The  predestined  heir 
can  never  be  an  independent  man.' 

'  That  is  not  the  oi^iuion  of  the  world,'  returned  Edmund  with 
a  smile. 

'It's  my  opinion,  and  I  don't  think  I'm  a  fool.  Now  you  are 
free  to  please  yourself.  You  might  marry  ]jily  Ford  and  welcome. 
No  one  has  any  right  to  interfere  with  you.' 
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'  Thank  you,'  said  Edmund ;  '  my  tastes  don't  lie  tliat  way.' 

'  No,'  answered  Pax  ;  '  you  might,  and  won't ;  and  Roger  ought 
not,  but  does.  That  is  the  way  always.  I  blame  him  very  much, 
tliougli  I'm  sorry  for  him.  She  is  not  worth  it.  There  are  some 
women  who  are,  though.  If  Lizzy  Travers  had  not  a  shilling,  she 
would  be  worth  it.     She's  a  fortune  in  herself.' 

'Why  bring  in  her  namel'  said  Edmund;  'though  I  don't 
doubt  you  are  right  enough.' 

'  I  bring  in  her  name  for  this,  Edmund ;  that  your  father  is 
quite  right  about  her,  and  that  if  you  let  her  slip  through  your 
fingers  it  will  be  wicked  as  well  as  foolish.  There,  that's  my 
opinion.    Roger's  out  of  the  question.    Now,  Edmund,  ct  vous ' 

'  You  speak  as  if  it  didn't  much  matter  which,  so  long  as  it  was 
one  of  us ;  that  is  highly  disrespectful,  I  think,  to  one  of  whom — 
to  one  who ' 

'  Yes,'  said  Pax,  '  that's  right ;  resent  it  on  her  account.  That's 
exactly  what  I  knew  you  would  do.  Why  bring  in  her  name,  as 
you  say  1  Poor  Roger,  poor  boy !  So  he  thinks  the  world  well 
lost  for  Lily  Ford.  I  could  hope  he  would  never  live  to  change 
his  mind ;  but  I  fear  that  is  not  likely  to  be.  Lily  Ford  !  Well, 
she  is  neither  a  bad  girl  nor  a  silly  one,  any  more  than  she  can 
help  being.  I  don't  think  ill  of  her  at  all.  She  Avants  to  be  a 
lady,  naturally,  after  her  ridiculous  bringing  up,  but  she  has  not 
a  bad  heart.  There's  nothing  bad  about  her.  If  she  is  fond  of 
him,  if  she  has  any  sort  of  love  for  him,  all  may  come  well.' 

Though  Edmund  had  himself  expressed  a  doubt  on  this  point, 
he  could  not  hear  it  suggested  by  another.  '  If  she  does  not,  she 
must  be  j^erverse  indeed,'  he  said.  'Whom  can  she  have  seen 
equal  to  Roger  1  I  suppose  he  is  the  only  gentleman  who  has  ever 
come  in  her  way.' 

'Who  knows r  observed  Pax  oracularly.  She  had  not  the 
slightest  intention  in  what  she  said,  nor  did  she  know  anything 
about  the  people  whom  Lily  might  have  met.  But  she  had  a 
rooted  objection  to  assumptions  generally.  '  Who  knows  1  A  girl 
like  that  finds  men  to  admire  her  in  the  depths  of  a  wood,  where 
other  people  would  see  nothing  but  twisted  trees.' 

Altogether  she  did  not  give  much  comfort  to  her  visitor ;  and 
Edmund  did  not  find  any  pleasure  in  that  day.  He  had  to  meet 
his  father  at  dinner,  who  did  worse  than  inquire  about  Roger ;  he 
took  no  notice  of  his  absence,  not  even  of  the  empty  chair  at  the 
other  end  of  the  table,  which  Edmund  would  not  take,  and  which 
marked  painfidly  the  absence  of  the  eldest  son.  Mr.  Mitford 
talked  a  great  deal  at  dinner;  he  told  stories  which  made  Nina 
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laugh,  and  even  produced  from  the  young  footman  a  faint  explosion, 
for  which  Larkins  made  him  sufler  afterwards.  Eilmund,  however, 
would  not  laugh ;  he  sat  silent,  and  let  his  father's  pleasantries 
pass,  the  presence  of  his  pale,  grave  face  making  a  painful  contrast 
with  the  gaiety  of  the  others.  Larkins  was  as  deeply  conscious  of 
the  strained  state  of  affairs  as  Edmund  was,  and  went  about  the 
shaded  background  of  the  room  with  more  solemnity  than  ever, 
while  the  Squire  went  on  with  his  story-telling,  and  Nina  laughed. 
Nina,  indeed,  did  not  want  to  laugli ;  she  wanted  to  know  why 
Eoger  had  gone  away,  and  what  was  the  meaning  of  it  all.  But 
papa  was  'so  funny,'  she  coidd  not  but  yield  to  the  irresistible. 
The  dinner  is  always  a  dreadful  ordeal  at  such  periods  of  fomily 
history,  and  most  likely  it  was  to  hide  his  own  perception  of  this, 
and  do  away  with  the  effect  upon  himself  of  that  significant  vacancy 
at  the  other  end  of  the  table,  that  the  Squire  took  refuge  in  being 
funny,  which  was  not  at  aU  his  usual  way. 

Next  day  Edmund  was  called  to  his  father  in  the  library.  He 
found  him  in  close  consultation  with  Mr.  Pouncefort,  the  solicitor 
who  had  been  charged  with  the  family  business  almost  all  his  life, 
having  inherited  that,  with  other  lifelong  occupations  of  the  same 
kind,  from  his  father.  Mr.  Pouncefort  sat  at  Mr.  Mitford's  own 
writing-table,  with  a  bag  full  of  papers  at  his  feet,  and  turned  a  very 
rueful  countenance  upon  Edmund  as  he  entered.  He  accompanied 
this  look  with  a  slight  shake  of  the  head,  when  Edmund  came  up 
and  shook  hands  with  him.  '  Pretty  well,  pretty  well,'  he  said 
mournfully  ;  '  as  well  as  can  be  expected,  considering ' — in  answer 
to  the  young  man's  question.  He  was  a  neat  little  old  man,  with 
silver-gray  hair  carefully  brushed,  and  a  way  of  puckering  up  his 
brows  which  made  his  face  look  like  a  flexible  mask. 

'Look  here,  Edmimd,'  said  his  father,  'I  have  been  settling  my 
affairs,  as  I  told  you.' 

'  He  means  destroying  his  will,  a  very  reasonable  will,  and 
making  one  that  oughtn't  to  stand  for  a  moment,'  broke  in  Mi-. 
Pouncefort,  shaking  his  head  and  pushing  up  into  his  hair  the  folds 
of  his  forehead. 

'  Nothing  of  the  sort,  you  old  croaker !  Pouncefort  knows 
every  man's  business  better  than  he  does  himself.' 

'  It's  my  business  to  do  so,  and  I  do.  I  know  your  affairs  all 
off  by  heart,  which  is  a  great  deal  more  than  you  do.  And  I  can 
see  to-day  from  to-morrow,  which  you  can't  in  your  present  state 
of  mind.  I  don't  know  my  own  affairs  a  hundredth  part  so  well 
as  I  know  yours.  Look  here,  a  bargain  :  take  my  advice  about 
your  business,  and  you  shall  say  what  I'm  to  do  with  mine.' 

N 
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Tlio  county  gentleman  looked  at  his  solicitor  with  eyes  in  which 
familiar  friendliness  scarcely  concealed  the  underlying  contempt. 
They  had  known  each  other  all  their  lives, — had  been  boys  together, 
and  called  each  other,  in  those  days,  by  their  Christian  names. 
Mr.  Pouncefort  was  as  independent  and  nearly  as  rich  as  the 
Squire,  but  he  was  only  a  solicitor  when  all  was  said.  'What !' 
Mr.  Mitford  cried,  'if  I  advise  you  to  let  your  son  marry  the 
housemaid  ?  Come,  Pouncefort,  no  folly.  Read  the  stipulations 
to  Edmund,  and  if  he  likes  to  abide  by  them  it's  all  riglit.  If  not, 
I  think  I  know  another  who  will.' 

'  I  declare  to  goodness,'  asserted  Mr.  Pouncefort,  '  I'd  rather  see 
my  son  marry  anybody  than  put  my  hand  to  this  ! ' 

'  I  didn't  send  for  the  pope  nor  the  bishop  to  tell  me  what  was 
right,'  said  the  other  old  man.  '  I  sent  for  my  solicitor — I  dare- 
say Edmund  has  a  hundred  things  to  do,  and  you're  wasting  his 
valuable  time.' 

'  I  have  nothing  to  do,  and  I  wish  you  would  listen,  sir,  to 
what ' 

'By  Jove  !'  exclaimed  the  Squire,  jumping  up  from  his  chair, 
'  is  this  my  business,  or  whose  business  is  it  1  Let  him  hear  it, 
and  let  us  be  doiie  with  it.     I  can't  stay  here  all  day.' 

Upon  which  Mr.  Pouncefort,  occasionally  pausing  to  launch  a 
comment,  read  the  new  settlement  of  the  Mitford  property,  which 
after  all  was  not  so  cruel  as  appeared.  Roger  was  not  cut  off  with 
a  shilling ;  he  was  to  have  ten  thousand  pounds :  but  his  successor 
as  Mr.  Mitford's  heir  was  strictly  barred  from  conveying  back  to 
him  or  his  heirs,  under  any  pretence,  any  portion  of  the  property. 
Roger  was  excluded  formally  and  for  ever  from  all  share  in  Melcombe. 
Any  attempt  at  the  transgression  of  this  stipulation  was  to  entail 
at  once  a  forfeitiu-e  of  the  estate,  which  should  then  pass  to  the 
persons  to  be  hereafter  named.  The  spaces  for  the  names  were  all 
blank.  Mr.  Pouncefort,  shaking  his  head,  interjecting  now  and 
then  an  exclamation,  read  to  the  end :  and  then  he  opened  out  the 
crackling  papers  on  the  table,  and  turned  round  first  to  the  Squire, 
who  had  resumed  his  seat  and  listened  with  a  sort  of  triumjohant 
complacency,  then  to  Edmund,  who  had  stood  all  the  time  leaning 
on  the  back  of  a  high  carved  chair,  '  There ! '  cried  the  lawyer, 
'  there's  your  confounded  instructions  carried  out,  and  I'm  ashamed 
of  myself  for  doing  it ;  and  now,  Edmund,  it's  for  you  to  speak.' 

'  My  answer  is  very  simple,'  said  Edmund.  '  It  can  be  no  dis- 
appointment to  you,  sir,  for  you  must  have  foreseen  it.  I  re- 
fuse  ' 

'  You  refuse  !     You  are  a  great  fool  for  your  pains.     You  had 
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better  take  time  to  think  it  over.  A  day  or  two  can't  make  much 
difference,  Pouncofort.' 

'A  day  or  two  might  make  all  the  difference,'  replied  Mr. 
Pounccfort.  '  Why,  you  might  die — any  of  us  might  die — before 
dinner.' 

Once  more  the  Squire  jumiDcd  out  of  his  chair.  '  I  think  you 
want  to  drive  me  to ' 

'  Suicide  V  said  little  Mr.  Pouncefort.  '  Oh  no  ;  but  I'll  tell 
you  one  thing,  Mitford.  If  you  thought  you  were  going  to  die 
before  dinner, — ay,  or  after  it,  either, — you  would  not  make  this 
will.' 

'You  think  yourself  privileged,'  cried  the  Squire,  with  a  puff 
of  hot  breath.  '  So  far  as  I'm  aware  my  death  is  nothing  to  you, 
or  when  it  takes  place.     Edmund ' 

'  Oh  yes,'  returned  the  lawyer,  '  it's  a  great  deal  to  me,  for 
we're  the  same  age ;  and  when  you  go,  I'll  have  to  be  looking  to 
my  preparations  for  the  voyage.  I  don't  want  it  to  happen  a  day 
sooner  than  can  be  helped.' 

'Edmund,'  said  Mr,  Mitford,  'all  this  is  utterly  beyond  the 
question.  Take  a  day  or  two  to  think.  I  don't  want  to  hurry 
you.  I  like  to  deal  justly  with  everybody.  You're  the  next,  and 
I  don't  want  to  pass  you  over ;  but  don't  think  you  can  bully  me 
by  refusing ;  for  I'll  stick  to  my  intention  whether  you  go  in  with 
it  or  not.' 

'  I  want  no  time  to  think,  sir ;  there  can't  be  a  question  about 
my  decision.  I  am  as  grieved  about  Roger  as  you  can  be,  but  I 
will  never  step  into  his  place.' 

'  "  Never  "  is  a  long  word.  He  might  die,  as  Pounccfort's  so 
fond  of  suggesting,  and  then,  of  course,  you  would  take  his  place.' 

'I  never  will  while  he  lives;  I  never  wiU  to  his  detriment. 
Father,  don't  do  anything  about  it  now.  You  are  as  young  as 
the  best  of  us.  What  does  it  matter  whether  it's  decided  now  or 
in  six  months'  time  1  For  the  moment  let  it  alone.  We  are  all 
excited ' 

'Not  I,'  declared  tlie  Squire,  'though  Pounccftrt  tliinks  I  may 
die  before  dinner.' 

The  lawyer  shrugged  his  shoulders.  '  Edmund's  a  very  sensible 
follow,'  he  said ;  'suppose  we  put  it  off  for  six  months.' 

'What !  to  leave  me  time  to  die,  as  you  say,  and  balk  myself? 
No,  I  tell  you.  I  know  where  to  find  a  man  to  do  what  I  want, 
if  you  refuse.  Let  it  be  yes  or  no,  then,  on  tlie  spot,  if  that's 
what  you  choose.' 

'  It  must  be  no,  then,  sir, — no,  without  a  shadow  of  hesitation,' 
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Edinnnd  replied.  His  face  was  very  grave  and  pale, — as  different 
as  could  be  imagined  frona  his  father's  red  and  angry  physiognomy. 
Mr.  Mitford  knew  it  was  bad  for  him  to  be  thus  excited.  Dying 
before  dinner  is  not  such  an  impossible  thing,  when  a  man  is 
stout,  of  a  full  habit,  and  allows  himself  to  get  into  states  of 
excitement.  He  had  a  roar  of  rage  in  his  throat  to  deliver  upon 
his  son,  but  was  stopped  by  this  thought,  which  had  more  effect 
upon  him  than  a  high  moral  reason.  He  pulled  himself  up  with 
another  puff  of  heated  breathing,  which  was  half  a  snort;  and 
then  assumed  the  air  of  mockery  which  was,  he  was  aware,  his 
most  effectual  weapon. 

'Very  well,  then,  sir,'  he  said,  with  that  very  detestable 
mimicry  of  his  son's  tone.  '  It  shall  be  no,  then,  sir,  and  there's 
an  end  of  it.     And  I  know  some  one  who  will  not  have  a  shadow 

of  hesitation,  not  a Stephen  knows  very  well  on  what  side 

his  bread's  buttered.     I'll  telegraph  for  Steve,  Pouncefort.' 

i   -  'Writing  will  do  quite  well;  I'm  in  no  hurry.     One  would 

think  it  was  I  that  was  pushing  this  matter  on.' 

'Why,  I  might  die — before  dinner,'  the  Squire  retorted.  To 
be  mimicked  is  never  pleasant,  but  to  be  mimicked  badly  is  a 
thing  beyond  the  power  of  mortal  man  to  support.  Mr.  Mitford 
had  no  imitative  powers.  Mr.  Pouncefort  grew  an  angry  red 
under  his  gray  hair. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Larkins  opened  the  door,  and 
came  in  in  his  dignified  way, — a  way  that  put  an  end  to  everything 
in  the  shape  of  a  scene  wherever  he  appeared.  He  was  in  the 
habit  of  making  a  wide  circuit  round  the  furniture,  with  a  calm 
and  decorum  which  made  excited  persons  ashamed  of  themselves, 
and  which  transferred  all  their  attention,  in  spite  of  themselves, 
to  this  perfectly  digne  and  respectable  messenger  from  a  world 
outside  which  made  no  account  of  their  excitements. 

'Mr.  Edmund,  sir,'  Larkins  said,  'there  is  a  person  outside 
who  wishes  to  see  you.' 

Larkins  was  far  above  making  telegraphic  communications  to 
any  man,  especially  to  one  of  the  family ;  but  there  was  something 
in  his  look  which  startled  Edmund. 

'  A  person,'  he  repeated  involuntarily,  '  to  see  me  1 ' 

'  A  very  respectable  person,  sir,'  Larkins  said.  Then  he  walked 
round  the  furniture  again,  making  the  circuit  of  the  room,  and 
stood  at  the  door,  holding  it  open  to  let  his  young  master  pass. 

Mr.  Mitford  had  seated  himself  in  his  chair  at  the  appearance 
of  Larkins,  with  the  aspect  of  a  judge  upon  the  bench,  severe 
but  amiable ;  and  Mr.  Pouncefort  had  smoothed  down  all  the 
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billows  of  his  forehead,  as  if  nothing  had  ever  disturbed  him. 
Calm  and  self-respect  came  back  with  that  apparition.  Edmund 
was  too  glad  to  take  advantage  of  the  interruption.  He  hurried 
out,  with  little  thought  of  the  object  of  the  call, — glad  to  be 
delivered  anyhow. 

'  I  have  taken  her  up  to  your  room,  sir.  I  thought  you'd  be 
quieter  there,'  Larkins  said. 

'  Her  !  Whom  %  Who  is  it  %  Has  anything  happened  % ' 
cried  Edmund,  scarcely  knowing  what  he  said. 

'  It  is  a  female,  Mr.  Edmund ;  very  respectable,  and  in  a  deal 
of  trouble.' 

Edmund  rushed  upstairs,  three  steps  at  a  time.  He  did  not 
know  what  he  feared.  His  rooms  were  at  the  end  of  a  long 
corridor,  and  the  mere  fact  that  his  visitor  should  have  been  taken 
there  was  startling.  What  woman  could  want  him  in  this  way  % 
But  imagination  could  not  have  helped  him  to  call  up  that  homely 
figure  in  the  garb  of  a  perfect  rustic  respectability,  such  as  Larkins 
knew  how  to  value,  which  came  rushing  forward  as  he  oi)ened  the 
door,  tiu-ning  upon  him  an  honest  face,  red  with  crying  and  misery. 
'  Oh,  sir,  where's  my  Lily  %  Oh,  what's  been  done  with  my  Lily  1 
Oh,  for  the  love  of  God — if  you  care  for  that !  Mr.  Edmund,  Mr. 
Edmund,  where  is  my  girl  %  Tell  me,  and  I'll  go  on  my  knees 
and  bless  you.  Oh,  tell  me,  tell  me,  if  you  don't  want  to  see  me 
die  before  your  eyes  ! ' 

'  Mrs.  Ford !'  Edmund  cried,  with  an  astonishment  beyond 
words. 

'  Oh,  for  God's  sake,  Mr.  Edmund  !  Yes,  I'm  her  mother,  her 
poor  mother,  that  has  trained  her,  may  be,  for  her  ruin.  Oh, 
where  is  my  girl?  Where's  my  Lily?  Tell  me,  su",  tell  me 
wherever  it  is,  and  I'll  thank  you  on  my  knees.' 

And  the  poor  woman  flung  herself,  in  her  big  shawl  and 
respectable  bonnet,  her  eyes  streaming,  her  face  working  with  wild 
supplication,  heavily  at  his  feet  upon  the  carpet;  a  figui-e  half 
ridiculous,  wholly  tragic,  in  aU  the  abandonment  of  despair. 
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lily's  kesolution 

Lily  Foed  had  been  extraordinarily  moved  by  Roger's  declaration. 
It  had  an  effect  upon  her  imagination  which  was  beyond  all  reason, 
and  quite  out  of  proportion  with  the  event.  She  had  not  been 
without  stirrings  of  heart  as  to  Roger's  visits  in  the  days  when 
her  mind  was  stiU  free,  and  Stephen  was  to  her  only  a  vague 
shadow  of  that  hero  of  romance  for  whose  arrival  she  was  looking 
daily.  Roger's  appearance  had  been,  indeed,  the  first  that  had 
roused  the  expectation  in  her,  and  made  that  general  and  shadowy 
sense  of  something  about  to  happen,  which  is  always  dominant  in 
a  girl's  mind,  into  a  still  shadowy  but  more  possible  reality.  Her 
heart  had  beat  its  first,  not,  for  him,  but  for  the  excitement  of  his 
coming,  the  prince,  the  knight,  the  lover  of  all  the  romances. 
Afterwards  Lily  had  grown  a  little  afraid  of  Roger.  His  visits, 
his  looks,  his  tones,  all  flattered  her,  but  frightened  her  at  the 
same  time.  Perhaps  she  never  could  have  been  at  her  ease  with 
him  as  with  Stephen.  He  reverenced  her  too  much,  and  Lily 
knew  very  well  that  this  was  not  the  appropriate  sentiment  with 
which  to  regard  her.  Admiration  she  understood  perfectly,  and 
love  more  or  less  ;  but  that  ideal  respect  bewildered  her,  and 
impaired  her  self-possession  in  his  presence.  That  she  should  look 
up  to  him  as  an  elder  brother  and  head  of  the  family  was  a  much 
more  possible  relation  than  anything  more  familiar,  and  in  this 
light  she  had  begun  to  regard  Roger  vaguely  before  his  sudden 
disai)pearance.  But  now  that  all  was  changed,  now  that  she  was 
Stephen's  betrothed,  almost  his  bride,  his  brother's  sudden  return, 
his  sudden  appeal  to  her,  the  almost  certainty  there  seemed  in  his 
mind  that  he  must  be  the  first  who  had  so  addressed  her,  and  that 
only  her  anxiety  for  her  father  prevented  her  full  response,  was  an 
overwhelming  surprise,  and  indeed  a  horror,  to  Lily.  It  shocked 
and  paralysed  her.  Her  'Oh,  Mr.  Roger!'  was  a  cry  of  terror. 
No  other  words  would  come,  nor  did  she  know  what  to  do  except 
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to  fly,  to  hurry  away,  to  hide  her  foce  and  stop  her  cars,  that  she 
might  not  hear  nor  see  those  avowals,  which  not  only  were  almost 
criminal,  hut  would  raise,  she  felt  vaguely,  such  a  wall  of  separa- 
tion between  herself  and  the  brother  of  her  future  husband  as 
nothing  hereafter  could  overcome. 

Lily  was  altogether  more  painfully  aS"ected  by  this  incident 
than  could  have  been  supposed  possible.  It  made  her  wretched, 
it  filled  her  with  visionary  terror.  It  was  wrong,  wicked, 
unnatural.  His  sister-in-law  !  and  she  dared  not  tell  him, — dared 
not  betray  the  position  in  which  she  stood  towards  Stephen,  who 
by  this  time  had  no  doubt  got  the  license  and  prepared  everything 
for  theii"  marriage.  The  situation  overwhelmed  the  girl ;  no  better 
expedient  occiu-red  to  her  than  to  shut  herself  up  in  her  room,  from 
which,  scarcely  venturing  to  breathe  lest  she  should  be  discovered, 
with  feelings  of  alarm  and  agitation  indescribable,  she  had  listened 
to  the  voice  of  Roger  speaking  to  her  mother  downstairs.  Mrs. 
Ford,  for  her  part,  did  not  understand  Lily's  panic,  nor  why  she 
should  hide  herself.  It  was,  no  doubt,  a  very  agitating  and 
splendid  event ;  but  except  for  the  natural  tremor  of  so  enormous 
a  success,  and  some  qualms  of  alarm  as  to  its  immediate  efiect 
upon  Ford's  position  as  gamekeeper, — qualms  calmed  by  the 
thought  that  everything  mast  come  right  in  the  end,  for  Mrs.  Ford 
had  no  faith  in  disinheritance, — the  mother  would  have  easily 
made  up  her  mind  to  boundless  joy  and  triumph.  But  Lily's 
condition  was  not  to  be  accoimted  for  by  mere  nervousness  or 
excitement.  She  was  so  determined  that  Roger's  suit  could  not 
be  listened  to  for  a  moment,  so  anxious  to  hide  herself  and  keep 
out  of  his  way,  that  Mrs.  Ford  was  compelled  to  yield  with  a 
troubled  heart  to  these  tremors.  She  had  long  ago  discovered 
that  she  did  not  always  understand  Lily.  How  should  she  1  The 
girl  was  far  above  her  mother  in  so  many  things.  It  was  a  pride 
the  more  to  think  that  so  humble  a  woman  as  she  was  coidd  not 
always  tell  what  her  child  meant, — her  child,  who  was  so  much 
superior  to  any  other  woman's  child. 

But  while  Lily  thus  lurked  terror-stricken  in  her  room,  her  mind 
was  full  of  many  troubled  thoughts.  The  time  had  come,  she  felt, 
when  her  fate  could  no  longer  hang  in  the  balance ;  when  that 
decision,  which  she  could  not  but  feel  to  be  an  awful  one,  must  be 
made.  For  nothing  in  the  world  would  she  run  the  risk  of  meet- 
ing Roger  again,  or  being  once  more  addressed  by  him  in  those 
words  which  she  trembled^  to  think  of.  Rather  anything  than 
that ;  rather  the  final  step,  the  plunge  which  she  longed,  yet  feared 
to  make.     She  had  parted  from  Stephen  with  a  promise  that  her 
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decision  slionld  not  be  long  delayed,  but  whether  without  this  new 
excitement  Lily  would  ever  have  been  able  to  wind  herself  up  to 
so  bold  a  step  it  is  impossible  to  tell.  She  sat  upon  the;  floor  in 
her  little  chamber,  all  crouched  together,  sick  with  alarm  and 
nervous  excitement,  while  the  sound  of  Roger's  masculine  voice 
came  up  from  below.  She  had  consented  that  Stephen  should 
remain  in  town  awaiting  her,  and  that  he  should  take  all  the  steps 
about  the  license ;  she  had  even  promised  to  let  him  know,  by  a 
telegram,  the  time  of  her  arrival,  in  order  that  he  might  meet  and 
take  her  to  the  house  he  had  selected, — the  house,  of  course,  of  a 
good  woman,  an  old  servant,  who  would  care  for  her  until  the 
hour  of  the  marriage,  for  which,  in  the  meantime,  all  should  be 
prepared.  Everything  had  been  arranged  between  them,  even  to 
that  old  church  in  the  city  which  Lily,  aided  by  her  experience  of 
novels,  had  thought  the  safest,  and  which  he  had  yielded  to, 
though  avowing  his  preference  for  a  registrar's  office.  A  registrar's 
office  !  Oh  no,  that  would  have  been  no  marriage  at  all !  And 
at  last  he  had  consented,  and  even  had  discovered  that  he  knew 
the  very  place, — an  old,  old  church,  quite  out  of  the  way.  All 
these  things  began  to  swim  through  Lily's  head  as  she  sat  on  the 
floor,  in  the  panic  and  humiliation  of  her  thoughts,  listening  to  the 
far-off  sound  of  Roger's  voice ;  anticipating  the  horror  of  perhaps 
seeing  him  again,  of  having  to  make  him  some  answer,  of  her 
mother's  wondering  questions,  and  of  all  the  commotion  which  she 
did  not  know  how  to  face. 

And  on  the  other  side,  how  much  there  was  !  Her  lover  wait- 
ing, longing,  hoiDing  that  every  day  would  bring  her  to  his  arms ; 
a  new  life,  the  life  she  had  always  known  must  one  day  be  hers, 
and  hapi^iness,  and  splendour,  and  her  right  position,  and  the  society 
of  ladies  and  gentlemen.  All  this  lay  before  her,  seimrated  from 
her  only  by  the  decision,  by  the  one  step  out  of  her  present  world 
into  the  other,  which  would  indeed  be  something  like  dying  and 
coming  to  life  again,  and  yet  would  be  so  quick,  accompanied 
by  so  little  pain ;  a  thing,  too,  that  must  be  done  sooner  or 
later,  Lily  scarcely  thought  of  the  pangs  she  would  leave  behind 
her,  of  the  tortures  her  father  and  mother  would  have  to  sufter. 
It  would  be  only  for  a  moment,  she  reflected,  for  a  single  night, 
or  perhaps  a  couple  of  days ;  and  then  what  comfort  and  delight 
to  follow  !  The  pain  was  scarcely  worth  thinking  of.  Mrs.  Ford 
herself  would  not  complain  :  she  would  say  it  was  nothing  ;  it  was 
a  cheap  price  to  pay  for  knowing  her  child  to  be  so  happy.  Her 
mother's  very  humbleness  reassured  Lily.  The  parents  would 
care  nothing  for  the  anxiety  after  it  was  over ;  they  would  be  so 
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glad,  so  glad,  wlicu  the  next  day  a  telegram  told  them  that  all 
was  well. 

But  was  she  herself  strong  enough  to  do  it, — that  was  the 
question, — strong  enough  to  forget  herself,  to  step  out  of  all  that 
was  ordinary,  to  free  herself  from  every  prejudice?  They  were 
only  prejudices,  she  said  to  herself, — how  often  had  Steijhen  told 
her  so !  To  meet  him  at  the  railway,  to  drive  with  him  to  that 
good  woman's  house,  was  that  worse  than  meeting  him  in  the 
park  1  Was  it  possible  for  her,  was  it  honourable,  was  it  modest 
even,  to  have  any  doubts  of  Stephen  1  No,  no,  she  had  none. 
She  would  be  as  safe  with  him  as  with  her  father,  she  knew.  It 
was  nothing  but  a  prejudice,  a  breach  of  the  ordinary,  that  was  all. 
She  wanted  orange-blossoms,  and  the  children  to  strew  flowers, 
and  the  church-bells  to  ring.  Oh  yes,  she  allowed  it  all  in  her 
heart.  That  w^as  what  she  would  have  liked  best.  Oh,  how  she 
would  have  liked  it !  If  she  had  married  Witherspoon  even,  that 
was  what  would  have  happened  at  home.  Witherspoon !  She 
trembled,  and  grew  red  for  shame  of  herself,  who,  engaged  to  a 
gentleman,  an  officer,  should  allow  herself  to  think  it  had  ever 
been  possible  that  she  might  have  married  Witherspoon.  The 
gardener !  while  his  master  was  there,  pleading,  persuading,  with 
that  tone  of  entreaty  which  she  could  distinguish,  with  a  shiver, 
downstairs,  begging  that  he  might  see  her;  and  he  was  her 
brother-in-law,  if  he  had  only  known  it !  Oh,  good  heavens,  her 
bridegroom's  brother  !  And  how  could  she  fece  him,  or  reply  to 
him,  or  let  him  speak  to  her,  in  that  dreadful  mistake  he  was 
making  ?  No,  no,  no  !  it  was  impossible  !  There  was  only  one 
thing  to  be  done,  and  that  was  to  go  away.  It  must  be  done  one 
time  or  another  ;  to-morrow  or  the  day  after  to-morrow,  if  not  to- 
day. It  must  be  done.  Was  not  Stephen  waiting  for  her,  wait- 
ing for  her  telegram,  with  everything  ready  at  that  good  woman's 
house,  and  the  license  in  his  pocket  ?  It  must  be  done  !  it  must 
be  done !  It  was  the  only  way  of  escaping,  of  seeing  Koger  no 
more, — poor  Koger,  who  loved  her,  yet  must  not  love  her,  poor 
fellow ! 

She  did  not  venture  to  get  up,  to  run  the  risk  of  betraying  her 
jtresence  in  the  upper  room  even  by  the  creaking  of  a  board,  until 
she  heard  his  voice  die  out  underneath,  and  then  his  lingering  step 
upon  the  gravel.  She  felt  sure — and  her  heart  beat  louder  at  the 
thought — that  he  turned,  after  he  had  left  the  door,  to  look  back 
Avistfully,  if  perhaps  he  might  still  see  her  at  a  window.  Poor  Mr. 
Hoger !  But  she  dared  not  meet  him  ;  it  was  kindei-,  far  kinder 
to  him  that  she  should  go  away. 
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Presently  Lily  heard  her  mother  toilhig  up  the  narrow  stairs. 
Mrs.  Ford  came  in  panting  for  breath,  but  not  only  with  the  fatigue 
of  the  climbing.  She  had  her  apron  thrown  over  her  arm,  handy 
for  wiping  her  eyes  or  forehead,  which  was  moist  with  exhaustion 
and  trouble.  She  threw  herself  into  a  chair  with  a  half  groan. 
'  I'd  rather  do  the  hardest  day's  work  as  I  ever  had  in  my  life  than 
do  what  I  have  been  a-doing  now,'  she  said.     '  Oh,  Lily,  Lily  ! ' 

'  What  is  it,  mother  1 '  asked  Lily,  though  with  a  tremor  which 
showed  how  well  aware  she  was  of  her  mother's  meaning. 

'  What  is  it,  child  ?  It's  this,  that  I  never  seen  a  man  in  more 
trouble  than  the  young  master.  To  think  it  should  be  us,  as  has 
always  been  so  well  treated,  that  has  brought  him  to  this  !  And 
he  can't  believe  as  you  won't  have  nothing  to  say  to  him,  Lily  ;  and 
no  more  can  I,  no  more  can  I ! ' 

'  Do  you  think  a  girl  is  obliged  to — to  accept  anybody  who  asks 
her  1 '  cried  Lily,  trying  to  give  her  excitement  a  colour'  of  indigna- 
tion. Her  eyes  shone  feverishly  through  quick-springing  tears, 
and  her  colour  changed  every  minute.  Her  agitation  and  trouble 
were  indeed  very  plain  to  see. 

'Do  you  call  Mr.  Roger  "anybody"?'  retorted  the  mother 
angrily.  '  Who  have  you  ever  seen  like  him  1  You  told  me  you 
would  never  marry  if  it  wasn't  a  gentleman,  and  where  will  you 
find  a  gentleman  like  Mr.  Roger  1  And  one  that  respects  you,  like 
you  were  a  queen.  And  says  the  Squire  will  never  meddle  with 
us,  seeing  as  he's  put  it  all  out  on  him.  Oh,  Lily,  the  Squire's  cut 
him  oif  with  a  shilling,  all  because  of  you.  And  now  you  won't 
have  him  !  Oh,  poor  young  gentleman !  and  to  think  this  is  all 
come  to  him  through  coming  in  so  kind  to  say  a  pleasant  word  to 
your  father  and  me  ! ' 

'  Cut  him  ofl^  with  a Mother,  do  you  mean  to  say  the  Squire 

knows  ? '  Lily's  voice  sank  into  a  half-frightened  whisper.  Her 
eyes  grew  large  with  terror.  If  this  were  the  consequence  to  Roger, 
what  would  happen  to  Stephen  ?  But  then  she  reflected,  quick  as 
a  lightning  flash,  that  Roger  was  the  eldest  son ;  that  no  such 
penalty  would  be  likely  to  attach  to  the  youngest ;  that  Stephen 
was  an  oflicer,  and,  as  she  thought  in  her  fooUshness,  independent. 
This  quick  train  of  thought  reassured  her  almost  before  the  words 
were  said. 

'  Knows  ! '  echoed  Mrs.  Ford,  with  a  tone  almost  of  contempt. 
'  What  is  there  as  the  Squire  don't  know  ? '  She  did  not  set  herself 
up  as  equal  to  her  daughter  in  any  other  kind  of  information ;  but 
for  this  potentate,  of  whom  her  experience  was  so  much  greater  than 
Lily's,  she  could  take  upon  herself  to  answer.     Of  course  he  knew  ! 
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Had  he  not  discovered  for  himself  what  Lily  was,  aud  must  he  not 
have  divined  from  that  moment  all  that  was  hajjpeniug  1  '  I  knew,' 
she  added,  '  as  it  wasn't  for  naught  that  he  came  here, — I  saw  it 
in  his  eyes.  He  was  struck  when  you  came  in ;  he  lost  his  senses 
like.  Oh,  Lily,  Lily!'  cried  Mrs.  Ford.  'You  I've  been  that 
proud  of !  May  be,  after  all,  it  woidd  ha'  been  better  for  all  of  us 
if  you'd  been  more  like  other  poor  folks'  children.  Oh,  my  pretty, 
that  I  should  live  to  wish  you  different, — me  that  have  always 
been  that  proud  ! ' 

'  You  don't  wish  me  different,  mother,  whatever  happens,'  said 
the  girl,  with  a  sudden  melting  of  the  heart,  throwing  her  arms  for 
a  moment  round  the  homely  woman,  and  kissing  fervently  her 
bowed  head.  But  Lily  had  disengaged  herself  from  this  rapid 
embrace  before  her  mother,  surprised  by  the  sudden  warmth,  could 
return  it ;  and  when  ]\Irs.  Ford  turned  round  to  give  back  the  kiss, 
Lily  had  already  begun  to  arrange  some  small  articles,  collars  and 
cufls,  which  were  laid  out  on  her  drawers,  and  was  saying  over  her 
shoulder,  in  a  voice  which  had  a  strained  tone  of  levity,  '  It's  far 
better  for  Mr.  Roger  that  I  should  have  nothing  to  say  to  him,  in 
that  case,  mother, — better  for  both  him  and  me.  For  the  Squire 
will  have  him  back  when  he  hears  it  has  all  come  to  nothing. 
And  what  could  we  do  with  a  shilling  1  We  couldn't  live  upon 
that.' 

'  Oh,  Lily,  you  have  always  the  best  of  sense,'  replied  Mrs.  Ford. 
'  I  never  took  that  view.  But,  dear,  you'll  have  to  see  him  when 
he  comes  again.  I've  done  my  best  for  you,  but  I  can't  take  it 
upon  me  no  more.' 

'  When  he  comes  again  !     Is  he  coming  again  1     Oh,  mother  ! ' 

'  How  could  I  help  it,  Lily  ]  He  wouldn't  take  his  answer, 
was  it  likely,  from  me.' 

*  Then,  mother,'  cried  Lily, — she  spoke  with  her  head  bent  over 
her  little  collars,  counting  them,  Mrs.  Ford  thought,  to  see  that 

they  were  all  right  after  the  wash, — '  then,  mother '    Her  breath 

came  quick,  but  that  was  very  natural,  disturbed  as  she  had  been ; 
and  she  made  a  pause  before  saying  any  more.  '  I  think  I  must 
go  out  and  stay — about  the  park — till  night.  I  cannot,  oh,  I 
cannot  see  Mr.  Roger !  It  would  make  me  ill  to  see  him ;  and 
what  would  be  the  use  1  I  will  take  a  piece  of  cake  for  my  dinner, 
and  go  up  into  the  wood,  and  come  home  with  flithcr.  And  then 
you  can  teU  him  you  don't  know  where  I  am, — and  it  will  be  quite 
true.' 

'Oh,  Lily,  I  have  said  that  already, — that  I  didn't  know  where 
you  were.     It  was  true  cuougl),  for  I  didn't  know  if  you  were  here. 
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or  in  my  room,  or  in  the  loft,  or  where  you  were.  But  if  I  say  it 
again — and  him  looking  that  anxious  in  my  face ' 

'  It  will  be  truer  than  ever,  mother,'  said  Lily.  She  turned 
again  to  Mrs.  Ford,  and  put  her  arms,  which  trembled,  round  her, 
and  leaned  her  head  upon  her  mother's  breast.  '  Oh,  mother,'  she 
cried,  '  I  know  it's  hard  upon  you,  I  know  it  is ;  but  only  have 
patience  just  a  very  little,  and  everything  will  come  right.  I  know 
it  will  all  come  right.  Only  have  patience  a  little,  and  don't  be 
vexed  with  me,  mother  dear.' 

'  Vexed  with  you,  my  jDretty ! '  cried  Mrs.  Ford,  hugging  her 
child.  '  Since  ever  you  were  born,  Lily,  you've  been  the  pride  of 
my  heart ;  and  I  wouldn't  have  you  different,  not  a  bit  different, 
whatever  was  to  happen  to  me.  There,  bless  you,  child,  don't  cry  : 
and  I'll  go  and  cut  you  a  nice  bit  of  cake,  and  put  some  apples  in 
the  basket,  and  you'll  come  home  with  your  father ;  and  I'll  never 
say  another  word  about  Mr.  Roger  poor  young  gentleman,  though 
it  do  go  to  my  heart.' 

She  went  quickly  away  downstairs,  not  trusting  herself  to  say 
another  word,  lest  she  sliould  enter  again  upon  the  forbidden 
subject.  Lily,  with  hands  that  trembled,  lifted  her  hat  from  its 
box.  She  selected  her  best  hat,  and  a  pretty  little  cloth  jacket 
which  had  been  purchased  for  Sundays ;  but  such  extravagance 
was  not  unusual  with  Lily,  who  took  very  good  care  of  her  clothes, 
though  she  did  not  always  keep  them  for  best.  Perhaps  this  was 
one  reason  why  she  ran  out  so  quickly,  taking  the  little  basket 
hurriedly  from  ]\Irs.  Ford's  hand,  that  her  mother  might  not  remark 
upon  her  dress.  And  she  left  her  collars  lying  about,  not  put 
neatly  into  the  drawer,  as  was  her  wont.  Mrs.  Ford  put  them 
away  very  carefully  afterw^ards,  wondering  a  little  at  Lily's  care- 
lessness ;  but  indeed  it  was  no  wonder,  poor  child,  in  the  circum- 
stances, that  she  should  be  put  out  of  her  usual  tidy  way. 
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AT    THE    RAILWAY    STATION 

Roger  arrived  in  London  in  the  evening,  before  it  was  dark.  He 
had  not  had  a  cheerful  journey.  The  fact  that  he  had  not  been 
able  to  see  Lily,  and  that  her  mother  had  a  second  time  defended 
her  doors  against  him,  and  with  flushed  cheeks  and  troubled  eyes 
had  repeated  once  more  that  Lily  was  out,  that  she  could  not  teU 
where  she  was,  had  disturbed  him  in  his  convictions.  It  had 
seemed  so  certain,  so  self-evident,  that  his  suit  must  be  acceptable 
to  the  gamekeeper's  daughter ;  was  it  possible  that  Lily  was  not 
of  that  opinion,  that  she  loved  some  one  else,  that  after  all  some- 
body in  her  own  class  had  secured  her  affections  'i  The  idea  made 
Eoger's  blood  boil ;  but  when  he  thought  again  he  said  to  himself. 
No,  no.  She  could  never  give  herself  to  a  man  of  her  father's 
class ;  it  was  impossible,  it  could  not  be  ;  and  who  could  she  have 
seen  whom  it  was  possible  to  reckon  with  as  rivalling  himself? 
Roger  was  not  vain,  especially  now  when  his  heart  was  so  pro- 
foundly touched.  At  the  best,  he  had  scarcely  expected  her  to 
love  him  as  he  loved  her.  But  that  she  should  shrink  and  fly 
from  him  was  incredible.  It  could  be  only  what  her  mother  said : 
that  to  find  herself  the  cause  of  so  much  disturbance  had  over- 
whelmed her  delicate  spirit.  Sweet  Lily,  pure  flower  of  nature, 
moved  by  all  the  most  generous  emotions  !  A  girl  who  had  been 
brouglit  up  in  the  world  would  have  liked  the  commotion.  She 
would  have  thought  of  nobody  but  herself  in  the  matter.  But 
Lily  held  her  own  happiness  at  arm's-length,  trembling  for  it  lest 
it  sliould  hurt  some  one  else.  Tliis  conception  of  her  sweetened 
his  thouglits,  which  were  not  bright,  as  he  went  away.  He  told 
her  mother  that  he  would  write,  explaining  everything,  and  tliat 
Lily  must  reply  to  him  sincerely,  truly,  Avithout  thouglit  of  any 
secondary  matter.  '  You  shall  not  be  disturbed  ;  I  will  take  care 
of  you,'  he  repeated,  though  he  did  not  know  liow  he  was  to  do 
so.     And  thus  unsatisfied,  unhappy,  he  had  gone  away. 
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It  sccmccl  to  Roger  that  at  the  junction,  where  there  was  a 
change  of  carriages  for  some  of  the  humbler  travellers,  he  saw  for 
a  moment  among  the  changing  groups  a  figure  which  reminded 
him  of  Lily ;  and  he  started  from  his  corner  to  follow  it  with  his 
eyes.  But  he  knew  the  idea  was  alisurd  even  as  it  flashed  through 
his  mind.  It  was  only  that  he  had  Lily  on  his  heart,  on  his  brain, 
in  his  every  thought,  and  discovered  resemblances  to  her,  visions 
of  her,  wherever  he  turned ;  he  knew  that  nothing  could  be  more 
ridiculous  than  the  thought  that  Lily  was  travelling  to  London  or 
anywhere  else,  alone.  It  was  only  a  delusion  of  Ms  preoccupied 
heart. 

The  yellow  flame  of  the  lamps,  newly  lighted,  was  shining 
against  the  dim  blue  of  the  evening  when  he  reached  the  big 
railway  station,  crowded  and  echoing  with  voices  and  commotion. 
He  had  just  got  his  bags  and  coats  out  of  the  carriage  he  had 
occupied,  and  flung  them  into  the  arms  of  the  waiting  porter, 
when  he  was  suddenly  startled  by  the  appearance  of  another  very 
familiar  image,  almost  as  unlikely  in  such  a  place  as  that  of  Lily. 
The  sight  of  his  brother  Stephen  was  not  habitually  a  pleasure  to 
Roger;  but  there  was  something  in  his  own  forlornness,  in  his 
sense  of  severance  from  all  his  former  life,  which  disposed  him 
towards  his  own  flesh  and  blood ;  and  a  wild  idea  that  Stephen 
might  have  heard  what  had  happened,  and  might  have  come  to 
meet  him,  to  show  him  a  little  sympathy,  though  they  were  not 
usually  great  friends,  suggested  itself  in  the  heat  of  the  moment. 
He  turned  round  abruptly,  straight  in  his  brother's  way,  and  held 
out  his  hand.  '  You've  come  to  meet  me,  Steve  1  How  kind  of 
you  ! '  he  cried. 

Stephen  had  been  going  slowly  along  looking  into  the  carriages, 
as  if  searching  for  some  one.  He  stopped  and  stared,  not  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  had  found  the  person  he  was  seeking,  but 
astonished  at  the  sudden  grasp  of  his  hand  and  claim  upon  him. 
'You  here!'  he  cried,  with  a  look  of  wonder  and  discomfiture; 
and  then  he  laughed,  getting  free  of  Roger's  hand.  '  No,  indeed,' 
he  said,  '  I  didn't  come  to  meet  you.  How  should  11  I  didn't 
know  you  were  coming.     I  thought  you  were  at  home,' 

'I  have  left  home.  Steve,  I  have  a  great  deal  to  tell  you. 
There  are  things  you  ought  to  know.  It  may  aftect  you,  too,' 
added  Roger,  pausing,  with  a  new  thought.  'Jump  into  the 
cab  with  me  ;  don't  leave  me  now  we've  met.  I  have  a  great 
deal  to  say.' 

'  My  dear  fellow,'  answered  Stephen,  '  I'm  very  sorry ;  but  I've 
got  half  a  dozen  engagements.     I've  come  here  to  meet — one  of 
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our  fellows,  don't  you  know.  I  can't  possibly  spare  you  a  moment 
to-night.  You're  at  the  old  place,  I  suppose?  Well,  good-bye. 
I'll  soon  look  you  up.' 

'  Stay  a  moment ;  none  of  your  fellows  can  be  so  important  as 
this,'  said  Roger,  with  his  hand  upon  his  brother's  arm. 

A  smile  of  conscious  triumph  came  over  Stephen's  face ;  he 
shook  off  Roger's  hand  and  turned  away,  kissing  the  tips  of  his 
fingers.  'Ta-ta.  I'll  look  you  up  very  soon,'  he  cried,  disappear- 
ing in  the  crowd.  Roger  divined  the  meaning  of  that  triumphant 
smile.  He  looked  after  his  brother  for  a  moment,  with  a  sense 
that  Stephen's  rendezvous,  whatever  it  was,  was  an  offence  to  his 
own  trouble  and  to  the  cause  of  that  trouble, — a  sin  against  love. 
The  train  was  long  and  the  platform  crowded.  Stephen  and  the 
person,  whoever  it  was  whom  Stephen  had  come  to  meet,  were 
lost  in  the  groups  of  moving  figures,  indistinguishable,  a  continually 
shifting  and  re-forming  crowd,  under  the  mingled  light  of  the 
yellow  lamps  and  the  waning  day.  Roger  saw  the  pale  sky  at  the 
end  of  a  long  vista,  the  lights,  more  perplexing  than  illuminating, 
in  a  row  above,  the  dim,  long,  crowded  line  of  moving  figiu'es 
below.  And  then,  with  a  sigh,  half  of  disappointment,  half  of  a 
vague  and  troubled  foreboding,  he  turned  to  get  into  the  cab, 
wliich  was  already  laden  with  his  travelling-gear.  A  curious  fancy 
to  wait  and  see  who  it  was  whom  Stephen  had  come  to  meet 
crossed  his  mind,  one  of  those  sudden,  vague  fancies  which  blow 
about  through  a  man's  consciousness  without  any  will  of  his  own. 
He  pidled  himself  up  with  an  indignant  return  upon  himself 
What !  wait  and  spy  upon  his  brother !  Of  all  things,  that  was 
the  last.  The  little  self-argimient  passed  in  a  second,  scarcely  so 
long  as  it  took  to  transfer  to  the  porter,  who  stood  waiting  to 
know  what  address  he  was  to  give  the  cabman,  the  sixpence  in 
Roger's  hand,— and  it  never  really  was  a  question  at  all.  That 
he  should  watch  Stephen  and  find  out  who  it  was  he  met  was  as 
impossible  as  to  catch  the  first  passer-by  by  the  throat  and  rob 
him.  And  yet,  if  that  impossible  thought  had  been  carried  out, — 
if  he  had  but  done  it,  this  impossible  thing  ! 

Roger  went  off  to  his  chambers,  the  rooms  which  had  scarcely 
yet  begun  to  show  the  emptiness  of  rooms  uninhabited.  The 
invitation  cards  which  he  had  taken  down  from  the  glass  still  lay 
together  in  a  little  bundle  on  the  mantelshelf  How  few  hours 
it  was  since  he  had  left  them,  still  all  uncertain,  not  knowing  what 
turn  his  fato  was  to  take !  Now  it  was  all  settled,  beyond  the 
reach  of  further  change.  The  state  of  mind  in  whicli  he  was  when 
he  left  this  place,  not  much  more  than  twenty-four  hours  before, 
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was  now  almost  incredible  to  him.  He  scarcely  understood  how 
it  could  have  been.  From  the  beginning  of  time  it  must  have 
been  clear  that  only  in  one  way,  only  in  this  way,  could  he  have 
acted.  Doubt  on  the  subject  was  an  offence  to  him  as  he  now 
saw  it,  and  all  the  efforts  that  had  been  made  to  turn  him  from 
his  purpose  were  as  wrong  as  they  were  vain.  He  thought  of 
Edmund's  action,  his  persuasions,  the  journey  they  had  made 
together,  in  which  his  brother  had  been  his  slave, — a  slave  to  all 
his  caprices,  while  believing  that  he  was  the  guide,  weaning  Roger 
from  those  plans  which  never  could  have  been  doubtful  for  a 
moment,  which  now  were  fixed  beyond  all  recall.  Poor  Edmund, 
always  so  well  intentioned,  so  well  meaninj:; ! 

Roger  sat  gazing  at  the  light  of  his  soh  fcary  lamp,  and  wondered 
within  himself  what  Edmund  would  do.  Would  he  accept,  after 
all,  the  reversion  of  the  heirship,  and  become  in  time  the  proprietor 
of  Melcombe  1  Why  should  he  not  accept  it  1  Since  it  was  no 
longer  Roger's,  how  much  better  it  shoxild  be  Edmund's,  so  good 
a  fellow  as  he  was, — the  best  of  them,  much  the  best !  He  paused 
here  for  a  moment  to  wonder  over  again,  or  rather  to  be  conscious 
of  an  impulse  of  wonder  floating  across  his  mind,  as  to  who  it  was 
Stephen  was  going  to  meet — but  dismissed  this  absurd,  insignificant 
question,  and  returned  to  Edmund,  It  would  be  by  far  the  best 
thing  that  Edmund  should  accept,  and  marry  Elizabeth  Travers, 
and  bring  her  home  to  Melcombe.  A  smile  came  over  Roger's 
face  as  he  sat  thinking, — a  smile  altogether  sweet  and  tender, 
with  perhaps  a  touch  of  melancholy,  as  there  always  is  in  such 
tender  thoughts.  Where  could  there  be  a  better  pair?  They 
would  make  the  house  delightful;  not  like  anything  Roger  had 
ever  known  in  it,  but  far  better,  purer,  more  elevated,  a  home  of 
love  and  kindness.  Yes,  that  was  how  it  must  be  :  Edmimd  and 
Elizabeth  must  marry,  and  live  happily  ever  after,  like  the  lovers 
in  a  fairy  tale ;  '  While  I  and  Lily,'  he  said  to  himself,  '  Lily  and 
I ' — with  his  smile  softening  more  and  more  into  a  melancholy, 
profounder,  sweeter,  than  any  sentiment  he  had  ever  been  conscious 
of  in  his  life,  Lily  and  he  would  not  make  a  home  like  that  at 
Melcombe.  He  did  not  anticipate  any  centre  of  life,  any  new 
world  beginning,  in  that  fated  union,  which  was  like  one  of  the 
old  tragic  expedients  of  destiny  in  the  Greek  plays,  he  thought, — 
a  thing  that  had  to  be,  that  no  human  effort  could  disturb.  He 
smiled  over  it  with  a  pathetic  consciousness  that  it  might  not 
be  what  people  call  happy, — -not  like  that  other  marriage,  like 
Edmund  and  Elizabeth ;  not  happy  in  that  way, — no,  nor  of  that 
kind. 
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He  returned  with  pleasure  from  the  too  penetrating,'  thought  of 
his  own  fate  to  think  of  these  two,  largely  administering  an  ample 
household,  a  shelter  from  the  storms  outside,  an  ever  noble,  tran- 
quil centre  of  life.  His  smile  grew  with  his  consciousness  into  a 
half  laugh,  in  which  amusement  mingled.  Ned  would  fight  against 
it,  he  would  not  see  his  way,  he  would  think  it  was  rolibing  his 
brother, — old  Ned  !  the  best  fellow  that  ever  was  ;  in  love  with 
Lizzy  Travers  all  this  time,  but  never  owning  it,  never  letting 
himself  think  of  it,  in  case  he  might  come  in  Roger's  way.  But 
in  the  end  Edmund  must  hear  reason, — he  must  see  that  this  was 
the  most  desirable  thing  that  could  happen.  Roger  drew  his 
writing  things  towards  him,  and  began  at  once  to  write  to  his 
brother,  setting  all  these  arguments  before  him.  There  must  be 
no  mistake  upon  the  subject ;  Ned  must  do  it,  if  it  were  but  for 
Roger's  sake. 

After  writing  this  letter  he  sat  motionless  for  some  time,  staring 
vacantly  at  the  flame  of  his  lamj).  Then  he  took  up  the  pen  again, 
and  began  another  letter,  his  great  letter,  his  explanation  to  Lily. 
He  wrote  to  her  as  to  one  whom  he  regarded  with  a  kind  of  worship, 
reverent  of  all  her  ignorances  and  innocences,  yet  as  one  who 
belonged  to  him,  between  whom  and  himself  there  could  be  no 
obstacles  that  were  not  imaginary,  to  be  surmounted  at  their  plea- 
sure. She  had  to  understand  this  at  the  outset, — that  she  was 
his,  that  he  would  hear  of  no  objections.  He  had  encountered  for 
her  everything  a  man  can  encounter  for  the  woman  he  loves.  It  was 
done,  and  there  could  be  no  further  question.  Family  and  fortune 
he  had  put  away  for  her ;  it  only  remained  that  she  should  put 
away  her  hesitations,  her  anxieties  for  her  father  (wlio  should 
not  suffer,  he  promised  her),  her  fears  and  diffidences  for  him, — a 
matter  so  easy,  and  yet  all  that  was  wanted  to  make  everything 
clear. 

It  was  very  late  when  he  concluded  tlie  letter,  or  rather  early 
in  the  May  morning,  the  solemn  hour  which  is  at  once  tlie  dead  of 
night  and  the  approach  of  day.  As  he  sealed  the  envelope  there 
came  over  him  again  that  insistent  yet  altogether  irrelevant  ques- 
tion,— Who  was  it  whom  Stephen  was  hurrying  to  meet,  with  that 
smile  of  triumph  on  his  face  ?  He  shook  it  from  him  indignantly, 
not  knowing  by  what  mechanical  freak  of  fancy  it  should  come  back 
thus,  again  and  again.  What  did  it  matter  who  it  was  ?  Some 
of  Stephen's  banal  loves,  a  vulgar  adventure,  perhaps  some  one  of 
whom  it  was  a  shame  to  think,  while  the  air  was  still  softly  echo- 
ing with  Lily's  name.     If  he  had  but  known  ! 
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Lily's  heart  was  in  her  mouth,  as  people  say, — it  was  fluttering 
like  a  bird.  She  stepped  out,  stumbled  out,  of  the  railway  carriage 
among  the  crowd,  looking  wildly  about  her,  feeling  herself  for  the 
moment  lost.  She  had  never  encountered  such  a  crowd  before. 
She  felt  herself  disappear  in  it,  among  the  people  who  were  running 
about  after  their  luggage,  and  those  who  were  calling  cabs,  and  the 
porters  pushing  through  the  throng  with  big  boxes  on  their 
shoulders.  Lily  felt  herself  lost,  as  if,  whoever  might  be  looking 
for  her,  she  should  never  be  found  any  more.  It  had  not  occurred 
to  her  to  prepare  for  the  risk  of  not  meeting  her  lover.  She  was 
quite  unaware  where  to  go,  what  to  do.  She  had  never  been  in 
London  before,  nor  in  a  crowd,  nor  left  to  herself  to  push  her  way. 
She  was  as  much  disconcerted  at  finding  herself  alone  as  if  she  had 
been  a  duke's  daughter  instead  of  a  gamekeeper's ;  and  the  noise 
and  the  bustle  frightened  her.  She  looked  round  helplessly,  wist- 
fully, pvitting  up  the  veil  which  she  had  kept  over  her  face  during 
the  whole  journey.  No  one  was  likely  to  recognise  her  here, — no 
one  except  him  for  whom  she  was  looking,  who  had  not  come.  Had 
he  not  come  ?  Was  it  possible  that  some  accident  could  have 
happened,  and  that  he  was  not  here  1 

Lily  had  some  ten  minutes  of  this  panic  and  misery.  It  was 
the  first  thing  that  had  gone  wrong  with  her  •  all  the  previous  part 
of  the  journey  had  seemed  so  easy.  She  had  walked  to  the  junction, 
from  whence,  as  had  been  arranged  between  them,  the  telegram 
was  to  be  sent,  and  thus  avoided  all  curious  eyes  at  the  little 
Melcombe  station ;  and  she  had  been  lucky  enough  to  find  a 
second-class  carriage  empty,  where  she  was  left  undisturbed  all  the 
way.  She  had  not  the  least  idea  that  Roger  was  in  the  same  train : 
nobody  had  come  near  her  except  the  guard,  and  she  had  seen  no 
familiar  face  ;  all  had  gone  perfectly  well  till  now.  Her  heart  beat, 
indeed,  with  a  wildly  quickened  movement  whenever  she  allowed 
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herself  to  think.  But  Lily  had  enough  perception  of  the  necessity 
of  self-command  to  avoid  thinking  as  much  as  was  possible,  and  to 
concentrate  her  mind  upon  the  happy  meeting  at  the  end  of  this 
exciting  journey.  She  figured  to  herself  Stephen  appearing  at  the 
carriage  window  almost  before  the  train  stopped,  and  how  in  a 
moment  all  anxiety  of  hers,  all  need  to  act  or  decide  for  herself, 
would  be  over.  She  had  nothing  in  the  shape  of  luggage  except 
the  little  basket  in  which  her  mother  had  put  the  luncheon,  the 
slice  of  cake  and  apples,  which  she  had  been  glad  enough  to  have 
before  the  long  afternoon  was  over.  Lily  had  slipped  into  this 
basket  a  very  small  bundle  of  necessaries,  whicli  were  aU  she  had 
brought  with  her.  She  held  it  tightly  in  her  hand  as  she  got  out, 
bewildered  by  the  arrival,  by  the  jar  of  the  stopping,  by  the  dread- 
ful sensation  of  finding  herself  there  alone  among  the  crowd.  She 
did  not  know  how  long  she  stood,  pushed  about  by  the  other  tra- 
vellers, who  knew  where  they  were  going,  who  had  nothing  to  wait 
for ;  but  it  was  long  enough  to  feel  herself  forsaken,  lost,  and  to 
realise  what  it  would  be  to  have  nowhere  to  go  to,  to  be  thrown 
upon  her  own  resources  in  this  horrible,  great,  strange,  noisy  place. 
Then  in  a  moment  Lily's  heart  gave  a  wild  leap,  and  she  knew  it 
was  not  to  be  so. 

But  the  first  sensation  of  the  meeting  was  not  altogether  sweet. 
Instead  of  Stephen's  face  at  the  window,  ready,  waiting  to  receive 
her  according  to  her  dream,  what  really  did  happen  was  that  Lily 
felt  herself  suddenly  surrounded  by  an  arm  which  drew  her  close, 
and  felt  a  hot  breath  upon  her  cheek,  and  a  '  Here  you  are  at  last, 
little  one!'  which  jarred  upon  her  almost  as  much  as  it  relieved 
her.  In  the  railway  station,  among  all  these  crowds !  She 
started  out  of  his  embrace,  freed  herself,  and  threw  a  hurried 
glance  upon  the  bystanders  with  instinctive  terror  altnost  before 
she  looked  at  him.  'Oh,  Stephen!'  she  exclaimed,  with  a  little 
cry  of  reproach, 

'  Don't  be  frightened,'  he  replied  ;  '  nobody  knows  us  here,  you 
little  goose.  I  might  take  you  up  in  my  arms  and  carry  you  ofl", 
— nobody  woidd  mind.  And  so  here  you  are,  Lil,  my  pet ;  really 
here  at  last.' 

She  put  her  arm  timidly  through  his.  '  Oh,  Stephen,  I  thought 
I  should  never  find  you  !     And  what  should  I  have  done  V 

'  It  was  not  my  fault,'  he  declared.  '  Where  is  your  luggage  1 
Oh,  to  be  sure,  you  haven't  got  any  luggage  !'  He  stopped  to  laugh 
at  this,  as  if  it  amused  him  very  much,  but  pressed  her  arm  close 
to  his  side  all  the  time  with  a  sort  of  hug,  wliich  consoled  though 
it  half  frightened  Lily.     '  Why,  how  are  you  to  get  on  for  to-night  V 
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he  went  on,  still  with  that  laugh.  '  Must  we  stop  at  a  shop  some- 
where and  buy  you  things  for  to-niglit?' 

'  Oh,  Stephen,  don't !'  said  Lily,  with  a  pang  of  wounded  pride. 

'  Don't  1  What '?  Talk  of  your  things,  or  about  Avliat  you'll 
want  1  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  all  that  till  to-morrow.'  His  laugh, 
why  should  it  have  offended  Lily  1  It  had  never  done  so  before. 
'  Here's  our  cab,'  he  said,  leading  her  out  of  the  noise  of  the  station. 
Lily's  heart  beat  so  that  it  made  her  faint,  as  he  put  her  into  the 
hansom,  and  took  his  place  beside  her,  so  close,  with  again  that 
sweep  of  his  arm  round  her,  which  seemed  to  offend  her  too,  though 
she  could  not  tell  why, — she  had  no  right  to  be  offended  by  that 
clasp.  He  had  held  her  in  his  arms  in  the  park,  when  they  met 
there,  with  not  a  creature  near,  and  she  had  not  been  offended : 
why  should  she  be  so  now,  or  find  fault  with  the  man  who  was  to 
be  her  husband  to-morrow,  for  his  fondness?  She  drew  herself 
away  a  little,  as  much  as  was  possible ;  but  she  restrained  the 
protest  that  rose  to  her  lips,  though  her  heart  fluttered  and  beat, 
and  all  her  pidses  seemed  to  clang  in  her  ears,  with  an  excitement 
which  had  pain  in  it  and  trouble,  not  the  sensation  of  safety  and 
protection  and  shelter  for  which  she  had  hoped. 

'  Fancy  what  made  me  late,'  Stephen  said ;  '  it  was  not  my  fault. 
As  I  came  hurrying  along,  looking  out  for  my  little  Lil,  whom  do 
you  suppose  I  saw  jumping  out  of  a  carriage  1 — and  he  saw  me  too, 
worse  luck,  and  thought,  the  fool,  I  had  come  to  meet  him.  You 
coiddu't  guess  if  you  were  to  try  till  Christmas.  Why,  Lily,  my  pet, 
my  brother  Roger  !  Think  what  a  fright  I  was  in  for  a  moment ; 
for  though  you  never  woidd  own  to  it,  /  know  he  was  always  hang- 
ing about  the  place ;  and  if  you  could  have  had  the  eldest  son,  my 
little  Lil,  I  daresay  you'd  never  have  thought  twice  of  me.' 

'Oh,  Stephen!'  she  cried,  with  a  choking  sensation  in  her 
throat.  '  Oh,  don't,  don't.'  He  held  her  close  as  in  a  vice,  and 
laughed,  and  delivered  these  remarks  with  his  lips  close  to  her 
cheek.  He  was  excited,  too,  but  the  banter  which  had  appeared 
to  her  so  sprightly  and  delightful  at  Melcombe  seemed  at  this 
tremendous  moment  so  out  of  place,  so  dreadful  to  listen  to.  And 
then  Roger  ! — if  he  but  knew  ! 

'  Yes, — you  didn't  know  he  was  in  the  same  train,  did  you  ? 
Had  he  turned  up  a  little  sooner,  you'd  have  thrown  me  off  at  the 
last  moment,  wouldn't  you,  Lil  1  '  But  Roger  is  one  of  the  prudent 
ones,  my  dear.  No  chance  for  you  there.  Catch  him  offending 
the  Pater  and  losing  his  chances  for  all  the  girls  in  the  world ! 
He  is  not  that  sort.     He  is  not  a  fool  in  love,  like  me  !' 

'  Please,  Stephen  !     Oh,  please,  Stephen  !'     Oh,  to  hear  aU  that 
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of  Mr.  Roger,  who  had  said  such  beautiful  things  to  her,  who  had 
sufl'ered  she  knew  not  what  for  her,  who  had  come  boldly  and  told 
her  mother  that  he  wanted  Lily  for  his  wife  !  All  at  once  there 
sprang  up  in  Lily's  frightened  soul  a  consciousness  that  she  dared 
not  say  this  to  Stephen,  as  things  now  were.  She  had  been  very 
bold  with  him,  and  said  what  she  pleased,  while  she  had  her  home 
within  reach  and  had  still  full  power  over  herself.  But  now  every- 
thing seemed  changed :  now  that  she  was  at  the  height  of  all  her 
dreams  had  pointed  to,  on  the  eve  of  her  wedding-day,  about  to 
marry  a  gentleman, — and  not  a  gentleman  only,  but  a  si)lendid 
officer,  the  flower  of  the  world  ;  now  that  she  was  about  to  step 
into  another  sphere,  to  leave  her  own  humbleness  and  obscurity 
behind  for  ever — - —  Confusedly  Lily  was  conscious  of  all  this 
grandeur  shining  before  her, — only  one  other  step  to  be  taken, 
only  a  few  hours  to  pass ;  but  still  more  certainly  she  became 
aware  that  her  lover  terrified  her  beyond  description,  and  that  in 
a  moment  there  had  rolled  up  between  them  a  crowd  of  things 
which  she  dared  not  speak  of,  nor  allude  to,  and  those  the  very 
things  which  she  most  wished  to  say. 

It  was  a  relief  to  her  when  the  cab  stopped,  in  a  quiet  street, 
with  not  many  lamps  and  scarcely  any  one  about, — a  street  of 
houses  with  little  gardens  in  front  of  them,  narrow  London  enclo- 
sures, with  a  tiny  tree  or  bush  in  the  centre  of  a  space  no  bigger 
than  a  table.  But  it  was  very  quiet,  and  Lily  felt  a  thi-ob  of 
satisfaction,  hoping  to  see  the  good  woman,  the  faithful  creature 
who  was  to  protect  her  and  be  a  mother  to  her  until  to-morrow. 
She  longed  for  the  sight  of  this  woman  as  she  had  never  longed 
for  anything  in  her  life.  But  no  woman  appeared ;  the  door  was 
opened  by  a  man,  and  Stephen  led  the  way  up  to  a  room  on  the 
first  floor,  where  there  were  lights  and  a  table  was  laid.  The 
room  looked  fine  to  Lily's  inexperienced  eyes  :  there  were  flowers 
about,  plants  in  pots,  and  huge  bouquets  in  vases ;  and  the  table 
was  pretty,  with  its  dazzling  white  cover,  and  the  glass  and  silver 
that  shone  under  the  candles  with  their  pink  shades.  All  these 
details  caught  her  eye  even  in  this  moment  of  troubled  emotion, 
and  gave  her  a  thrill  of  pleasure,  as  signs  and  tokens  of  the  new 
world  into  which  she  was  taking  her  first  step.  The  man,  whether 
servant  or  master  of  the  house,  who  had  followed  them  upstairs, 
opened  a  door  into  a  room  beyond,  which  Lily  saw  was  a  bedroom. 
She  took  refuge  hastily  in  this  room,  half  because  she  seemed  to 
be  expected  to  do  so,  half  that  she  might  be  alone  for  the 
moment  and  able  to  think. 

There  were  candles  lighted  upon  the  toilet  table  and  an  air  of 
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preparation,  something  of  the  ordinary  and  natural  in  the  midst  of 
all  the  horrible  strangeness  of  her  circumstances,  wliich  consoled 
her  a  little.  She  sank  down  upon  a  chair,  to  recover  her  breath 
and  her  composure,  saying  to  herself  that  it  was  very  foolish,  even 
wicked,  to  be  so  full  of  nervousness  and  doubts  and  fears ;  that 
having  come  so  far,  and  having  done  it  deliberately  of  her  own  free 
will,  she  could  not,  must  not,  give  way  to  any  imaginary  terrors. 
She  might  have  known  it  would  be  terrible,  this  inteiTal, — she 
might  have  known !  and  where  was  the  good  woman,  the  kind 
woman,  whom  StejDhen  had  assured  her  she  should  find  waiting  1 
Then  she  recalled  herself  with  a  pang  at  her  heart.  How  could 
she  even  ask  for  this  woman,  as  if  she  had  no  confidence  in 
the  man  who  would  be  her  husband  to-morrow  1  To-morrow, — 
only  to-morrow, — it  was  not  very  long  to  wait.  This  panic  was 
due,  no  doubt,  to  the  excitement  of  her  nerves,  a  weakness  such 
as  women  were  so  apt  to  have  in  novels.  Lily  had  never  known 
before  what  unreasonable  nerves  were.  She  took  off  her  hat,  which 
relieved  her  throbbing  head  for  a  moment.  But  when  she  caught 
sight  of  herself  in  the  glass,  her  pale,  scared  face  frightened  her  as 
if  it  had  been  a  head  of  Medusa.  She  turned  away  from  that 
revelation  of  her  own  instinctive  alarms  with  a  fresh  access  of 
terror ;  her  hands  trembled  as  she  put  them  up  to  smooth  her  hair. 
The  table  was  arranged  with  pretty  brushes,  ivory-backed,  and 
every  kind  of  pretty  thing,  such  as  Lily  had  heard  of,  but  never 
seen  before.  They  had  all  been  put  there  for  her,  she  tried  to  say 
to  herself,  aU  arranged  for  her  gratification,  and  she  so  ungrateful ! 
But  she  could  not  use  them.  She  smoothed  her  hair  tremulously 
with  her  hands.  Oh,  where  was  the  woman,  the  kind  woman, 
whose  presence  would  give  her  a  little  courage  ?     Where  was  she  t 

'I  say,  Lil,  look  here,'  cried  Stephen,  rattling  loudly  at  the 
door.  '  Don't  be  long  about  yoiu-  toilet ;  dinner's  just  coming.' 
Then  he  opened  the  door  and  half  came  in.  '  You  want  a  lady's- 
maid, — that's  what  you  want.  Not  used,  eh,  to  managing  for 
youi'self,  my  dear?'  His  laugh  seemed  to  fill  the  house  with 
horrible  echoes.  '  Can't  I  fasten  something  or  undo  something  ? 
Here,  Lil,  you'll  find  me  very  handy,'  he  said,  advancing  to  her, 
his  large  masculine  presence  filling  the  room,  exhausting  the  atmo- 
sphere, aff'ecting  the  frightened  girl  with  a  passion  of  terror  which 
was  almost  more  than  she  could  contain. 

'  Oh,  please !'  she  said,  her  breath  coming  quick,  '  I  shall  be 
ready — in  a  moment — in — in  five  minutes  :  oh,  go  away,  i^lease. 
If  you  would  send  the  woman,  the  woman ' 

'  What  woman  V  he  asked,  with  a  stare ;  then  laughing,  '  Oh, 
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yes,  I  remember !  The  woman,  eh  ?  A  faithful  old  servant, 
wasn't  she '?  Yes  ;  well,  she's  looking  after  the  dinner,  I  sui")pose  ; 
but  no  doubt  there's  a  drudge  of  some  kind,  if  you  must  have  her. 
You  mustn't  be  silly,  my  jDretty  Lil.  You  must  make  the  best  of 
your  bargain,  you  know.     Come,  can't  I  do?' 

'  Oh,  if  I  may  have  the  woman — only  for  a  moment — only  for 
five  minutes ! ' 

'  Well,  don't  work  yourself  into  a  fever,'  he  said.  '  And  mind 
you  don't  keep  the  dinner  waiting,  for  I'm  as  hungry  as  a  hunter,' 
he  added,  looking  back  from  the  door. 

Lily  stood  trembling  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  with  her  hat 
in  her  hand,  and  that  wild  pain  gradually  rising,  swelling,  in  her 
heart.  It  was  all  she  could  do  to  keep  still,  not  to  fly  she  knew 
not  where.  But  yet  she  made  an  effort  to  control  herself.  He 
ought  to  have  been  more  delicate,  more  respectful  than  ever,  now 
that  she  was  so  entirely  at  his  mercy.  He  ought  to  have  treated 
her  like  something  sacred.  Ah  !  but  then,  she  said  to  herself,  he 
had  never  been  respectful,  reverent  of  her,  like  Mr.  Roger.  She 
had  preferred  it  so, — it  was  Stephen's  way ;  he  was  only  a  little 
rough,  thinking  there  was  no  need  for  so  many  ceremonies,  when 
to-morrow — to-morrow  !  She  stood  with  one  foot  advanced,  ready 
in  her  panic  to  fly,  though  she  did  not  know  where  she  could  fly 
to.  And  then  she  heard  his  voice  shouting  downstairs  for  some 
one  to  come  up, — for  the  maid,  for  Mary.  '  Here,  you  Stimpson, 
send  up  the  girl,  send  Mary — whatever  her  name  is.'  Lily  hastily 
locked  the  door  which  was  between  the  rooms,  whUe  his  voice 
was  audible ;  feeling  that  even  the  girl,  even  Mary,  or  whatever 
her  name  was,  would  be  some  protection.  Wild  thoughts  traversed 
her  mind  as  she  stood  there  panting  for  breath,  like  clouds  driven 
over  the  sky  by  a  stormy  wind, — thoughts  over  which  she  had  no 
control.  For  the  first  time  the  otlier  conclusion  burst  upon  her, 
the  end  of  the  story  which  was  in  all  the  books  :  the  unhappy  girl 
betrayed,  wandering  home,  a  shameful  thing,  to  die.  0  God  !  0 
God  !  would  that  ever  happen  to  Lily  1  Not  to  retm-n  in  pride,  a 
gentleman's  wife  on  her  husband's  arm,  to  make  her  parents  glad, 
but  perhaps  in  shame,  flinging  herself  down  before  the  door,  dying 
there,  never  raising  her  head  !  Oh,  what  folly  !  what  folly  !  Oh, 
how  horrible — horrible  !  But  it  could  not  be, — how  could  it  be  ? 
It  was  only  Stephen's  way, — a  little  rough,  not  respectful ;  he  had 
never  been  respectful.  She  would  have  laughed  at  the  idea  before 
to-night, — Stephen  respectful,  delicate,  thinking  of  her  silly  feel- 
ings !  Oh,  was  it  likely,  when  they  were  to  be  married  to-morrow, 
and  ceremony  would  be  needed  no  more  1 
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Presently  there  came  a  heavy,  dragging  step  mounting  tiie 
stairs,  a  hard  breathing  as  of  a  fatigued  creature ;  the  otlier  door 
of  the  room  was  jKished  open,  and  some  one  came  in  witli  a  steam- 
ing jug  of  hot  water,  a  London  maid-of- all-work,  of  a  kind  quite 
unknown  to  Lily,  with  a  scrap  of  something  white  pinned  upon 
lier  rough  liair,  and  an  apron  hurriedly  tied  on,  '  I'm  sorry  as  I 
forgot  the  'ot  water,  ma'am,'  she  said ;  and  put  it  down  with  much 
noise  and  commotion,  shaking  the  room  with  her  tread,  and  making 
everything  in  it  ring. 

She  was  not  pretty,  nor  neat,  nor  anything  that  was  pleasant 
to  see,  but  when  she  turned  to  go  away,  after  putting  down  her 
jug,  Lily  caught  her  arm  with  both  hands.  '  Oh,'  she  cried,  '  don't 
go  away  !  don't  go  away  ! '  holding  her  fast.  The  young  woman, 
half  frightened,  looked  up  in  the  face  of  this  lady  who  must 
certainly  be  mad  to  seize  upon  her  so. 

'  Laws  !'  she  cried  ;  and  then,  '  If  it's  for  lady's-maidin',  ma'am, 
I  ain't  no  good ;  and  Missis  wants  me  downstairs.' 

'Oh,  wait  a  moment  !  wait  a  moment !'  cried  Lily  under  her 
breath.  A  hundred  questions  rushed  to  her  lips,  but  she  did  not 
know  how  to  put  them  into  words,  '  Didn't  yom*  mistress — 
expect  meV  she  managed  to  say. 

'  Missis  1  Expect  you  1  Oh  yes,  ma'am  ;  the  Captain  said  as 
you  were  coming.' 

A  little  relief  came  to  Lily's  mind.  '  She  did  expect  me ! 
But  why  does  she  not  come  then  1     Why  doesn't  she  come  1 ' 

' Missis r  said  the  drudge,  astonished.  'Why,  she's  a-cookin' 
of  the  dinner.     She  ain't  a  lady's-maid,  ma'am,  no  more  than  me.' 

'  But  you  said  she  expected  me  ! ' 

'  Oh,  bless  you !  It  was  the  Captain  as  expected  you.  He 
said,  "  Mrs.  Stimpson,  I'm  expecting  of  my  good  lady.  She's  been 
a-visiting  of  her  friends,  and  I  expects  her  back  Tuesday  or 
Wednesday,"  he  says.  We  was  all  ready  for  you  yesterday, 
ma'am,  and  the  dinner  ordered ;  but  the  Captain,  he  says,  "  It'll 
be  to-morrow,  Mrs.  Stimpson."  He  said  as  how  you  was  very 
fond  of  your  own  folks,  and  it  was  always  imcertain  to  a  day  when 
you'd  come  back.' 

'When  I'd  comeback?' 

'  Yes,  ma'am :  I  hear  him  sayin'  of  it.  "  Mrs.  Stevens,"  he 
says,  "  is  very  fond  of  her  own  folks." ' 

'Is  that — is  that — what  he  said?  And  where  does  he — live, 
then  ? '  said  Lily,  in  a  whisper  which  she  could  scarcely  make 
audible. 

'Captain  Stevens — when  he's  at  home?     Laws!  how  can   I 
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tell  you  ?  But  for  the  last  week  he  has  been  living  here,  a-waitin' 
for  his  good  lady, — ^just  as  Missis  is  waitiiig  for  me  to  help  dish 
up  the  dinner  downstairs.' 

Lily  did  not  say  another  word.  She  fixed  her  wild  eyes  upon 
the  maid's  face,  and  signed  to  her  to  go  impatiently.  The  drudge 
was  surprised  at  this  rapid  dismissal,  but  she  was  too  much 
occupied  with  her  own  dreary  life  to  trouble  herself  what  happened, 
and  her  mistress,  she  knew,  would  scold  her  for  her  delay.  She 
went  downstairs,  not  looking  behind,  not  hearing  the  steps  that 
followed  her.  Lily  followed  like  a  ghost ;  her  foot  was  liglit,  not 
like  the  heavy  steps  of  the  maid.  She  went  behind  her  step  by 
step,  not  thinking  of  anything  but  of  how  to  get  away,  incapable 
of  thought.  She  had  her  little  basket  still  in  one  hand,  her  gloves 
in  the  other,  which  she  held  mechanically.  When  the  woman 
turned  the  corner  of  the  stairs  to  pursue  her  way  to  the  kitchen, 
Lily  found  herself  in  the  narrow  hall,  lit  with  one  dull  flame  of 
gas,  alone.  She  flew  noiseless  as  a  bird  to  the  door  which  was 
before  her,  the  only  way  of  salvation.  In  another  moment  she 
was  outside  in  the  fresh  cool  air  of  the  spring  night. 

Outside, — outside  of  everything;  alone  in  London,  without  a 
soul  to  turn  to, — alone  in  the  unknown  streets,  on  the  verge  of 
the  awful  night ! 
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It  was  a  long  time  before  Lily  could  think  at  all  of  wliat  had 
happened,  of  what  might  have  happened,  of  what  might  be  going 
to  become  of  her  now,  all  forlorn  and  alone  in  the  London  streets. 
She  had  no  time  for  thought;  the  first  necessity  was  to  go  away, 
to  go  as  far  as  her  trembling  yet  nervously  strong  and  energetic 
limbs  could  carry  her, — away,  away  from  that  dreadful  place. 
She  flew  rather  than  ran  close  by  the  garden  walls  and  railings, 
scarcely  feeling  her  feet  touch  the  ground,  to  the  end  of  the  street, 
and  out  of  that  into  a  little  square,  which  she  crossed  obliquely, 
following  the  street  that  led  out  of  it  at  the  other  corner  in  a 
contrary  direction.  Until  her  breath  was  exhausted,  and  the  first 
impulse  of  horror  and  panic  had  to  some  degree  worn  out,  she 
never  paused,  going  always  straight  before  her,  out  of  one  street 
into  another ;  sometimes  crossing  one  which  was  full  of  bustle  and 
lights,  plunging  into  the  darkness  again  on  the  other  side.  The 
district  to  which  she  had  been  taken  was  one  of  those  which 
flank  great  London  on  every  side,  like  a  series  of  dull  towns  with 
interminable  endless  little  streets,  leading  out  of  each  other ;  all 
alike,  monotonous,  featureless,  overpowering  in  their  blank  nonen- 
tity. Lily  had  no  leisure  of  mind  to  understand  this,  or  think 
how  it  was  that  she  found  nothing  but  solitude  round  her,  though 
it  helped  to  oppress  her  soul ;  but  now  and  then  a  chilly  anguish 
ran  through  her,  a  feeling  that  she  had  got  into  some  terrible 
circle  which  might  bring  her  back  to  the  spot  she  had  fled  from, 
and  throw  her  once  more  into  the  power  of  him  from  whom  she 
had  escaped ;  for  the  streets  were  all  so  like,  so  horribly  like,  with 
the  same  dull  lamps  at  the  corners,  the  same  line  of  little 
gardens,  the  same  rows  of  windows.  The  light  had  altogether 
faded  out  of  the  evening  sky,  but  it  was  still  faintly  blue  overhead, 
showing  a  glittering  and  twinkling  of  innumerable  stars ;  not 
bright,  but  mildly  present  in  the  sky,  making  a  sort  of  twilight  in 
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the  heavens.  The  sight  of  this  pale  iueffiilile  clearness  apiiearing 
where  there  was  a  larger  opening  gave  Lily  heart  to  go  on ;  it 
was  something  known  in  the  midst  of  this  strange  wilderness 
through  which  she  was  wandering,  something  familiar  where  all 
was  so  dark  and  strange. 

When  the  first  impulse  of  flight  and  panic  began  to  wane,  and 
she  felt  her  breath  fail  her  and  her  limbb  trembling  under  her, 
Lily  slackened  her  pace  unconsciously ;  and  then  she  began  to 
think.  This  was  more  dreadful  than  the  other  state,  the  wild 
instinct  which  had  obliterated  everything  except  the  necessity  of 
getting  away.  She  began  to  remember,  to  realise  what  it  was 
that  had  happened  to  her.  Heaven  help  her,  a  forlorn  and  solitary 
creature,  not  knowing  where  to  go  nor  what  to  do  in  this  awful 
desert  of  houses,  where  there  was  no  door  open  to  her,  but  only 
one  which  led  to— hell.  That  was  where  it  led  to.  She  caught 
her  breath  with  an  effort  to  repress  the  long,  broken,  convulsive 
sob  that  shook  her  from  head  to  foot,  and  came  back  and  back, 
like  the  sob  of  a  child  which  has  wept  all  its  tears  away.  Yet  it 
was  not  of  the  immediate  danger  she  had  escaped  that  she  thought 
most.  She  did  not,  in  fact,  realise  that,  having  an  imagination 
free  from  all  visions  of  corruption.  What  Lily  realised  with 
vivid  horror  was  the  picture  so  common  in  books,  so  continually 
repeated,  which  forms  the  burden  of  so  many  a  rustic  tale, — the 
betrayed  girl  going  home  in  shame  and  misery  to  die,  creeping  to 
her  father's  door,  not  daring  to  knock,  not  venturing  even  to  look, 
hiding  her  ruined  head  upon  the  threshold.  That  it  should  have 
come  within  the  most  distant  possibility  that  this  could  happen  to 
her !  This  was  the  first  conscious  thought  thai  took  possession 
of  her  when  she  became  able  to  think  at  all.  It  had  flashed 
across  her  mind  as  she  stood  in  the  dimly-lighted  room,  hearing 
from  the  dingy  little  maid  what  fate  was  jireparing  for  her.  It 
returned  now,  and  filled  her  whole  being  with  such  a  pervading 
force  as  is  possible  only  to  the  simple  soul.  It  did  not  seem  to 
be  a  thought  only,  but  a  vision.  She,  Lily,  the  first  of  all  belong- 
ing to  her,  the  one  exceptional  creatiu-e,  unlike  all  others  ;  knowing 
and  feeling  to  the  very  tips  of  her  fingers  that  she  was  not  like 
any  one  else,  that  she  belonged  to  another  sphere, — she  whose 
intention  and  dream  it  had  been  to  go  in  at  that  hvnnblc  door, 
leaning  upon  the  arm  of  the  finest  gentleman  she  knew,  and 
justify  her  mother's  pride  and  fulfil  all  prognostications  of 
splendour  and  happiness  !  That  to  her,  to  Lily,  that  other  fate 
might  have  come,  the  common  fate  of  the  rnstic  fool,  the  village 
girl  betrayed !     Perhaps  it  was  a  proof  that  no  stronger  passion, 
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no  self-abandonment,  had  ever  been  in  Lily's  thoughts.  This 
terrible  picture  took  possession  of  her ;  she  could  almost  feel 
lierself  sinking  before  the  door,  covering  her  face,  and  in  her  heart 
the  humiliation,  the  shame  beyond  words,  the  collapse  of  every 
hope.  If  it  had  not  been  that  silence  was  the  first  necessity  in 
her  present  terrible  circumstances,  nothing  could  have  restrained 
the  keen  cry  of  imagined  anguish  that  was  on  her  lips, — that  this 
might  have  happened  to  her  ! 

Then  she  calmed,  or  tried  to  calm,  herself  with  the  thought 
that  it  never  could  have  happened.  Even  if  she  had  not  ascer- 
tained her  danger  in  time  and  escaped  as  she  had  done,  Lily  felt, 
grasping  herself  tight,  as  it  were,  holding  herself  together,  that 
shame  could  never  have  come  to  her,  never,  never,  never !  It  was 
a  thing  which  she  could  not  acknowledge  possible,  which  never 
could  have  been.  She  clenched  her  hands,  which  were  cold  and 
trembling,  until  she  hurt  them  with  the  pressure,  and  repeated. 
Never,  never,  never  !  In  all  the  world  there  was  no  power  which 
could  have  brought  that  humiliation  upon  her.  Oh  no,  no,  no ! 
There  are  things  which  can  be,  and  there  are  things  which  cannot 
be.  She  hurried  on  in  her  passion,  flying  from  that  thought 
which  of  itself  was  a  degradation ;  for  to  be  obliged  to  acknowledge 
even  the  possibility  of  shame  approaching,  shame  almost  within 
touch,  was  a  shameful  thing.  She  went  on  quicker  and  quicker 
to  escape  from  it.  It  takes  a  long  time  to  exhaust  a  thought, 
especially  in  such  circumstances  as  those  in  which  the  girl  now 
found  herself.  Was  any  girl  ever  in  such  a  plight  before  %  In 
the  streets  of  London,  without  a  place  to  go  to,  without  a  friend, 
not  knowing  where  to  turn,  lost,  altogether  lost  to  everybody  who 
knew  her,  to  everything  she  knew !  Her  thoughts  swept  on  like 
an  accompaniment  to  that  soft  sound  of  her  light  footsteps,  some- 
times interrupted  by  a  start  of  rising  terror  when  she  heard  steps 
following  her,  or  saw  some  figure  coming  into  sight  under  the 
lamplight,  but  resuming  again,  going  on  and  on.  It  was  a  long 
time  before  she  came  to  the  question  what  she  was  to  do.  The 
night  had  dari^ened,  deepened,  all  around ;  the  tew  little  shops  at 
the  street  corners  which  she  passed  from  time  to  time  had  put  up 
their  shutters ;  the  lights  were  few  in  the  windows.  It  was  no 
longer  evening,  but  night.     What  was  she  to  do  % 

Lily  had  never  in  her  life  gone  anywhere  or  taken  any  important 
step  by  herself.  She  had  gone  to  school,  indeed,  without  the 
escort  given  to  guis  of  a  higher  class,  but  even  this  under  limi- 
tations :  put  into  the  railway  carriage  at  one  end,  and  met  at  the 
other    as  was  thought  necessary  by  her  schoolmistress,  at  least. 
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She  knew  that  what  people  did,  when  benighted  in  a  strange 
place,  was  to  go  to  a  hotel ;  but  this  was  an  idea  which  made  the 
blood  course  through  her  veins  more  wildly  than  before.  To  go 
to  a  hotel,  a  girl,  alone,  on  foot,  without  any  luggage  except  the 
basket,  which  she  clung  to  as  if  there  might  possibly  be  lielp  in  it ! 
The  beating  of  her  heart  seemed  to  choke  Lily,  as  she  thought  of 
that  expedient.  How  could  she  explain  that  she  was  in  London 
without  any  place  to  go  to  'i  No,  no,  that  was  impossible  !  She 
could  not  do  it ;  she  had  not  the  courage.  Oh,  if  she  could  but 
see  some  good  woman,  some  one  with  a  kind  face,  going  into  one 
of  the  little  houses,  standing  at  one  of  the  doors !  In  books  it 
was  so  certain  that  a  poor  girl  woidd  meet  her  at  the  end,  when  she 
was  perhaps  in  despair.  But  no  good  woman  stood  at  any  door 
which  Lily  passed,  or  looked  at  her  suddenly  with  compassion, 
going  along  the  pavement.  By  this  time,  indeed,  there  were  no 
women  about,  nobody  was  in  those  quiet  streets.  The  doors  were 
all  closed ;  from  time  to  time  some  one  went  by,  not  distinguish- 
able in  the  lamplight,  who  took  no  notice  of  Lily, — sometimes  a 
policeman,  with  his  heavy  tread  sounding  all  down  the  street  in  the 
quiet  of  the  night.  As  it  grew  later  and  later,  these  policemen 
began  to  look  at  her,  she  observed,  as  if  she  were  a  strange  sight ; 
and  it  occurred  to  her  that  perhaps,  in  her  ignorance,  not  knowing 
where  she  was  going,  she  might  be  passing  and  repassing  through 
the  same  street,  meeting  the  same  man,  who  would  naturally 
wonder  to  see  a  young  woman  going  along  so  late.  And  she 
began  to  get  so  tired, — oh,  so  tired ;  feeling  as  if  she  could  not  go 
farther  than  the  next  corner,  yet  walking  on  mechanically  without 
any  volition  of  her  own  ;  her  limbs  moving,  moving,  her  feet 
sometimes  stumbling,  always  going  on  as  if  they  had  some  separate 
impulse  of  their  own.  If  she  only  dared  to  sit  do'mi  on  the  steps 
of  a  door,  rest  a  little,  perhaps  go  to  sleep  for  a  time,  leaning  her 
head  upon  her  hand  !  But  Lily  felt  hazily,  in  the  confusion  of  her 
weariness,  that  if  she  did  this  the  policeman  or  some  one  might 
speak  to  her,  might  take  her  perliaps  to  prison,  or  to  the  work- 
house, or  somewhere  which  would  be  a  disgrace.  Everything 
unknown  seemed  as  if  it  might  be  a  disgrace,  something  that 
would  be  a  shame  to  think  of,  to  have  encountered.  To  be  out 
aU  night  was  shameful,  too, — in  the  streets  all  night !  What 
would  any  one  think  to  whom  that  was  said  1  In  London  streets 
all  night !  Anybody  who  heard  of  that  would  think  of  noise  and 
tumult,  and  crowds  of  people  and  blazing  lights,  and  dreadful 
gaiety  and  merry-making.  But  wliat  a  mistake  that  Avas !  Lily 
said  to  herself      The  streets  of  London, — what  could  be  more 
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quiet  1  Quieter  than  the  road  through  the  village  or  the  country 
highways,  where  the  dogs  would  bark,  at  least,  at  a  passing  foot- 
step, and  the  people  in  the  hoiises  get  up  to  look  out  and  wonder 
who  it  could  be.  But  in  these  streets  no  dog  barked,  no  window 
opened,  no  one  looked  out.  She  remembered  to  have  heard  that 
no  woman  need  fear  going  anywhere  in  London,  so  long  as  she 
walked  steadily  along,  minding  her  own  business,  giving  no 
occasion  to  any  one  to  interfere.  How  true  that  was,  how  safe  it 
was,  nobody  paying  any  attention  !  It  sounded  a  terrible  thing 
to  be  out  walking  about  the  streets  all  night ;  but  it  was  not  so 
dreadful,  after  all.  There  was  nobody  to  meddle ;  the  policeman 
might  perhaps  look  surprised  to  see  a  girl  alone  so  late ;  but  no 
one  said  a  word.  It  was  quite,  quite  safe ;  it  was  the  best  way, 
so  that  nobody  should  ever  know.  For  who  could  believe  it 
possible  that  Lily,  LUj/  !  had  spent  a  night  like  that,  roaming 
restlessly  about  the  silent,  dark  streets  %  If  she  were  not  so  tired, 
and  so  faint,  and  so  ready  to  cry,  and  so  like  to  drop  down  with 
utter  fatigue  and  blinding,  chilling  weariness  !  But  here  was  the 
policeman  coming  again,  and  he  might  think  he  had  a  right  to 
speak  to  her  if  she  faltered,  or  made  any  sound  of  crying,  or  showed 
that  she  was  tired  while  he  was  passing.     So  she  went  on  and  on. 

What  she  would  have  done  had  she  not  happened  upon  this 
quiet  district,  these  innumerable  little  silent  streets,  who  can  tell  % 
Had  she  drifted  into  a  great  thoroughfare,  or  the  places  where 
people  live  who  go  home  late,  poor  Lily's  adventures  miglit  have 
been  very  different.  It  was  fortunate  for  her  that  Stephen 
Mitford  had  chosen  a  quarter  far  removed  from  those  which  he 
knew  best,  a  place  out  of  reach  of  any  prying  eyes,  in  the  midst  of 
the  respectability  of  the  Westbourne  Park  district,  in  the  endless 
labyrinths  of  Eoads  and  Gardens  and  Places,  where  midnight 
commotion  never  enters.  More  than  once  she  passed  the  very 
corner  of  the  street  to  which  he  had  taken  her,  in  the  ignorance  of 
her  aimless  wandering  in  the  dark  hours  of  the  night ;  sometimes, 
indeed,  was  within  the  length  of  a  street  from  him  searching  for 
her.  But  it  would  not  have  mattered  had  they  met  face  to  face. 
Lily  was  for  ever  emancipated  from  that  dream.  He  could  as 
soon  have  moved  the  church  in  the  deep  shadows  of  which  the 
poor  girl  ventured  to  pause  a  little,  leaning  against  the  raiUngs, 
as  have  persuaded  or  forced  her  back  to  the  false  shelter  he  had 
IDrovided.  However,  he  never  came  -within  sight  of  that  shado\vy 
little  figure,  which  passed  like  a  ghost,  going  close  to  the  houses, 
brushing  past  the  garden  walls. 

She  was  still  going  on  in  her  circuit,  her  head  more  and  more 
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confused,  her  thoughts  more  broken,  all  lucidity  gone  from  her 
mind,  nothing  left  but  the  mechanical  power  of  movement  and 
sense  that  she  must  go  on,  when  suddenly  a  miracle  was  worked 
about  and  around  the  poor  little  wanderer.  The  day  broke.  She 
was  so  dazed  with  fatigue  that  she  had  not  observed  the  preliminary 
phenomena  of  dawn.  Things  had  got  clearer  round  her,  but  she 
had  taken  no  notice.  She  had  been  vaguely  aware  of  the  houses, 
with  theii-  windows  all  veiled  with  white  blinds,  like  closed  eyes, 
which  somehow  became  more  visible,  as  if  looking  coldly  at  her, 
wondering  what  she  was  doing  there,  when  abruptly  there  came 
upon  her  through  an  opening,  like  a  hand  reaching  out  of  heaven, 
the  warmth  and  glory  of  a  ray  of  sunshine.  Lily,  who  all  that 
awful  night  through  had  not  uttered  a  sound,  started  as  if  some 
one  had  touched  her,  and  gave  a  faint  cry.  The  sun,  the  day ! 
It  was  over,  then,  this  horrible  darkness  and  silence.  She  put  her 
hand  to  her  heart  to  which  the  ray,  the  dart,  had  gone.  All  at 
once  the  danger  seemed  over.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  now  could 
sit  down  anywhere,  which  was  the  one  sole,  overpowering  wish  that 
remained  in  her — rest  anywhere  without  being  remarked.  The 
policeman  was  no  longer  a  thing  to  fear,  nor  any  one,  any  one ! 
Not  that  she  had  been  afraid,  but  now  that  it  was  over  she  felt 
with  reawakening  faculties  all  the  horror  that  had  been  in  it, — 
now  that  it  was  day.  She  did  not  sit  down,  however,  though  the 
friendly  steps  at  all  those  closed  doors  appeared  to  spread  out  like 
delightful  places  of  refuge  to  receive  her.  One  on  which  that  ray 
of  sunshine  slanted  was  almost  too  tempting  to  be  resisted.  But 
courage  came  back  to  her  with  the  light,  and  freedom  and  deliver- 
ance. It  might  be  possible  to  ask  for  shelter  somewliere,  to  look 
out  wistfully  again  for  that  good  woman,  now  the  day  had  come. 
But  though  she  felt  this  sudden  relief  in  her  soul,  utter  exhaustion 
made  Lily  like  a  creature  in  a  dream,  moving  she  could  not  tell 
how,  drifting  onward  with  little  conscious  impulse  of  her  own. 
She  remarked  things  round  her,  and  felt  the  sensation  of  freedom, 
but  always  as  in  a  dream.  Presently  she  came  to  the  edge  of  a 
large  thoroughfare,  and  stood  and  gazed  at  it  with  a  wonder  that 
was  half  reverence  and  half  fear.  Lily  knew  enough  to  understand 
that  this  was  not  like  the  streets  in  which  she  had  been  wandering. 
The  great  shops  all  barricaded  and  barred,  the  wide  pavements, 
the  many  lamps,  some  of  them  still  bm'ning  ineftectually,  with 
ciu-ious  unnecessary  light,  in  the  full  eye  of  day,  showed  her  that 
this  was  one  of  the  centres  of  life  of  which  she  had  heard.  She 
thought  it  was  perhajjs  Regent  Street  or  Piccadilly.  To  see  it 
bereft  of  all  life,  silent,  filled  with  light  and  the  freshness  of  the 
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morning,  produced  in  her  mind  some  faint  shadow  of  that  emotion 
with  which  the  poet  saw  the  '  mighty  heart '  of  the  great  city  lying 
still,  and  the  river  flowing  at  its  will.  But  that  impression  was 
faint,  and  the  aspect  of  the  deserted  street  chilled  once  more  the 
innocent  vagrant,  half  restored  to  life  1)y  the  awakening  touch  of 
day.  There  was  no  one  to  help  her,  no  one  looking  out  to  see 
what  unhappy  lost  creature  was  in  want  of  succour,  no  good  woman. 
Oh,  where  was  she,  that  good  woman,  who  would  take  her  by  the 
hand,  who  would  stand  between  her  distracted  youth  and  the 
terrible  world  ? 

She  was  too  much  worn  out,  however,  to  feel  even  this  with 
any  warmth.  Standing  still  had  rested  her  a  little  :  she  went  on 
again,  automatically,  scarcely  knowing  why,  because  there  was 
nothing  else  for  her  to  do,  along  the  whole  vacant  length  of  the 
empty  street.  An  early  workman  or  two,  pipe  in  mouth,  went 
past  her,  taking  no  notice.  No  one  took  any  notice.  The  earliest 
houses  began  to  wake,  as  she  passed,  a  few  blinds  were  drawn  up, 
a  housemaid  appeared  here  and  there  at  a  door, — a  girl  who  had 
slept  all  night,  and  risen  to  her  work  cheerful  and  rosy,  whereas 
she  !  One  or  two  of  these  looked  curiously  at  her,  she  thought, 
as  she  went  along.  Was  her  walk  unsteady?  was  her  hair 
untidy?  she  wondered  vaguely.  What  would  they  think?  And 
what  was  she  to  do  ?  What  was  she  to  do  1  Though  she  could 
neither  feel  nor  think  save  by  moments,  something  would  rise  in  the 
morning  air,  and  breathe  across  her  with  this  question.  What, 
what  was  she  to  do  1  As  she  went  on,  she  suddenly  became  aware 
that  the  people  whom  she  had  begun  mechanically  to  observe, 
appearing  one  by  one  from  various  sides,  were  all  tending  in  one 
direction  ;  and  then  a  carriage  or  two  came  noisily  along,  disturbing 
the  quiet,  tiu'ning  the  same  way.  She  looked  up,  and  her  heart 
gave  a  wild  spring,  then  fell  down  again,  down,  down,  into  her 
bosom.  It  was  the  railway  to  which  the  people  were  all  tending, 
and  she  with  them, — the  way  home.  How  could  she  go  home? 
Oh,  home,  home,  to  which  she  had  meant  to  return  triumphant  on 
her  husband's  arm  !  Her  husband — but  who  was  he  ?  She  had 
no  husband ;  and  how  could  she  go  home  ?  She  must  think,  she 
must  think ;  the  time  had  come  at  last  when  she  must  think,  and 
find  out  what  she  was  to  do.  She  went  on  with  the  little  stream, 
following  instinctively,  as  if  the  current  had  caught  her.  One  lady 
went  into  the  waiting-room,  where  Lily  followed,  still  mechanically. 
She  did  not  know  why  she  should  choose  to  follow  that  individual 
more  than  another ;  they  were  all  blind  leaders  of  the  blind  to  the 
confused  intelligence,  now  sinking  into  a  sort  of  waking  sleep. 
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But  when  she  found  herself  sheltered  by  four  walls  and  with  a  roof 
over  her  head,  the  long  wretchedness  of  the  night  overwhelmed 
Lily.  It  seemed  to  have  waited  for  her  there  to  close  around  her,  to 
stui^efy  all  her  faculties.  She  sank  down  upon  a  sofa,  unconscious 
of  the  public  place  it  was,  knowing  nothing  except  that  here  at  last 
was  shelter,  and  a  place  where  she  could  lay  her  weary ^head. 


XXIX 

THE    KNIGHT -ERRANT    AND    THE    DETECTIVE 

'Your  Lily?'  exclaimed  Edmund,  with  au  amazement  so  evident 
that  the  poor  woman,  who  stood  subduing  herself,  in  a  state  of 
passionate  excitement,  yet  keeping  down  her  voice  and  her  tears, 
half  in  eagerness  to  hear  his  reply,  half  in  terror  lest  she  shoidd 
betray  her  distress  to  other  ears  than  his,  clasped  her  hands 
together  in  dismay,  and  burst  into  one  momentary  strangled  cry. 
She  had  not  doubted  that  he  would  know, — and  he  knew  nothing. 
Her  feverish  hope,  the  hope  which  had  seemed  almost  a  certainty, 
fell  in  a  moment  and  perished. 

'  Oh,  sir,'  she  said,  '  oh,  Mr.  Edmund,  don't  say  that  you  don't 
know,  for  it's  been  all  my  hope  ! ' 

He  took  her  by  the  hand  gently,  and  led  her  to  a  chair.  The 
interruption  had  made  him  angry  at  first ;  but  the  real  and  terrible 
suffering  in  her  homely  face,  which  was  blanched  out  of  all  its 
usual  ruddiness,  the  mouth  trembling,  the  brows  all  puckered  with 
trouble,  touched  Edmund's  heart.  '  Sit  down,'  he  said,  '  and  com- 
pose yourself,  and  tell  me  what  has  happened.  I  know  nothing 
about  your  daughter :  what  is  iti  If  I  can  do  anything  to  help 
you,  I  will.' 

'Oh,  Mr.  Edmund!'  cried  the  poor  woman  again;  then  she 
clasped  her  hands  in  her  lap,  and,  leaning  forward,  her  eyelids 
swollen  and  large  with  tears,  said  with  impressive  tragical 
simplicity,  '  I  have  not  seen  my  Lily  since  yesterday  middle  day, — 
not  since  yesterday  middle  day.' 

'  You  have  not  seen  her  ?     I  don't  understand,'  said  Edmund. 

'  Do  you  mean  that  you  have  had  a  quarrel — that  she  has 

No,  no,  I  know  that  can't  be.  She  must  have  gone — to  see  some 
of  your  friends.' 

'  We  have  no  friends,  Mr.  Edmund,  as  she'd  wish  to  go  and  see. 
Oh,  if  I've  been  a  foolish  woman  bringing  her  uj)  as  I  have  done, 
out  of  her  own  kind,  oh,  God  forgive  me,  and  that  it  may  all 
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lie  upon  me  !  Mr.  Edmund,  she's  got  no  friends  for  tliat  reason, 
because  she's  a  lady,  is  my  Lily,  and  the  rest  are  all  just  girls  in 
the  village.  It  never  was  no  amusement  to  her,  nor  no  pleasure, 
to  go  with  them.  No,  no,  she's  not  gone  to  no  friends.  There's 
only  one  thing  I  can  think  of  to  keep  me  from  despair.  Oh,  Mr. 
Edmund,  have  pity  upon  me  !  Tell  me  as  she  has  gone  off  with 
your  brother,  and  I'll  never  say  a  word.  I'll  not  suspect  nor  think 
no  harm.  Mr.  Edmund,  I  have  confidence  in  my  Lily,  and  Mr. 
Roger,  he's  always  acted  proper  and  like  a  gentleman.  Oh,  Mr. 
Edmund,  say  as  he's  taken  her  away  !' 

'  Why  should  he  take  her  away  1  He  has  asked  her  to  marry 
him,  and  he  has  told  you  of  it,  and  my  father  knows ;  everybody 
is  now  prepared  for  the  marriage.  You  may  be  sure  it  would 
never  occur  to  my  brother  to  do  anything  clandestine,  anything 
secret.  Why  should  he  ?  He  has  suffered  enough  for  her ;  there 
can  be  no  need  for  any  secret  now.' 

Edmund  could  scarcely  restrain  the  indignation  which  rose  in 
his  mind  as  he  spoke.  Yes,  Roger  had  suffered  enough  for  her. 
To  run  away,  after  all,  with  this  cottage  girl  was  a  supposition 
impossible,  unworthy  of  him,  ridiculous.  Why  had  he  borne  all 
that  he  had  done,  if  the  matter  was  to  come  to  such  a  solution  at 
the  end  ? 

'  I've  said  that  to  myself,'  said  poor  Mrs.  Ford.  '  I've  said  it 
over  and  over :  all  as  ever  Mr.  Roger  has  done  or  said,  he's  been 
the  perfect  gentleman  all  through.  But,'  she  added,  crusliing  her 
hands  together,  and  raising  to  him  her  tearful  face,  '  if  my  Lily  is 
not  with  him,  where  is  she  ?  for  I  have  not  seen  her — I  have  not 
seen  her' — her  voice  broke,  choked  with  tears  and  unquenchable 
sobs — '  me,  that  never  let  her  out  of  my  sight, — not  since  yesterday 
middle  day.  And  there's  her  bed  that  no  one's  slept  in,  and  her 
things  all  lying,  and  supper  and  breakfast  never  touched.  And 
oh,  where  is  she,  where  is  she,  Mr.  Edmund,  where's  my  Lilyl' 
cried  the  poor  mother,  her  painful  self-control  breaking  down. 
She  held  up  her  hands  to  him  in  an  agony  of  appeal.  Her  poor 
homely  face  was  transfigured  with  love  and  anguish,  with  that 
aching  and  awful  void  in  which  every  wretchedness  is  concen- 
trated. 

It  was  scarcely  to  be  wondered  at  if  in  Edmund's  mind  there 
had  sprung  up  at  first  a  sort  of  impatient  hope  that  here  was  a 
possibility  of  being  rid  of  Lily,  that  troubler  of  everybody's  peace. 
But  he  could  not  resist  the  misery  in  the  poor  woman's  face.  He 
sat  down  by  her  and  soothed  her  as  best  he  could,  inquiring  when 
and  how  the  girl  had  disappeared  and  what  the  circumstances 
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were,  if  perhaps  they  might  throw  auy  liglit  upon  it.  It  was  a 
curious  and  bewildering  coincidence  that  she  should  have  dis- 
appeared on  the  afternoon  on  which  Roger  had  gone  to  town. 
Was  it  possible,  his  brother  asked  himself,  that,  weary  of  all  that 
had  taken  place,  scarcely  happy  even  in  the  prospect  of  what  was 
to  come,  Roger  had  snatched  at  the  possibility  of  concluding  the 
whole  business  without  further  fuss  or  fret,  and  persuaded  her  to 
trust  herself  to  him  1  He  thought  it  strange,  very  strange,  that 
his  brother  should  have  dreamed  of  such  an  expedient ;  stranger 
still  that  Lily,  no  doubt  elated  by  such  a  change  in  her  fortunes, 
should  have  consented  to  it,  and  foregone  her  triumph.  But  still 
it  was  extraordinary  that  both  these  events  should  happen  in  one 
day,  both  in  one  afternoon,  Roger's  departure  and  Lily's  disappear- 
ance. He  could  not  refuse  to  see  the  probability  of  some  connec- 
tion between  them.  While  he  listened  to  Mrs.  Ford's  story,  his 
mind  went  off  into  endeavours  to  reason  it  out,  to  convince  himself 
that  the  possibility  of  such  a  rapid  conclusion  might  have  struck 
Roger  as  desirable.  He  interrupted  her  to  ask  if  she  had  inquired 
at  the  station,  if  any  one  had  seen  Lily  there.  '  It  must  be  known, 
some  one  must  have  seen  her,  if  she  went  by  that  train.  But  of 
course  you  have  inquired  there.' 

Mrs.  Ford  replied  with  a  little  scream  of  alarm. 

*  Ask,  ask  at  the  station  ! — as  if  I  didn't  know  about  my  own 
child,  as  if  she  had  gone  away  unbeknownst  to  me !  I'd  rather 
die !  Oh,  Mr.  Edmund,  don't  go  and  do  that ;  don't,  for  God's 
sake  !    Ask — about  Lily  ! — as  if  she  was  lost,  as  if  we  didn't  know 

where  she  was '    She  seized  him  by  the  arm,  in  her  terror,  as  if 

she  feared  he  would  begin  his  inquiries  at  once.  '  Oh,  Mr.  Edmuud, 
don't,  don't,  for  the  love  of  God  ! ' 

'  If  you  do  not  inquire,  how  are  you  ever  to  know  V  he  asked, 
with  impatience. 

'  I'd  rather  never  know,'  she  replied.  '  I'd  rather  spend  my  life 
in  misery  than  expose  my  Lily,  Whatever  she's  done,  she's  done 
it  with  a  right  heart :  whatever  happens,  I  know  that.  And 
rather  than  ask  strangers  about  her,  or  let  on  as  I  don't  know, 
I'd  rather  die.  Don't  you  go  and  expose  us,  and  make  my  girl 
the  talk  of  the  parish  that  doesn't  know  her — oh,  that  doesn't 
know  what  she  is  !  Ford  would  have  done  it,  never  thinking ;  but 
he  saw  when  I  told  him.  Mr.  Edmund,'  she  said,  rising,  with  a 
kind  of  dignity  in  her  despair,  '  I  came  to  you  putting  faith  in  you 
because  of  your  brother.     You  haven't  got  no  right  to  betray  me, 

nor  my  Lily.     If  you  go  and  expose  my  Lily '     She  stopped 

with  a  gasp, — words  would  do  no  more, — but  confronted  the  young 
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master,  the  gentleman  to  whom  she  had  looked  up  as  a  superior 
being,  with  all  the  indignant  grandeur  of  an  angry  queen. 

'  You  need  not  fear  for  me, — I  will  betray  no  one,'  said  Edmund. 
*  And  I  think  I  understand  you,'  he  added  more  quietly,  '  but  it 
is  very  unreasonable, — you  must  see  it  is  unreasonable.  How  are 
we  to  find  out  if  we  make  no  inquiries  ?  However,  I  understand 
you,  and  I  will  say  no  more.  I  don't  know  what  to  think  about 
my  brother.  It  was  to  avoid  him  that  she  left  the  house,  and  that 
she  told  you  she  was  going  to  spend  the  day  in  the  park ;  and 
she  said  you  could  tell  him  truly  that  she  was  far,  far  awayl 
And  yet  you  think I  don't  know  what  to  think.' 

'  It's  all  true, — it's  all  true  !  Nor  I  don't  know  what  to  think, — 
But  oh,  my  Lily,  my  Lily,  where  is  she  V  the  mother  cried,  wringing 
her  hands. 

After  a  time  Edmund  succeeded  in  calming  the  poor  woman, 
and  persuaded  her  to  go  home,  promising  to  follow  her  there,  to 
meet  her  husband,  and  discuss  with  them  both  what  was  to  be 
done.  Appearances  were  so  strongly  against  Eoger  that  it  was 
impossible  for  Edmund  to  stand  aside  and  let  the  poor  little  rural 
tragedy  go  on  to  its  appropriate,  its  conventional  end.  If  Roger 
had  anything  to  do  with  it,  it  would  not  have  that  conventional 
end.  But  it  became  harder  and  harder,  as  he  thought  all  the 
circumstances  over,  to  persuade  himself  that  Roger  could  have  taken 
such  a  strange  step.  He  conducted  Mrs.  Ford  downstairs  through 
the  billiard-room,  which  was  the  way  in  which  she  was  least  likely 
to  be  seen  by  the  servants,  and  flattered  himself  that  nobody  save 
Larkins  was  any  the  wiser.  Larkins  was  a  person  of  discretion, — 
of  too  much  discretion,  indeed,  for  he  had  looked  every  inch  the 
possessor  of  a  family  secret  when  he  called  Edmund  out  of  his 
father's  room  to  see  Mrs.  Ford,  and  there  was  a  suspicious  vacancy 
about  the  hall  and  corridors,  as  if  the  prudent  butler  had  thought 
it  necessary  to  clear  every  possible  spectator  away.  The  con- 
sciousness of  something  to  conceal  makes  the  a})prchension  inuisually 
lively.  In  ordinary  circumstances  Edmund  would  have  remarked 
neither  Larkins's  looks  nor  the  vacancy  of  the  house  and  passages. 
He  was  not,  however,  to  be  allowed  long  to  congratulate  himself 
upon  this  quiet.  When  he  came  out  of  the  billiard-room,  after 
Mrs.  Ford's  departure,  he  met  Nina,  her  eyes  dancing  with  curiosity 
and  the  keen  delight  of  an  inquirer  who  has  got  upon  the  scent  of 
a  new  mystery, 

'  Oh,  Edmund  ! '  she  said,  breathless,  too  eager  even  to  dis- 
simulate the  heat  of  her  pursuit. 

'  What  are  you  doing  here  1 ' 
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'Oh,  nothing,  Edmund,  only  looking.  Was  that  Mrs.  Ford, 
that  woman  going  out  this  way  ? ' 

'What  does  it  matter  to  you  who  it  was,  Nina?  You  had 
better  go  back  to  your  own  part  of  the  house.' 

'Oh,  Edmund,  I  do  so  want  to  know.  I  want  to  ask  you 
something.  What  is  the  matter  1  You  and  papa  were  shut  up  so 
long  in  the  library,  and  then  you  and  Mrs.  Ford.  Are  you  fond 
of  Lily,  too  ?     Are  you  like  all  the  rest  1 ' 

Edmund  put  his  hand  upon  her  arm,  and  led  her  to  the  drawing- 
room.  It  was  only  there,  in  the  shelter  of  that  wide  and  quiet 
space,  that  he  trusted  himself  to  turn  round  upon  her.  '  Nina,'  he 
said  severely,  '  will  you  never  be  cured  of  this  prying  and  listen- 
ing 1 '  And  then,  drawing  his  breath  hard,  '  Why  do  you  put  such 
a  question  to  me  1  Do  you  know  it  is  a  great  piece  of  imper- 
tinence ?     And  what  do  you  mean  by  "  all  the  rest "  1 ' 

'Oh,  Edmund,  don't  look  so  angry.  I  haven't  done  anything 
wrong ;  indeed,  indeed,  I  wasn't  listening !  How  could  I,'  said 
Nina,  with  indignation,  'when  you  know  there  are  those  horrid 
portieres  at  the  library  door  1 ' 

Edmund,  with  a  groan,  threw  himself  into  a  chair ;  this  little 
creature,  with  her  odious  insight  and  information,  had  him  in  her 
power. 

'  And,  Edmund,'  she  went  on,  '  do  you  think  it  is  possible  not 
to  want  to  know,  when  the  whole  house  is  turned  upside  down  1 
Roger  coming  home  on  Monday,  going  away  on  Tuesday  again, 
you  in  a  great  worry  all  the  time,  papa  so  angry  and  shut  up  in 
the  library  with  Mr.  Pouncefort, — there  is  always  something  wrong 
when  Mr.  Pouncefort  is  sent  for,  Simmons  says, — and  then  Mrs. 
Ford  taken  to  your  sitting-room  upstairs.  If  you  think  all  that 
can  happen,  and  only  me  not  want  to  know  ! ' 

There  was  a  certain  reason  in  what  she  said  which  her  brother 
could  not  dispute ;  and  her  words  were  full  of  mysterious  sugges- 
tions. '  What  do  you  mean,'  he  said  again,  '  by  "  all  the 
rest "  1 ' 

'  I  would  tell  you  if  you  would  not  be  angry ;  but  how  can  I 
tell  you,  Edmund,  when  you  find  fault  with  everything  I  say  ? ' 

He  waved  his  hand  in  mingled  impatience  and  apology.  All 
the  rest ! — was  it  only  the  instinct  of  a  gossip,  or  was  there  any 
light  to  come  upon  this  dark  problem  from  what  Nina,  with  her 
servants'-hall  information,  really  knew  1 

'  Well,  Roger  is  in  love  with  her,'  said  Nina  calmly ;  '  every 
one,  both  upstairs  and  downstairs,  knows  that.  I  did,'  the  little 
girl  added,  with  a  certain  triumph,  'long  ago.' 
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'  Nina,  you  don't  know  how  j^ou  vex  me.  You  ought  to  be 
sent  away,  my  poor  little  girl ;  you  ought  not  to  be  left  here ' 

'To  Geraldine's  or  Amy's  !  Oh  yes,  do  aslc  papa  to  send  me,' 
cried  Nina,  clapping  her  hands. 

'  But  allowing  that  about  Roger,  which  is  no  business  of  yours, 
Roger  is  only  one,  after  all ;  what  do  you  mean  by  "  all  the  rest "  V 

'  Oh,  I  only  said  that  when  I  thought  that  you,  too — because 
of  Mrs.  Ford  going  up  to  your  room,  Edmund.' 

'  You  have  nothing  to  do  with  Mrs.  Ford,  nor  with  me  either. 
What  did  you  mean  by  "  all  the  rest "  1 ' 

Niua  hung  her  head  a  little.  '  It  isn't  grammatical  to  say  all 
when  there  are  only  two,  is  it  1 '  she  said ;  '  but  supposing  there 
were  only  two,  Edmund,  why,  then  they  would  be  "  all  the  rest "  ! ' 

'Who  are  the  twol     Who  was  the  second,  Nina?' 

'  Oh,  Edmund,  don't  tell  upon  me !  I  don't  mind  for  Roger. 
He  might  be  angry,  but  he  wouldn't  scold  me.  And  then  they  say 
he  has  told  papa  and  everybody  that  he  is  going  to  marry  Lily,  so  it 
would  be  no  secret.     But,  Edmund,  if  you  were  to  tell  Steve ' 

'  Steve ! ' 

'  Well,  of  course,'  said  Nina,  '  he  is  "  all  the  rest "  ;  who  could 
it  be  eLse  1  I  said  you  too,  and  there  are  only  the  three  of  you. 
I  found  out  Steve  all  by  myself.  He  used  to  go  out  every 
evening  after  dinner.  I  wondered  very  much, — how  could  I  help 
it  1 — and  then  I  found  out  what  it  meant.' 

'Nina,  this  is  too  dread  fid ;  you  are  no  better  than  a  little 
spy.  You  found  it  out,  you  went  after  him,  you  followed  him — 
where  1     To  the  lodge  1 ' 

Nina  had  been  nodding  vigorously  dming  the  course  of  these 
interrogations ;  but  when  he  came  to  the  last  she  changed  the 
movement,  and  shook  her  head  with  all  its  innocent  cm-Is,  instead 
of  nodding  it.  '  Oh  no,  no  ! '  she  said,  '  he  never  went  near  the 
lodge ;  she  met  him  in  the  park.  They  had  a  post-office,  a  place 
where  they  put  their  letters,  in  a  hollow  tree ;  I  could  show  it  to 
you,  Edmund.  And  I  will  tell  you  another  thing,'  cried  the  girl, 
forgetting  all  possibility  of  reproof  in  the  delight  of  having  such  a 
wonderful  tale  to  tell.  'Some  one  saw  Lily  Ford  at  IMolton 
Junction  yesterday.  She  went  to  the  office  and  sent  off  a  tele- 
graph,— oh,  I  know  that's  not  the  right  word,  but  you  know  what 
I  mean, — she  sent  off  a  telegraph  from  Molton  Junction.  It  is  a 
long  walk  to  Molton  Junction.  If  it  had  been  right  to  do  it, 
she  would  have  sent  it  from  our  own  station.  I  don't  know  what  it 
was,'  said  Nina  regretfully,  'but  I  am  sure  she  must  have 
intended  that  nobody  should  know.' 
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'  At  Molton  Junction ! '  Edmund  forgot  to  chide  the  little 
collector  of  news,  whose  eyes  were  dancing  with  satisfaction  and 
triumph,  as  she  brought  out  one  detail  after  another.  She  enjoyed 
her  own  narrative  thoroughly,  without  observing  its  effect  upon 
him.  He  had  grown  very  grave,  his  face  was  overcast,  his  brows 
were  knitted  over  his  eyes,  which  looked  away  into  vacancy  as  if 
seeing  something  there  that  appalled  him.  'And  what  theni 
What  did  she  do  then  ? '  he  asked  sharply,  turning  round.  Nina 
was  taken  by  surprise  at  this  sudden  change  of  tone. 

'  I  don't  know ;  I  did  not  hear  any  more.  I  suppose  she  must 
have  walked  home  again.  And  fancy  going  all  that  way  only  to 
send  a  telegraph,  when  you  have  a  station  so  near  your  own  door  1 ' 

'  Then  she  went  only  to  send  the  telegram ;  and  came  back 
again  1 ' 

'I  suppose  so,'  said  Nina,  with  a  sudden  sense  that  her 
evidence,  though  so  full  of  interest  that  at  last  it  had  silenced 
Edmund,  was  on  this  point  defective.  She  had  all  the  instincts  of 
a  detective,  and  perceived  her  failure,  and  saw  in  a  moment  that 
her  brother  had  expected  more.  But  Edmund  asked  no  further 
questions.  His  mind  was  indeed  so  distracted  by  this  new  light 
as  for  the  moment  to  be  almost  paralysed.  And  yet  there  was 
nothing  impossible  nor  even  unlikely  in  it.  But  if  the  solution 
of  the  problem  was  to  be  found  in  Nina's  story,  what  was  he  to 
say  to  the  miserable  father  and  mother  1  The  new  character  thus 
introduced  was  very  different  from  him  whom  they  suspected; 
and  SteiAen's  actions  could  not  be  calculated  on,  like  Roger's. 
K  Lily  had  fallen  into  his  hands,  Heaven  help  her !  for  she  was 
very  little  likely  to  escape.  It  was  not,  however,  of  Lily  that  he 
thought;  if  he  considered  her  at  all,  it  was  with  an  impatient 
feeling  that,  whatever  happened,  she  would  have  but  herself  to 
thank  for  it,  which  was  not  just.  Even  Ford  and  his  wife,  though 
Edmund's  heart  ached  to  think  of  them,  held  a  secondary  place 
in  his  thoughts.  But  Roger !  This  was  what  struck  him  dumb 
with  dismay.  How  was  he  to  tell  Roger  that  the  girl  he  had 
loved  had  fled  from  her  father's  house,  and  in  all  probability  with 
his  brother'?  And  the  Squire,  who  for  this  unhappy  girl's  sake 
had  disinherited  Roger,  and  was  putting  Stephen's  name  in  the 
place  of  that  of  his  eldest  son  !  What  could  be  more  terrible 
than  that  irony  of  fate  ? 
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Edmund  found  Ford  the  gamekeeioer,  with  red  eyes,  strained  Ity 
watching  and  misery,  waiting  for  him  as  he  apiwoached  the  lodge ; 
and  Mrs.  Ford  came  out  from  her  door  to  meet  them  as  they 
neared  the  house.  The  sight  of  these  two  unhappy  people  gazing 
at  him  with  a  wistful  hope,  as  if  he  could  do  something,  went  to 
Edmund's  heart.  Their  house  loomed  vacant  and  miscra])le,  with 
all  the  doors  open,  an  emjjty  place  behind  them,  while  they  stood 
on  either  side  of  their  visitor,  and  with  ai^pealing  faces  mutely 
implored  him  to  help  them.  For  neither  of  them  could  say  much. 
'Oh,  Mr.  Edmund!'  Mrs.  Ford  cried  from  time  to  time,  while 
her  husband  stood  crushing  his  hat  in  his  hands,  starting  at  every 
little  sound,  with  his  bloodshot  eyes  fixed  upon  the  young  master. 
Ford's  misery  was  more  pitiful  to  see  than  his  wife's  was.  He 
had  less  command  of  words,  and  could  not  calm  himself  either  by 
renewed  statements  of  the  case  or  tears,  as  she  could ;  and  perhaps 
the  grosser  dangers  were  more  present  to  his  mind,  and  he  had 
less  confidence  in  Lily's  power  of  controlling  circumstances.  All 
that  he  could  do  to  relieve  the  anguish  of  his  soul  was  to  turn  and 
twist  his  hat  out  of  all  shape  in  those  strong  moist  hands,  with 
which  he  would  have  wnmg  the  neck,  if  he  could,  of  the  man  who 
had  beguiled  away  his  Lily  :  but  Ford  was  not  capable  of  uttering 
her  name. 

Edmvmd's  attempt  to  question  the  anxious  pair  as  to  whether 
Lily  had  known  any  one  who  could  have  tempted  her  away, 
whether  there  was  any  lover,  even  any  acquaintance  whom  she 
could  have  made  witliout  their  knowledge,  produced  nothing  but 
eager  contradictions  from  Mrs.  Ford,  and  a  look  of  fury  in  her 
husband's  fixce  wliich  warned  Edmund  that  the  man  was  nearly 
beyond  his  own  control,  and  might  almost  be  tempted  to  spring 
upon  him,  Edmund,  in  licii  of  any  other  victim.  '  Who  could  she 
ever  see  1     Who  entered  our  doors  but  Mr.  Roger  1     And  nbt  him 
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with  my  will,'  said  Mrs.  Ford, — •'  oli,  not  witli  my  will !  I  would 
have  shut  the  door  upon  him,  if  I  could.  But  never  another  came 
near  the  place, — never  another  1  And  she  wasn't  one  to  talk  or 
to  bandy  words :  oh,  never  anything  of  that  sort !  She  was  as 
retired,  as  quiet,  never  putting  herself  forward,  never  letting  any 
man  think  as  she  was  to  be  spoken  to  different  from  a  lady ' 

Ford  made  a  wild  movement,  as  if  he  would  have  struck  his 
wife.  '  Will  you  stop  that  V  he  said  hoarsely,  the  blood  mounting 
into  his  brown,  weather-beaten  countenance :  and  then  she  began 
to  cry,  poor  soul,  while  he  kneaded  his  hat  with  restless  hands, 
and  looked  straight  before  him  into  the  vacancy  of  the  park,  his 
eyes  red  and  lowering  with  excess  of  wretchedness  and  sleeplessness 
and  misery.  He  could  not  speak  nor  hear  her  speak;  he  was 
impatient  of  any  touch  upon  his  wounds ;  and  yet,  in  the  helpless- 
ness of  his  ignorance,  incapable  of  doing  anything  in  his  own 
person,  he  turned  his  piteous  gaze  again,  with  dumb  expectation, 
on  Edmund,  who  assuredly  could  do  something,  he  knew  not  what, 
to  help  to  clear  up  this  misery,  to  find  Lily  if  found  she  could  be. 

'  Mrs.  Ford,'  said  Edmund,  '  if  you  are  right,  she  is  as  safe  as 
if  she  were  here  in  your  own  care.  My  brother  Roger  asked  her 
from  you  as  his  wife.' 

'Oh,  Mr.  Edmund!'  cried  Mrs.  Ford,  wringing  her  hands. 

'  She  is  as  safe  as  in  your  own  house,'  said  Edmund,  stopping 
with  a  gesture  the  story  on  her  lips.  '  If  she  is  with  him,  all  is 
well.     Ford,  you  know  him ;  you  know  that  what  I  say  is  true.' 

The  man  looked  at  him  wildly,  crushing  his  hat  into  a  pulp  in 
his  fierce  grasp.  '  I  don't  know  nothing,'  he  suddenly  burst  forth, 
with  a  kind  of  roar  of  anguish, — 'nothing  but  that  I'll  wring  his 
damned  neck  with  these  hands  ! ' 

'Ford,  oh,  Ford!' 

'I'll  wring  his  damned  neck,  master  or  no  master,  if  he's 
harmed  my  girl !'  said  the  man,  with  his  hoarse  roar,  pushing  his 
wife  away  with  his  elbow.  Then  he  turned  to  Edmund  with  the 
pathetic  eyes  of  a  dog,  a  helpless  dumb  creature  asking  for  help. 
'  Do  something  for  us,  Mr.  Edmund,'  he  said. 

'  I  will,  I  will,  if  I  can,'  Edmund  cried.  They  stood  on  each 
side  of  him,  their  eyes,  appealing,  going  to  his  very  heart.  What 
was  he  to  do  1  He  knew,  though  they  did  not,  how  vain  it  was. 
If  she  were  with  Roger,  then  no  harm  could  come  to  her.  But 
Stephen  ! — how  could  he  suggest  to  them  that  horrible  danger, 
that  misery  in  which  there  was  no  hope  1 

Edmund  went  to  London  by  the  night  train.  He  arrived  very 
early  in  the  gray  of  the  morning,  before  it  was  possible  to  see  any 


XXX  CARRYING  EVIL  TIDINGS  219 

one,  even  his  brother.  He  went  to  the  hotel  near  the  station, 
and  loitered  through  those  slow,  still  morning  hours,  when  nothing 
can  be  done,  which  are  perhaps  more  dreadful  in  their  monotony 
than  any  others.  He  was  too  much  excited  to  sleep,  and  the 
brightness  of  the  morning  was  appalling  and  merciless ;  softening 
nothing,  showing  everything  terribly  distinct  and  clear.  To  go  to 
Roger  and  seek  Lily  there  appeared  to  him  more  futile  than  even 
he  [had  felt  it  to  be  at  first.  Lily  there !  Coidd  anything  be 
more  impossible  1  That  Roger  should  expose  his  wife  that  was  to 
be  to  the  faintest  remark,  that  he  should  subject  her  to  any 
misconstruction,  that  he  could  even  have  supposed  it  within  the 
bounds  of  possibility  that  Lily  would  consent  to  go  witli  him, 
Edmund  now  knew  was  preposterous.  He  had  known  it  all  along, 
but  from  pure  pity  of  the  misery  of  the  flxmily  he  had  allowed 
himself  to  think  that  perhaps  for  once  the  impossible  might  have 
happened.  He  now  felt  that  it  could  not  be  so.  But  on  the 
other  side,  if  Nina  was  right !  The  Mitfords  had  no  delusions  in 
respect  to  each  other ;  at  least  there  was  none  so  far  as  regarded 
Stephen.  Stephen  was  the  member  of  the  household  whose  course 
of  action  had  always  been  most  certain  to  the  others.  He  would 
do  what  was  for  his  own  pleasure  and  his  own  interest.  He 
professed  no  other  creed.  What  he  liked,  what  suited  him,  was 
what  he  did :  and  if  he  chose  to  gather  that  humble  flower,  what 
was  it  to  any  one  1  He  would  do  it  without  any  after-thought. 
Was  it  not  only  too  possible  that  he  had  corrupted  Lily  even 
before  she  left  her  father's  housed  Edmund  set  his  teeth,  with 
something  of  the  feeling,  though  the  culprit  was  his  brother,  which 
had  made  poor  Ford  in  his  passion  crush  the  hat  which  was  in  liis 
hands.  'I  would  wring  his  damned  neck!'  Edmund,  with  a 
passion  of  indignation  and  righteous  wrath  in  his  heart,  felt  that 
he  too  could  do  the  same.  And  how  could  he  hold  back  the 
miserable  father,  whatever  he  did  in  his  anguish?  If  Stephen 
had  not  corrupted  her,  then  he  had  betrayed  her.  Poor  Lily ! 
Poor  flower  of  folly,  trained  to  her  destruction  !  He  thouglit  with 
a  kind  of  rage  of  all  concerned,  from  his  own  mother,  who  had 
begun  that  fatal  career,  to  the  fond,  deluded  parents,  who  had  put 
their  pride  in  their  daughter  and  brought  her  up  a  lady,  A  lady, 
and  the  gamekeeper's  daughter, — too  good  for  her  own  people,  not 
good  enough  for  the  others,  destined  to  trouble  from  her  cradle, 
devoted  to  misery  and  shame  !  Poor  Lily,  it  wa.s  no  fault  of  hers. 
It  was  not  by  her  will  tliat  she  had  been  separated  from  the 
honest  rustic  lover  who  would  have  made  her  father's  daughter  a 
good  husband,  had  it  been  left  to  nature.      The  gardener,  with  his 
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little  learning,  his  superior  pretensions,  his  pleasant  house  and 
work, — how  happy  Ford'e  daughter  might  have  been  in  such  a 
simple  possible  promotion  !  Whereas  now,  the  ruin  of  one  brother 
or  the  prey  of  another, — was  this  all  her  harmless  vanity,  her 
foolish  training,  her  fatal  beauty,  had  brought  her?  To  bloom 
like  a  flower,  and  to  be  thrown  away  like  one,  and  perish,  trodden 
underfoot,  Edmund's  heart  was  sore  with  these  thoughts.  He 
had  come  to  help,  but  how  could  he  help?  Could  he  take  her 
back  to  these  poor  jDCople,  stained  and  shamed,  her  glory  and  her 
sweetness  gone  1  Would  she  go  with  him,  even,  abandoning  the 
delight  of  a  life  of  gaiety  and  noise  and  so-called  pleasure,  to 
return  to  the  wretchedness  of  the  home  she  had  left  and  the  name 
she  had  covered  with  shame  1  Poor  Lily,  poor  Lily  !  His  heart 
bled  for  her,  the  victim  of  the  folly  of  so  many  others  more  than 
of  her  own. 

As  soon  as  it  was  possible  to  do  so,  he  went  to  Roger's  chambers, 
which  he  had  always  shared,  and  in  which,  now  that  the  day  was 
fully  astir  and  awake,  he  had  his  own  room  to  retire  to,  to  prepare 
himself  for  an  interview  which  he  dreaded  more  and  more  as  it 
approached.  Though  half  a  day  seemed  to  have  passed  since 
Edmund's  arrival,  it  was  still  early,  and  Eoger  was  not  yet  visible. 
His  letters  were  on  the  breakfast-table  ready  for  him,  one  in  Mr. 
Mitford's  well-known  hand,  which  Edmund  perceived  with  a 
sensation  of  impatience  almost  insupportable  ;  thinking  of  Stephen 
promoted  to  Roger's  place,  of  Stephen  guilty  and  cruel  in  the 
place  of  his  honourable  and  innocent  brother,  and  of  the  unhajipy 
girl  who  stood  between  them,  for  whom  Roger  was  suffering  with- 
out blame,  and  upon  whose  ruin  Stephen  would  .^tand  triumphant. 
Could  such  things  be  1  It  was  all  he  could  do  to  restrain  himself, 
not  to  seize  upon  his  father's  letter  and  tear  it  into  a  thousand 
pieces ;  but  what  would  it  matter  1  His  father,  Edmund  knew  in 
his  heart,  would  forgive  Stephen's  fault,  but  not  Roger's.  It  made 
no  difference.  Lily  destroyed  would  not  stand  in  the  younger 
brother's  way,  while  Lily  honoured  and  beloved  would  ruin  Roger. 
It  was  horrible,  but  it  was  true. 

When  Roger  appeared,  he  came  up  to  Edmund  almost  with 
enthusiasm,  with  a  sparkle  of  pleasure  in  his  eyes.  '  I  thought, 
somehow,  I  should  see  you  soon,'  he  said ;  '  it  seemed  natural  you 
should  come  after  the  one  who  was  down  on  his  luck,'  and  he 
grasped  his  brother's  hand  with  an  unusual  effusion.  Though  this 
was  all  that  was  said,  they  were  both  a  little  moved, — Edmund, 
as  he  felt,  with  better  reason,  for  how  he  was  to  make  known  his 
trouble  now  he  could  not  tell.     The  moment  he  saw  Roger,  all 
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doubt  of  him  disappeared  from  his  mind.  To  have  asked  him 
where  Lily  was,  or  if  he  kuew  anything  of  her,  would  have  been 
an  insidt.  He  had  felt  this  with  waverings  from  the  first,  but  he 
had  no  wavering  on  the  subject  now.  Roger,  too,  had  a  great 
deal  of  excitement  about  him,  which  took  the  form  of  elation,  and 
even  gaiety  :  smiles  danced  in  his  eyes ;  he  laughed,  as  he  spoke, 
for  nothing,  for  mere  pleasure,  'I  hope  you  got  my  letter,'  he 
said ;  '  but  you  could  not,  I  fear,  since  you  must  have  started  last 
night.' 

'  I  got  no  letter.     I  was — anxious  to  see  you — to  know I 

suppose  you  have  been  arranging  things  1 ' 

'  So  well  that  I  don't  understand  how  I  can  have  been  so 
successful  the  first  try.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  everything 
that  was  discouraging.  You  know,  people  say  that  when  you  want 
anything  very  much,  that  is  precisely  the  time  when  you  don't  get 
it.  But  I've  had  a  difi"erent  experience.  I  went  to  see  Hampton 
yesterday.  I  thought  he  was  the  man,  if  there  was  anything  to 
be  had  :  but  you'll  never  believe  what  he's  going  to  do.  They're 
coming  into  oflice,  you  know.  The  excellent  fellow  offered  me  the 
post  of  his  private  secretary.  What  do  you  think,  Ned, — private 
secretary  to  a  cabinet  minister,  the  very  first  try  one  makes  ! ' 

'  I  am  very  glad,  Roger ;  iDut  it  will  be  hard  work,  and  you're 
not  used  to  that.' 

'  Work  !  what  does  that  matter  1  I  shall  delight  in  it,  and 
there  is  no  telHug  what  it  may  lead  to.  I  never  thought  I  should 
fall  into  public  life  in  this  way  ;  but  I  have  always  had  a  fancy  for 
it,  one  time  or  other,  don't  you  know  1 ' 

Edmund  did  not  know  ;  indeed  he  thought  he  knew  the  reverse, 
and  that  his  brother  had  aimed  at  a  life  untrammelled  by  any  such 
confinement.  But  he  did  not  say  so.  '  It  is  a  capital  beginning,' 
he  said. 

'I  should  think  it  was !  I  never  hoped  for  auytliing  of  the 
kind  :  but  I  have  a  feeling,'  said  Roger,  with  again  a  little  joyous 
laugh,  '  that  my  luck  is  going  to  turn,  Ned.  I've  had  a  good  long 
spell  of  bad;  I  have  some  good  owing  me,  and  I  feel  that  it's 
coming.  Why  don't  you  say  something,  you  sulky  fellow?  I 
believe  you're  not  half  pleased.' 

'  I  am  pleased,  as  long  as  it  pleases  you.  It  is  not  the  life  I 
should  have  planned  for  you,  but  if  you  think  you  will  Uke  it ' 

'  Think !  I  don't  think,  I  know :  it  will  give  me  occupation 
and  something  serious  to  think  of.  A  man  wants  that  when  he 
settles  down.  I  wrote  to  Lily,  too,'  he  said,  his  voice  softening, 
'  putting  everything  before  her.' 
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And  then  there  was  a  l)l;ink  silence  for  a  moment,  one  of  those 
pauses  full  of  meaning,  upon  which  the  most  unsuspecting  can 
scarcely  deceive  themselves.  Edmund  did  not  so  much  as  look  at 
his  brother,  whom  he  was  about  to  strike  with  so  cruel  a  blow. 

'  Well,'  Roger  said,  after  a  moment, '  speak  out ;  what  have  you 
got  to  say  ?  I  know  there  is  something.  Let  me  have  it  without 
more  ado.' 

'  It  is  not  so  easy  to  speak  out,'  returned  Edmund. 

'  Why,  Ned  !  You  forget  that  I  know  it  already.  My  father 
has  done  what  he  threatened.  He  has  put  me  out  of  the  succession. 
Do  you  think  I  did  not  know  he  would  keep  his  word "?  And  you 
have  got  it,  old  fellow,'  said  Roger,  putting  out  his  hand,  '  and  I 
am  quite  satisfied.  I  wish  you  had  got  my  letter.  What  England 
expects  of  you  now  is  that  you  should  marry  Elizabeth,  and  live 
happy  ever  after.     Did  you  thiidc  I  should  grudge  it  to  you,  Ned  1 ' 

Edmund  listened  to  all  this  with  a  perfectly  blank  face.  It 
sounded  in  his  ears  like  something  flat  and  fictitious,  without  interest, 
without  meaning.  He  grasped  the  hand  which  his  brother  held 
out  to  him  across  the  corner  of  the  table,  and  held  it  fast.  It  seemed 
as  if  that  little  speech  which  Roger  made  him  woidd  never  be  done. 
Edmund  held  the  hand  after  Roger's  voice  ceased,  and  again  there 
was  another  pause.  Then  Edmund  heard  his  own  voice  say,  as  if 
it  were  some  one  else  speaking,  '  When  did  you  last  see  Lily  Ford  1 ' 

'  See  Lily  1 '  Roger  looked  at  him  with  wondering  eyes.  Then 
he  said  with  a  little  impatience,  '  I  have  not  seen  her  since  the 
night  before  I  left  home.  You  know  that.  She  would  not  see 
me,  for  some  reason  or  other,  a  panic  about  her  father ;  but  I  have 

written,  I  have  set  everything  before  her Ned,  what  is  it  1 

What  do  you  mean  1 ' 

'  She  did  not — come  with  you  to  London  1 ' 

'  Ned  !  What  do  you  mean  1  Have  you  taken  leave  of  your 
senses  1     Come  with  me  to  London,  the  girl  who  is  to  be  my  wife  1 ' 

'  I  told  them  so,'  said  Edmund.  He  could  not  lift  his  eyes  and 
look  Roger  in  the  face. 

'You  told  them  so?  Edmund,'  said  Roger,  laying  his  hand 
upon  his  brother's  arm,  '  you  have  something  to  teU  me,  something 
you  are  afraid  to  say.  For  Heaven's  sake,  out  with  it !  What  is 
it  1     Something  that  I  do  not  expect '? ' 

'Roger,'  said  his  brother,  faltering,  'Roger,  Lily  Ford  dis- 
appeared from  her  home  the  day  you  left.  They  do  not  know 
where  she  is,  nor  what  has  become  of  her.  They  thought  she 
might  have  come  to  London  with  you.  I  told  them  that  was  im- 
possible.    They  are  heart-broken ;  they  don't  know  where  she  is.' 
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Roger  received  this  blow  full  in  his  breast.  He  had  not  feared 
anything,  he  had  no  j^reparation  for  it.  It  came  upon  him  like 
the  fire  of  a  shooting  party,  when  a  man  is  condemned  to  die. 
The  solid  earth  swam  round  him.  He  heard  the  hesitating  words 
come  one  by  one,  singing  through  the  air  like  bullets ;  aud  yet  he 
did  not  know  even  now  what  it  meant. 
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In  the  end,  however,  this  dreadful  news,  which  Edmund  had  thought 
would  kill  his  brother,  had  little  or  no  effect  upon  him.  Tlie  idea 
that  Lily  had  in  any  way  compromised  herself,  that  anything 
disgraceful  could  be  involved,  or  that  there  was  wrong  in  it,  was 
one  which  Eoger  was  incapable  of  receiving.  He  was  stunned  for 
the  moment  by  the  mere  wonder,  but  recovered  himself  almost 
immediately.  'And  she  left  no  letter,  gave  them  no  clueT  he 
said  gravely  enough,  yet  with  a  smile  breaking  through  beneath 
the  seriousness  of  his  lips. 

'  None,  whatever,'  replied  Edmund,  watching  his  brother  keenly, 
with  the  strangest  new  suspicions  and  doubts  springing  up  in  his 
mind. 

Eoger  said  nothing  for  a  minute  or  two ;  and  then,  shaking  his 
head,  '  What  unreasoning  creatures  women  are,  the  best  of  them  ! 
Do  you  think  she  could  suppose  it  possible  that  I  woidd  be  shaken 
off  like  thatr 

'  Shaken  off— like  what  1 ' 

'  I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter  with  you,  Ned  :  you  look  as 
if  you  were  in  great  trouble  about  something.  Not  about  this,  I 
hope.  Don't  you  see  it  is  as  clear  as  daylight  1  She  is  frightened 
of  me,  poor  darling.  She  thinks  her  father  will  lose  his  place,  and 
his  home,  and  all  his  comforts.  It  is  just  like  a  girl's  inconsequent 
way.  If  she  removes  herself  out  of  the  question,  she  thinks  all 
will  be  well.  No  doubt  she  is  hiding  somewhere,  with  her  poor 
little  heart  beating,  wondering  if  we  wiU  really  let  her  get  lost  and 
sacrifice  herself.  My  poor,  little,  silly,  sweet  Lily !  She  has  read 
too  many  novels,  no  doubt :  she  thinks  that's  the  best  way, — to 
make  a  sacrifice  of  herself.' 

Edmund  looked  with  a  certain  awe  at  his  brother's  face,  lit  up 
with  the  tenderest  smile.  Roger  was  not  thinking  of  any  danger 
to  her,  nor  of  how  other  people  were  afi'ected,  nor  of  anything  but 
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the  romantic,  generous  girl,  following,  i^erliaps,  some  exami:)le  in  a 
novel,  as  little  reasonable  as  any  heroine  of  romance.  And  was 
not  she  a  heroine  of  romance,  the  true  romance  which  never  fails 
or  is  out  of  fashion, — and  was  not  this  unreason  the  most  .exquisite 
thing  in  the  world  1  He  did  not  observe  that  his  brother  made  no 
answer ;  that  Edmund  gave  him  one  wondering  glance  only,  and 
then  averted  his  eyes.  Eoger  required  no  answer ;  his  mind  was 
altogether  absorbed  in  this  intelligence,  which  he  received  in  so 
different  a  way  from  that  which  his  brother  feared. 

'  We  mustn't  leave  her  too  long  in  that  thought,'  said  Eoger 
cheerfidly.  '  It's  curious  how  sweet  that  want  of  reason  is, — don't 
you  think  so '?  No,  you're  too  matter  of  fact,  Ned ;  and  besides, 
you  have  not  fallen  under  the  spell.  What  do  they  think  1  Or 
rather,  where  do  they  think  she  can  have  taken  refuge, — with 
some  old  aunt,  or  old  friend,  or  something  ?  They  must  have  made 
some  guess.' 

'  I  don't  think  so.  They  thought,  and  they  almost  persuaded 
me  to  think,  that  you  had  brought  her  here  with  you.' 

'  I  bring  her  here  with  me  ! ' 

'  I  knew,  of  course,  it  was  absurd,'  said  Edmund,  averting  his 
eyes. 

'  There  is  a  kind  of  unreason  that  is  not  sweet,'  said  Eoger 
quickly.  '  What  did  they  suppose  I  could  have  done  that  for  1 
And  it  was  so  likely  she  would  have  come  with  me,  her  only  half- 
accepted — when  it  is  evident  it's  to  escape  me,  to  sacrifice  herself, 
that  she's  gone  away.'  He  got  up,  and  began  to  pace  about  the 
room.  '  This  becomes  a  little  disagreeable,'  he  said.  '  With  me  ! 
What  a  strange  idea !     The  most   sensitive,  delicate — why,  you 

might  almost  say  prudish And  why,  in  the  name  of  all  that's 

ridiculous,  could  I  have  wished  her  to  come  with  me  'i ' 

'That  is  what  I  felt,'  Edmund  said,  but  still  with  averted  eyes. 

'  Ah,  Ned,'  said  Eoger,  '  that's  the  worst  of  it.  These  good, 
honest  people  !  things  that  would  horrify  us  seem  natural  to  them. 
They  would  see  nothing  out  of  the  question  in  such  an  impossible 
proceeding, — to  show  her  London,  perhaps,  or  consult  her  about 
our  future  arrangements  ^ '  He  laughed,  with  a  faint  awakening 
of  uneasiness.  'And  all  the  time  she  is  in  some  nook  in  the 
country,  some  old  woman's  cottage,  tliiuking  how  clever  she  has 

been  to  hide  herself  from  everybody,  but  yet  perhaps  wondering 

I  wonder  if  she  is  wondering  whether  I  am  no  more  good  than  that, 

whether  I  will  let  her  go '     He  paused  a  little,  his  voice  melting 

into  the  softness  of  a  mother  witli  her  cliild  ;  then  he  said  quickly, 
'  We  must  get  at  once  the  directions  of  all  the  old  aunts.' 

Q 
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'  They  have  no  directions  to  give,'  observed  Edmund  in  a  low 
tone ;  '  there  seems  to  be  no  one  they  can  think  of.  And  the 
strange  thing  is  that  she  appears  to  have  come  to  London  the  day 
before  yesterday,  in  the  same  train  with  you,  Roger, — from  Molton 
Junction,  so  far  as  I  can  make  out,  where  it  seems  she  sent  ofi"  a 
telegram,  having  walked  there.' 

'  This  is  more  mysterious  than  ever,'  said  Roger,  growing  red 
under  his  eyes,  '  but  also  more  natm-al  than  ever.  Of  course  she 
must  have  telegraphed  to  the  house  she  was  going  to.  Of  course 
London  is  the  way  to  everywhere ;  or  she  might  even  have  a  friend 
in  town.  Of  course  they  must  know  of  some  one.  You  don't 
mean  to  say  that  they  have  no  relations,  no  friends,  out  of 
Melcombe  1  Come,  Edmund,'  he  said,  giving  his  brother  a  sudden 
sharp  pat  on  the  shoulder,  '  wake  yourself  up  !  We  must  find  our 
way  out  of  this ;  we  are  not  going  to  be  outgeneraled  by  a  simple 
girl.  How  strange,'  he  continued,  after  a  moment,  '  that  I  didn't 
see  her  !     Now  I  think  of  it,  I  did  see  some  one  in  the  crowd  at 

Molton  who  reminded  me To  be  sui'e I  said  to  myself,  if 

I  did  not  know  she  was  safe  at  home And,  after  aU,  I  never 

thought  of  looking  when  we  got  to  Paddington.   By  the  way ' 

'  What,  Roger  1 ' 

'  It  has  just  occurred  to  me.  I  saw  Stephen  at  the  station ;  he 
was  going  to  meet  one  of  the  men  of  his  regiment.  He  may  have 
seen  her.     I  suppose  he  knows  her, — by  sight,  at  least  1 ' 

'  Most  probably,'  answered  Edmund,  scarcely  knowing  how  to 
command  his  voice. 

'  And  no  one  could  see  her  without  remarking  her.  Steve  may 
have  noticed,  Ned ;  he  may  have  seen  whether  any  one  met  her,  or 
what  way  she  went.  The  moment  I  have  swallowed  my  coffee 
(which  had  in  the  meantime  grown  cold  on  the  table,  and  which 
was  the  only  part  of  an  ample  breakfast  which  Roger  seemed 
inclined  to  touch),  '  I'll  go  and  look  him  up.' 

'  Let  me  go,'  Edmund  suggested.  '  I  am  ready  now  ;  and  it 
will  be  easier  for  me,  who  have  no  special  interest,  to  make  inquiries 
than  for  you.' 

'  No  special  interest,'  said  Roger,  with  an  unsteady  laugh.  '  If 
it  didn't  happen  to  be  my  brother  Ned's  way  to  think  of  everybody's 
interests  before  his  own ' 

'  Because  I  have  none  in  particular,  you  see,'  returned  Edmund, 
waving  his  hand  as  he  hurried  away.  He  was  too  glad  to  find 
himself  outside  Roger's  door,  and  under  no  further  necessity  to  veil 
the  changes  of  his  countenance.  It  had  gone  to  his  heart  like  a 
sudden  arrow  to  hear  that  Stephen  had  been  seen  at  the  station 
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going  to  meet  some  one.  Whom  was  he  going  to  meet,  and  what 
would  he  say,  and  how  reply  to  the  questions  that  must  be  forced 
upon  him  1  Edmund  had  no  faith  in  Stephen's  reply.  He  had  no 
faith  in  him  in  any  way,  nor  any  hope  of  satisfaction  from  him.  If 
only  he  could  keep  Roger  from  suspecting,  and  prevent  any  meeting 
from  which  enlightenment  could  come  ! 

Stephen  was  not  to  be  found  at  his  club,  though  it  was  known 
there  that  he  was  in  town.  He  was  not  to  be  found  at  the  rooms 
where  he  generally  lived  when  in  London.  The  people  there  knew 
nothing  of  Captain  Mitford's  whereabouts  ;  they  did  not  believe  he 
was  in  town  ;  they  had  seen  nothing  of  him  ;  from  which  Edmund 
drew  the  conclusion,  which  was  far  from  reassuring,  that  Steplien 
had  established  himself  somewhere  else.  He  went  back  to  tlie 
club  a  second  time,  after  seeking  his  brother  in  every  other  quarter 
he  could  think  of,  and  was  again  disappointed.  But  as  he  turned 
away  from  the  door,  sadly  cast  down,  and  feeling  himself  baffled 
at  every  turn,  he  met  Stephen  coming  along  Piccadilly,  in  all  the 
splendour  of  his  towu  clothes,  with  that  additional  exquisite 
neatness  of  detail  which  the  military  element  gives.  Stephen  was 
very  triumphant  to  behold,  in  his  strength  and  fulness  of  life :  his 
hair  exuberant  in  a  hundred  curls,  his  step  spurning  the  pavement, 
his  whole  appearance  the  perfection  of  health  and  cleanness  and 
superlative  polish  and  care.  Another  man,  equally  splendid, 
brushed,  and  shaven,  and  smoothed  into  perfection,  walked  with 
him,  and  Edmund,  in  his  country  habiliments  and  with  his  anxious 
mind,  felt  himself  a  shabby  shadow  beside  those  dazzling  specimens 
of  their  kind.  His  brother  was  passing  him,  with  two  fingers 
extended  to  be  shaken,  and  a  '  Hallo,  Ned  ! '  when  Edmund  came 
to  a  stand  before  him,  and  compelled  him  to  pause.  Stephen's 
companion  paused,  too,  with  momentary  suspicion,  then  passed 
along,  saying  something  under  his  moustache  of  seeing  him  again  at 
the  club.  They  were  quite  near  the  club,  and  Edmund  read  in 
Stephen's  face  the  contrariety  of  being  so  near  shelter  and  yet 
caught.  For  he  saw  in  a  moment  that  the  splendour  of  his 
brother's  appearance  was  but  outside,  and  that  his  face  was  not 
as  radiaut  as  his  clothes. 

'  Well,'  cried  Stephen,  '  I  thought  you  liad  gone  home,  Ned.  It 
seems  to  me  you  are  getting  as  bad  as  the  worst  of  us,  always  about 
town.' 

'I  have  come  up  on  special  business,'  said  Edmund,  and  he 
thought  the  splendid  Stephen  winced  a  little,  as  if  he  might  have  a 
suspicion  what  that  business  was. 

'  Really  !     So  have  I, — with  that  fellow  that  left  us  just  now  ; 
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he's  gone  to  wait  for  me  at  the  club.  I  owe  him  a  trifle.  I'll  see 
you  another  time.' 

'  My  business  is  very  much  with  you,'  replied  Edmund,  '  but  I'll 
walk  with  you.     I  need  not  detain  you.' 

'  Oh,  about  the  will,'  said  his  brother  with  a  laugh.  '  I  heard 
from  the  governor  to-day.  It's  all  right,  old  fellow.  I'll  take  it 
like  a  shot ;  I've  no  delicacy.  If  Roger  and  you  choose  to  be  a 
couple  of  fools,  what  does  that  matter  to  meV 

'There  is  something  else  which  matters,  though,'  answered 
Edmund  sternly.  '  You  know  why  Roger  is  out  of  it.  So  far  as 
I  can  hear,  the  same  reason  stands  against  you.' 

'  What ! '  said  Stephen,  '  that  I  am  going  to  marry  1  Not  a  bit 
of  it.  Not  such  a  fool,  thank  you.  I've  no  more  thought  of 
marrying  than  you  have,  and  little  inclination  that  way.'  His 
colour  heightened,  however,  and  his  breath  quickened,  and  he  did 
not  meet  Edmund's  eye. 

'  It  is  not  marriage ;  it  is — Lily  Ford.' 

'  Well,'  cried  his  brother,  turning  upon  him  sharply,  '  what  of 

her  1  The  little  damned  jilt ;  the '  He  paused,  with  an  evident 

sense  of  having  committed  himself,  and  added  angrily,  '  What  the 
devil  has  she  got  to  do  with  me  1 ' 

'  Much ;  for  she  belongs  to  our  immediate  smTOundings,  and 
my  father  will  never  put  up  with  an  injury  to  a  person  who  is 
really  one  of  his  household.  She  must  be  restored  to  her  family 
at  once.' 

'  Restored  ! '  exclaimed  Stephen  with  a  harsh  laugh.  '  You 
speak  at  your  ease,  my  friend  Ned,  You  must  have  a  thing  before 
you  can  restore  it.  I've  had  nothing  to  say  to  the  lady,  and  there- 
fore I  can't  give  her  back.' 

'  We  had  better  go  somewhere  where  we  can  talk  with  more 
safety.     These  are  not  subjects  for  the  club  or  Piccadilly.' 

'  Piccadilly  has  heard  as  much  as  most  places,  and  so  has  the 
club ;  and  I  don't  know  what  there  is  to  talk  about.' 

'  Stephen,  where  is  Lily  Ford  1 ' 

Stephen  swore  a  big  oath  under  his  breath.  '  What  have  I  to 
do  with  Lily  Ford  1  If  you  are  trying  to  put  blame  upon  me,  mind 
what  you  are  about,  Ned ;  I'm  not  a  safe  man  to  meddle  with.  If 
you  mean  to  spoil  my  luck  with  got-up  stories ' 

'  She  came  to  London  on  Tuesday  night,'  interrupted  Edmund, 
abstractly,  as  if  he  were  summing  up  evidence,  '  and  you  met  her 
at  the  station.  Where  is  she  now  1  If  you  will  tell  me  that,  I 
will  ask  you  no  further  questions.' 

'  Who  told  you  I  met  her  at  the  station  1  You  are  making  up 
ables  against  me.' 
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'  Stephen,  where  is  Lily  Ford  1 ' 

It  was  ill  Piccadilly,  with  all  the  people  passing ;  impossible 
to  make  any  scene  there,  had  life  and  death  been  in  it.  Edmund's 
voice  was  low,  but  Stephen  had  no  habit  of  subduing  his  tones  or 
controlling  himself,  and  he  was  abeady  excited.  The  fury  of  a  man 
baffled,  disappointed,  tricked, — for  so  he  thought  it, — whose  victim 
had  turned  the  tables  on  him,  and  placed  him  in  the  position  of  a 
fool  instead  of  that  of  a  scoundrel,  raged  within  him,  and  it  was  a 
relief  to  vent  it  upon  some  one.  He  griped  his  brother's  arm  with 
a  sudden  force  which  took  Edmund  by  surprise  and  made  him 

stagger,  and  he  swore  again  by  the  highest  name.     '  By !  I 

don't  know.  And  if  I  did  I  shouldn't  tell  you.  I'll  break  the 
head  of  any  man  who  asks  me  such  a  question  again.  Stand  out 
of  the  way  ! ' 

Edmund's  arm  was  raised  instinctively  to  resist  the  push  aside 
which  his  brother  gave  him,  as  Stephen  released  him  from  his  grasp. 
But  already  the  altercation  had  caught  the  eyes  of  two  or  tliree 
passers-by,  and  Edmund  had  an  Englishman's  dread  of  exposure 
and  horror  of  making  an  exhibition  of  himself.  He  stepped  back, 
answering  only  with  a  look  the  insolent  gaze  which  Stephen  fixed 
upon  him,  and  in  which  there  was  an  uneasy  inquiry,  an  alarm 
which  neutralised  the  defiance.  It  was  not  a  light  matter  to  sub- 
mit to  such  rough  treatment,  but  a  quarrel  in  the  open  street,  and 
above  aU  in  Piccadilly,  was  the  last  thing  in  the  world  to  be  thought 
of,  as  Stephen,  cowardly  in  his  audacious  selfishness,  well  knew. 
Edmund  let  his  brother  brush  past,  and  after  a  moment  turned 
back  in  the  other  direction,  silent  while  his  heart  burned.  Stephen 
was  fully  aware  that  Edmund  would  make  no  public  quarrel,  and 
took  advantage  of  it,  as  bvdlies  do. 

Edmund  had  said  more  than  he  was  sure  of,  without  premedi- 
tation, in  the  haste  and  heat  oi  his  first  address  to  his  brother. 
'  You  met  her  at  the  station.'  He  had  not  been  aware  that  he 
meant  to  say  this  until  he  heard  himself  saying  it.  But  he  had 
no  doubt  now  that  Stephen  was  guilty ;  the  very  absence  of  all 
hesitation  in  his  response,  his  instant  comprehension  of  tlie  question, 
made  it  apparent  that  Stephen  had  nothing  to  learn  in  respect  to 
Lily's  flight.  And  God  help  the  imfortunate  girl  if  she  were  in 
his  ruthless  hands !  God  help  the  miserable  parents,  to  whom 
Edmund  could  not  have  a  word  of  comfort  to  say  ! 

His  heart  was  very  heavy  as  he  went  along  amid  the  stream  of 
people  flowing  towards  the  park.     It  was  afternoon  by  this  time, 
and  the  carriages  had  begun  to  follow  each  other  in  a  long  line 
Everything  looked  bright  and  gay,  with  that  impression  of  endless 
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prosperity,  wealth,  ease,  and  luxury  which  few  other  scenes  convey 
to  a  similar  degree.  No  doubt,  among  that  luxurious  crowd  there 
was  no  lack  of  sad  histories,  aching  hearts,  unhappy  parents,  and 
ruined  children ;  but  the  glitter  and  splendour  seemed  to  carry  the 
misery  of  his  thoughts  deeper  into  his  heart. 

Until  all  at  once  he  woke  to  a  terror  near  to  himself,  a  danger 
which  touched  him  more  than  anything  that  had  liappened,  or 
could  happen,  to  Lily  Ford. 
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Stephen's  answer 

This  terror  which  seized  Edmund  did  not  come  upon  liim  for 
the  first  time ;  he  had  ah'eady  perceived  the  supreme  danger  of 
making  known  his  suspicions  of  Stephen  to  Roger;  but  there  had  been 
enough  in  the  inquisition  which  was  forced  into  his  hands,  and  the 
question  whether  or  not  Stephen  were  really  guilty,  to  distract  his 
thoughts.  Now,  however,  that  he  must  carry  back  to  Roger 
Stephen's  disavowal,  a  disavowal  which  could,  he  said  to  himself, 
convince  nobody,  and  which  was  of  something  quite  different  from 
the  simple  question  which  Roger  had  intended  to  put,  a  real  panic 
seized  upon  him.  Lily's  disappearance  was  not  an  event  which 
could  be  forgotten.  It  was  not  a  thing  of  the  moment,  which 
could  pass  out  of  recollection,  with  all  its  attendant  circumstances, 
when  its  novelty  was  exhausted.  Had  it  been  the  father  and 
mother  alone,  poor,  helpless,  miserable  people,  they  might  have  been 
silenced  somehow,  and  the  cause  of  this  misfortune  concealed. 
But  Roger  would  leave  no  stone  unturned ;  he  would  resolutely 
clear  up  the  mystery,  and  seek  the  girl  whom  he  had  loved,  so 
bitterly  to  his  own  cost,  until  at  least  he  had  found  that  the  Lily 
of  his  dreams  was  lost  for  ever.  Edmund  shuddered  to  think  what 
would  befall  his  brother  when  he  made  this  discovery ;  but  more 
terrible  still  was  the  thought  of  what  would  happen  when,  in  that 
search,  Roger  was  brought  face  to  face  with  the  man  who  bore  his 
own  name,  his  father's  son,  his  own  flesh  and  blood. 

In  a  state  of  distraction,  the  third  of  the  sons  of  Melcombe,  he 
who  must  stand  between  the  two  thus  made  deadly  enemies, 
divided  by  a  wrong  which'could  never  be  forgotten  or  forgiven,  dwelt 
upon  this  inevitable  discovery,  and  hurrying  through  the  streets, 
unconscious  of  the  crowd,  turned  over  and  over  in  his  confused 
mind  every  expedient  by  whicli  it  could  be  averted.  A  thousand 
schemes  passed  wildly  before  him,  only  to  be  rejected.  lie  laughed 
within  himself  at  the  futile  suggestion  that  Roger  niiglit  be  per- 
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suadcd  to  go  away,  to  withdraw  from  the  scene  of  his  loss,  that 
first  thought  which  occurs  to  every  Englishman  in  trouble.  It 
was  not  so  long  since  he  had  himself  hurried  his  brother  over  the 
banal  road  into  the  commonplace  resorts  of  weariness  and  wretched- 
ness. That  was  not  to  be  done  again  ;  and  on  what  pretence,  till 
Lily  was  proved  unworthy,  could  Eoger  be  driven  from  the  new 
life  he  had  planned  ?  And  how  was  Lily  to  be  accounted  for  with- 
out the  unveiling  of  that  most  horrible  complication  of  all,  and  the 
revelation  of  the  destroyer  of  Eoger's  hopes  and  dreams  in  his 
brother  1 

Edmund  felt  himself  paralysed  by  this  terror,  which  he  saw  no 
way  of  escaping.  He  was  as  helpless  as  he  was  panic-stricken, 
and  wandered  about  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  with  no  aim  but  to 
keep  out  of  Roger's  way,  and  no  power  to  originate  any  expedient 
by  which  he  might  stave  oif  the  danger. 

At  last  the  moment  came  which  could  not  have  been  long 
avoided.  He  met  Roger  at  the  end  of  the  street  in  which  their 
rooms  were,  about  the  hour  of  dinner,  and  for  a  moment  hoped 
that  he  was  going  out  to  fill  some  engagement,  and  that  there 
might  still  be  a  breathing  time. 

Roger  had  just  come  out,  dressed  for  dinner,  with  a  light  over- 
coat over  his  evening  clothes ;  and  it  seemed  to  Edmund,  who 
was  still  in  his  country  suit,  not  fit  for  London,  and  sadly  worn 
out  and  wretched,  that  the  mere  fact  of  his  careful  dress  showed 
that  his  brother  had  shaken  ofi"  the  impression  of  the  bad  news. 
But  when  he  saw  more  distinctly,  by  the  uncertain  evening  light, 
Roger's  face,  white  and  rigid,  with  the  upper  lip  closed  down  upon 
the  lower,  as  if  made  of  iron,  he  was  quickly  undeceived.  As 
soon  as  they  met,  Roger  put  his  arm  within  Edmund's,  and  turned 
him  round  in  the  direction  in  which  he  was  himself  going,  with 
that  ignoring  of  his  brother's  inclinations,  even  of  his  weariness 
and  bodily  needs,  which  is  in  some  cases  the  highest  compliment 
one  man  can  pay  to  another. 

'  Ned,'  he  began,  without  any  preface,  '  the  more  I  think  of  it, 
the  more  wretched  it  makes  me.  Was  she  a  girl  to  disappear  like 
that,  leaving  her  people  in  anxiety  1  Besides,  what  motive  was 
there  for  any  such  mystery  1  She  might  have  let  them  know  some- 
how,— she  must  have  done  so,  Ned,  my  Lily  has  been  spirited 
away  ! ' 

Edmund  was  taken  by  surprise.  'No,  no — who  would  do 
that?'  he  asked,  bewildered  by  the  suggestion. 

'Who?  Any  one.  Some  madman  who  had  seen  her.  We 
think  we  have  outlived  such  things,  but  we  haven't,  Ned.     Passion 
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is  as  mad  as  ever  it  was.  Or  even  to  get  her  out  of  my  way,  my 
father ' 

'  Impossible  !     Sucli  a  thing  would  never  enter  his  mind  ! ' 

'  There  is  nothing  impossible ! '  returned  Roger,  with  nervous 

heat,  '  except  that  my  Lily  should  go — should  consent '     The 

deep  murmur  of  his  voice  ceased  in  something  inarticulate,  a  note 
of  such  immeasurable  pain,  of  horrible  doubt  hidden  under  words 
of  certainty,  that  Edmund  felt  all  his  fears  realised.  Then  Roger 
gave  himself  a  shake,  as  if  to  get  rid  of  some  nightmare,  and  asked, 
with  an  air  of  sudden  awakening,  '  Did  Stephen  sec  her  1  Did  he 
notice  anything — which  way  she  went  1 ' 

'  No,  he  noticed  nothing.' 

Something  in  Edmund's  tone  made  Roger  look  at  him  keenly. 
'  He  must  have  seen  her.  I  could  bring  it  to  his  recollection, — 
the  night  we  met  and  the  circumstances,  which  of  course  you  did 
not  know.' 

'  Don't,  Roger,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  Why  should  you  ask  him 
again  1  Don't  you  believe  me  ?  He  knows  nothing.  Don't  let 
us  bring  in  any  one  more.' 

'There  is  something  in  that,'  said  Roger,  with  momentary 
acquiescence ;  then,  after  a  pause,  he  asked,  '  Did  he  know  her — 
at  all?' 

'I  can't  tell  you,'  replied  Edmund  hastily,  feeling  that  the 
intolerableness  of  the  situation  began  to  affect  his  nerves  and 
temper.  '  I  suppose  he  must  have  known  her  by  sight ;  I  don't 
know.  What  is  the  use  of  bringing  him  into  it  ?  He  can  tell  us 
nothing.' 

Roger  looked  at  his  brother  with  a  dawning  suspicion  iu  his 
eyes.  '  I  don't  think  you  are  just  to  Stephen,'  he  remarked.  '  I 
am  going  to  see  for  myself.' 

'  Roger,'  said  Edmund,  making  use,  like  a  woman,  of  the  weari- 
ness and  exhaustion  which  he  felt, — thougli,  like  a  woman,  he 
could  have  disguised  and  supi^ressed  them,  had  not  the  other  way 
afforded  a  possibility  of  deliverance, — '  I  wish  you  could  come  with 
me  first,  and  get  me  some  dinner.  I  am  fairly  worn  out.  It  has 
not  been  a  good  time  for  me,  these  last  few  days,  and  I  have  been 
wandering  about  from  one  place  to  another ' 

'  How  selfisli  I  am,'  interrupted  Roger,  '  forgetting  all  you 
have  been  doing,  and  even  to  ask  you — Come  along,  Ned  ;  we'll 
get  something  at  the  club.' 

The  penalty  of  this  expedient  was,  that  Edmund  had  to  eat  a 
prolonged  dinner,  which  he  needed,  indeed,  but  for  wliich  he  had 
no  appetite,  and  which  he  allowed  to  linger  on,  through  course 
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after  course,  while  Roger  sat  opposite  to  him,  eating  nervously  a 
piece  of  bread,  drinking  the  wine  that  was  poured  out  for  him 
without  even  observing  what  it  was,  sending  away  dish  after  dish 
with  a  half  shudder  of  disgust,  and  with  the  wonder  of  a  pre- 
occupied mind  that  his  brother  should  be  capable  of  dining  in  so 
prolonged  a  way  at  such  a  moment.  Edmund  had  to  pay  this 
penalty,  and  accepted  it  with  what  fortitude  he  could.  He  cal- 
culated, while  he  sat  having  everything  handed  to  him,  that  by 
this  time,  probably,  Stephen  was  disposed  of  for  the  evening ; 
dining  out,  perhaps ;  or,  which  was  more  likely, — the  horrible 
thought  obtruded  itself,  even  though  it  was  so  essential  that  he 
should  give  Roger  no  clue  to  the  nature  of  his  thoughts, — that 
Stephen  might  be  at  this  moment  by  the  side  of  the  deceived  and 
lost  creature  to  whom  Roger,  with  his  white  face  of  anxiety,  was 
still  holding  loyally  as  his  bride. 

'Now,'  said  Roger  with  a  faint  smile,  'if  you  are  satisfied, 
Ned,  don't  you  think  we  might  go  1 ' 

If  he  were  satisfied !  He  tried  to  laugh  too,  and  answered, 
'  I  had  eaten  nothing  all  day.  Don't  you  think  it  is  a  little  too 
late  now  1 ' 

'  I  think You  shall  go  home  and  go  to  bed,  Ned.     You're 

worn  out ;  and  it  cannot  have  the  same  overwhelming  interest  for 
you  as  for  me, — though  you're  very  good,'  said  Roger.  It  was 
Edmund's  role  to  have  good  intentions  attributed  to  him.  He 
took  care  not  even  to  smile,  not  to  groan,  as  he  got  up  from  the 
table  at  which  he  had  been  working  so  hard  to  make  the  meeting 
he  dreaded  impossible. 

'No,'  he  answered,  'I'm  not  going  to  bed.  I'm  going  with 
you,  Roger,  wherever  you  go, — provided  it  is  not  among  any  of 
your  fine  friends,  in  this  garb.' 

'  My  fine  friends  ! '  exclaimed  Roger  with  indignant  astonish- 
ment. '  Can  you  suppose  me  capable  of  going  anywhere — 
anywhere  !  I  thought  you  knew  better  what  this  is  to  me.  Do 
you  know  what  it  is  1  It  is  life  or  death  !  If  anything  has 
happened  to  her My  God  ! ' 

The  most  tragic  scenes,  the  most  tragic  words,  are  often  mixed 
up  in  our  strange  life  with  the  most  petty  and  common,  and 
desperate  appeals  to  the  last  Arbiter  of  all  things  rise  out  of  the 
depths  of  wretched  hearts  over  the  broken  meats  of  a  disordered 
table.  There  is  something  more  heart-rending  in  them,  under 
such  circumstances,  than  when  there  is  no  jar  ot  the  ignoble 
matters  of  every  day  in  the  despair  and  passion.  Roger  standing 
over  the  table  at  which  his  brother  had  dined,  in  his  correct 
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evening  dress,  with  his  miserable  face ;  the  brown  bread  which  he 
had  been  crumbling  to  pieces  before  him ;  his  overcoat,  which  he 
had  not  cared  to  take  off,  hanging  open ;  the  background  of 
cheerful  parties  dining ;  the  murmiu:  of  cheerful  talk  around,  made 
such  a  combination  as  would  have  smitten  the  hardest  heart. 
He  had  come  to  that,  that  he  had  begun  to  acknowledge  the 
possibility  of  something  having  happened  to  Lily ;  something 
which  could  not  but  be  disastrous,  horrible ;  something  which 
might  make  an  end  of  that  which  no  other  power  on  earth  could 
have  ended,  for  which  he  had  been  prepared  to  sacrifice  everything 
that  could  be  called  life.  There  was  a  tremor  in  him  which  was 
visible,  even  though  he  was  nervously  erect  and  steady,  in  the 
outline  of  his  figure, — a  faint,  nervous  trick  of  movement  which 
he  could  not  restrain,  and  of  which,  indeed,  he  was  unconscious. 
He  put  his  hand  hastily  upon  Edmund's  arm,  as  they  went  out 
together.  It  was  dry  and  burning,  and  he  did  not  see  the  step 
at  the  door,  and  stumbled  as  they  went  out  into  the  noise  and 
bustle  of  the  street. 

Provided  only  that  Stephen  might  not  be  found  when  they 
sought  him  at  his  club  ! — for  happily  they  could  not  seek  him 
elsewhere.  Edmund  estimated  the  chances  hurriedly,  as  they 
went  along,  and  felt  them  to  be  all  in  his  favour.  If  Lily  were 
somewhere  in  London  awaiting  her  lover,  it  was  not  possible  that 
Stephen  should  spend  the  evening  at  his  club.  But  Edmund  was 
too  anxious  and  too  imhappy  to  take  the  comfort  out  of  this  which 
he  felt  to  be  justified ;  for  every  one  knows  how  perverse  circum- 
stances are,  and  how  a  chance  which  would  have  no  importance 
on  another  occasion  will  often  detain  a  man,  when  his  detention 
for  that  uncalculated  moment  means  a  catastrophe.  So  inscnitable, 
so  little  to  be  reckoned  upon,  is  this  strange  life,  which  seems  the 
sport  of  accidents,  which  is  at  least  so  little  in  our  hands  to 
arrange  or  settle  !  These  thoughts  went  through  Edmund's  mind 
in  a  confused  torrent,  as  he  walked  with  Eogcr  to  Stephen's  club, 
once  more  along  that  crowded  pavement  of  Piccadilly,  where  so 
many  men  like  themselves  were  hurrying  on  to  all  manner  of 
engagements,  and  close  to  which  so  many  carriages,  coming  and 
going,  conveyed  the  fairest  and  the  brightest  and  the  most  dis- 
tinguished from  one  scene  of  pleasure  to  another, — of  pleasure 
woven  with  so  many  threads  of  suffering,  of  festivity,  and  of 
tragedy.  When  the  mind  is  full  of  distress  and  anxiety,  such 
ideas  come  naturally.  It  is  perhaps  a  little  aid  in  bearing  our 
own  burdens  to  think  how  others  are  weighed  down,  and  how 
little  any  one  can  know  from  the  exterior. 
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It  would  have  been,  however,  but  a  poor  observer  who  could 
not  have  perceived  that  the  two  brothers  walking  along  from  one 
club  to  another  were  bound  on  no  common  errand.  The  faint 
yet  almost  palsied  thrill  of  nervous  movement  about  Roger,  and 
Edmund's  fever  of  anxiety,  were  not  sufficiently  veiled  to  be 
imperceptible  to  any  keen  eye.  Neither  of  them  seemed  to  breathe, 
as  they  approached  the  place.  Edmund,  who  knew  how  well  his 
own  excitement  was  justified,  could  not  quite  understand  how  it 
should  have  so  communicated  itself  to  Roger,  who  so  far  as  he 
knew  was  unaware  of  any  foundation  for  it.  He  pressed  his 
brother's  arm,  as  they  went  up  to  the  open  door.  '  Roger,  you'll 
take  care  not  to  let  him  pick  a  quarrel !  He  was  very  impatient 
of  my  question  ;  he  may  be  still  more  so  to  have  it  repeated.  A 
row  in  the  family  between  brothers ' 

'  Why  shoidd  we  quarrel '?  What  reason  is  there  for  any  row  1 ' 
Roger  said  sternly,  and  Edmund  had  no  answer  to  give. 

Stephen  was  there, — upstairs.  They  went  in  together,  Roger 
first,  Edmund  scarcely  able  to  breathe.  A  group  of  men  were 
descending  as  they  went  up,  and  on  the  landing  the  two  brothers 
perceived  Stephen,  the  last  of  the  band.  His  companions  were 
talking  and  laughing,  but  he  was  coming  down  silently,  with  an 
angry  cloud  on  his  face.  The  two  young  men  waited  for  him  on 
the  landing,  which  gave  them  full  time  to  note  his  aspect  and  the 
unusual  gravity  of  his  looks ;  but  he  did  not  observe  them,  so 
occupied  was  he  with  his  own  thoughts,  till  he  was  close  upon 
them.  Then  Roger  put  out  his  hand  and  touched  him  on  the 
arm.  Stephen  started,  and  raised  his  eyes  with  a  sudden  gleam 
of  impatience ;  evidently  he  was  not  in  a  temper  to  be  disturbed. 
But  when  he  saw  who  it  was,  a  look  of  fury  came  into  his  eyes, — 
they  were  very  light  eyes,  which  looked  sinister  in  excitement. 
'Hallo!'  he  cried,  'you  there  again!'  He  passed  over  Roger 
with  intention,  and  fixed  his  look  upon  Edmund,  who  stood 
behind. 

'  Stephen,'  said  Roger,  '  I  have  a  question  to  ask  you.'  He 
was  drawing  his  breath  quickly  and  with  difiiculty. 

'I  presume,'  said  Stephen  slowly,  scowling,  drawing  back  a 
little,  '  it's  the  same  question  as  that  fellow  put  to  me  to-day. 

What  the is  it  your  business  whether  I  know  or  whether  I 

don't  know  1  I  told  him  I'd  break  any  man's  head  that  asked  me 
that  again  !' 

'  Nevertheless,  you  must  give  me  an  answer,'  returned  Roger, 
making  a  step  forward.  The  question  had  not  been  put  into 
words ;  there  seemed  no  need  between  them  for  any  such  details. 
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Neither  of  his  brothers  was  in  the  least  aware  what  it  was  which 
brought  such  fury  into  Stephen's  eyes  and  tone.  Roger,  who 
accused  him  of  nothing,  whose  question  was  in  reality  of  the  most 
simple  character,  was  irritated  by  an  opposition  which  appeared  so 
uncalled  for.  He  advanced  a  little  as  Stei^hen  drew  back.  *  If 
you  have  any  light  to  throw  upon  the  matter,  for  Heaven's  sake 
answer  me,'  he  said,  putting  up  his  hand,  as  Stephen  thought,  to 
seize  him  by  the  coat. 

There  was  in  the  younger  brother  a  fury  which  had  no  means 
of  utterance,  which  caught  at  the  first  possibility  of  getting  vent. 
He  pushed  Roger  back  with  a  violence  of  which  he  was  himself 
totally  unaware.  '  I  warned  him — the  first  man  that  asked  me 
that  question  again !'  he  cried  savagely,  thrusting  his  brother 
from  him  with  all  his  force.  They  were  all  three  on  the  edge  of 
the  heavy  stone  stairs,  none  of  them  conscious  or  thinking  of  any 
danger.  Perhaps  there  would  have  been  no  danger  if  Roger  had 
been  in  his  ordinary  condition  of  health.  As  it  was,  before  a 
word  coidd  be  said  or  a  breath  drawn,  before  Stephen  was 
aware  of  the  violence  of  the  thrust  backward  which  he  had  given, 
Roger  went  down  like  a  stone.  There  was  a  breathless,  horrible 
moment,  while  the  two  who  were  left  looked  involuntarily  into 
each  other's  faces :  then  Edmund,  with  a  spring,  reached  the 
bottom  of  the  stairs,  where,  all  huddled  upon  himself,  like  a  fallen 
house,  his  brother  lay.  In  a  moment — it  was  no  more ;  as  if  a 
flash  of  lightning  had  come  out  of  the  sky  and  struck  him  down 
there. 


XXXIII 

THE    SHADOW    OF    DEATH 

There  is  sometlimg  in  the  atmosphere  of  a  sickroom  in  which  a 
man  lies  under  the  shadow  of  death,  especially  when  that  awful 
shadow  has  come  upon  the  sky  in  a  moment,  which  changes  the 
entke  aspect  of  the  world  to  those  who  stand  at  the  bedside. 
There  had  been  a  moment  of  horror  and  dismay,  in  which  Stephen's 
bewilderment  and  terror-stricken  compunction  had  obliterated  aU 
feeling  of  guilt  on  his  part  from  his  brother's  mind.  Indeed,  the 
catastrophe  was  so  unlooked  for,  and  seemed  so  entirely  beyond, 
any  cause  that  could  have  brought  it  about,  that  the  two  brothers 
bent  over  Roger  with  equal  anxiety,  equal  alarm  and  astonishment, 
forgetting  everything  but  the  sudden  shock  as  of  a  thunderbolt 
falhng,  striking  him  down  at  their  feet.  Edmund  had  no  time  or 
power  to  think,  during  the  turmoil  and  horrible  pause  which 
ensued,  which  might  have  lasted,  so  far  as  he  knew,  a  day  or  ten 
minutes,  in  which  Roger  was  examined  by  a  grave  doctor,  who 
said  little,  and  was  then  painfully  transported  to  his  own  rooms 
and  laid  on  his  own  bed.  He  had  not  recovered  consciousness  for 
a  moment,  nor  did  he  during  the  long,  terrible  night  which 
followed,  in  the  course  of  which  Edmund  sat  like  a  man  paralysed, 
within  sight  of  the  motionless  figiure,  for  which  there  was  nothing 
to  be  done,  none  of  those  cares  which  keep  the  watchers  from 
despair.  The  doctor  had  sent  in  a  nurse,  who,  after  vainly 
endeavouring  to  induce  Edmund  to  withdraw  ('  For  he  doesn't 
know  you,  or  any  one,  nor  won't,  perhaps,  ever  again,  poor 
gentleman  !  And  what's  the  good  of  wearing  yourself  out,  when 
you  can  do  nothing  for  him  V  she  had  said,  with  that  appalling 
reasonableness  which  kills),  had  herself  retired  to  the  next  room, 
provident,  as  her  class  always  are,  of  the  rest  which  would  be  so 
needful  to  her,  in  face  of  whatever  might  occur  to  demand  her 
watchfulness  afterwards.  Her  words,  her  look,  made  Edmund's 
heart  sick,  and  the  realisation  of  the  fact  that  there  was  nothing 
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to  be  clone,  aud  that,  whether  for  always  or  only  for  a  time,  Roger 
was  beyond  all  possibility  of  succour,  came  over  him  with  a  sudden 
blaukuess  of  desolation.  He  knew  nothing  of  illness,  especially  of 
illness  so  extraordinary  and  terrible.  He  felt  that  he  could  not 
tell  from  moment  to  moment  what  might  be  accomplishing  itself 
on  the  cm-tainless  bed,  where  Roger's  profile,  stern  in  tlie  silence, 
showed  itself  against  the  faintly  coloured  wall.  He  sat  there 
himself  in  a  sort  of  trance  of  despair  and  anguish  and  deadly  fear. 
His  brother  might  die  at  any  instant,  for  anything  Edmund  knew  • 
the  life  which  was  akeady  hidden  and  veiled  might  dci)art 
altogether,  without  a  hand  being  held  out  to  save.  The  horror  of 
doing  nothing,  of  sitting  still,  and  perhaps  seeing  the  j^recious  life 
ebb  away  without  putting  out  a  finger,  without  an  effort,  as 
Edmund  felt,  was  almost  beyond  bearing.  He  himself  could  do 
nothing, — he  knew  nothing  that  could  be  done.  If  the  doctor  had 
but  remained,  who  knew  !  but  the  doctor  had  said  that  to  watch 
the  i^atient  was  all  that  was  possible.  And  Edmund  was  watching. 
Heaven  knew  how  anxiously !  yet  in  his  ignorance  feeling  that 
some  change  might  occur  which  he  would  not  observe,  would  not 
understand,  and  on  which  might  hang  the  issues  of  life  and  death. 
Half  a  dozen  times  he  had  risen  to  call  the  nm-se,  that  there 
might  be  some  one  who  would  know ;  then  had  restrained  himself 
and  noiselessly  sat  down  again,  remembering  what  she  had  said, 
and  half  afraid  of  crossing  or  iiTitating  the  attendant  on  whose 
services,  for  aught  he  knew,  Roger's  life  might  depend.  He  felt 
like  a  fool,  or  a  child,  so  ignorant,  so  helpless,  so  ready  to  be 
seized  with  unreasonable  panic, — surely  unreasonable,  since  both 
doctor  and  nurse  had  felt  themselves  at  liberty  to  go  away.  It 
was  about  nine  o'clock  when  the  catastrophe  had  occurred,  and  by 
midnight  it  seemed  to  Edmund  as  if  years  had  passed  over  him  in 
that  awful  stillness,  and  as  if  everything  in  life  had  receded  far 
away.  By  the  bed  where  Roger  lay  unconscious  there  was  no 
longer  anything  worth  thinking  of,  except  whether  he  would  open 
his  eyes,  whether  the  hardness  of  his  breathing  would  soften, 
whether  any  sign  of  life  would  break  through  that  blank.  Lily 
Ford  1 — who  was  she,  what  was  she  1  If  her  name  swept,  in  the 
current  of  his  thoughts,  over  Edmund's  mind  at  all,  he  was 
impatient  of  it,  and  flung  it  from  him,  like  something  intrusive 
and  impertinent.  All  the  associations  that  had  occupied  his 
thoughts  for  days  past  went  from  him  like  vanities.  He  re- 
membered them  no  more,  or,  if  tliey  recurred,  brushed  them  from 
his  mind,  with  indignant  astonishment  that  such  nothings  could 
ever  have  occupied  it.     What  was  there  to  think  of  in  all  the 
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world  but  that  Roger  lay  there,  an  image  of  death  in  life,  wrapped 
in  darkness,  and  perhaps— perhaps — a  horror  that  made  his  heart 
stand  still — might  never  come  out  of  it  again  1 

At  midnight  Stephen  came  in,  trying,  no  doubt,  to  walk  softly 
and  speak  softly;  opening  the  door  with  a  creak,  and  stepping 
upon  some  loose  plank  in  the  flooring,  which  shivered  and  jarred 
under  his  foot,  'How  is  he  now?'  he  asked  in  a  rough  whisper, 
which  seemed  to  Edmund's  strained  faculties  more  penetrating, 
more  disagreeable,  than  any  ordinary  noise.  Stephen  made  a  step 
forward  elaborately,  and  looked  at  the  face  upon  the  pillow. 
'Don't  look  much  better,  does  heV  he  said.  In  reality  Stephen 
was  very  uncomfortable, — more  than  uncomfortable.  He  had  not 
meant  to  do  his  brother  any  harm, — he  had  repeated  that  assurance 
to  himself  a  hundred  times  within  the  last  hour.  He  never 
meant  to  harm  him, — why  should  he  1  He  had  no  motive  for 
injuring  his  brother ;  they  had  always  been  good  friends.  What 
had  happened  about  their  father's  will  was  nothing.  There  was 
no  possible  reason  in  that  for  quarrelling  with  Roger,  for  he  was 
quite  out  of  it,  and  had  nothing  to  say  in  the  matter.  Nobody 
would  do  Stephen  the  wrong  to  say  that  he  had  any  bad  meaning. 
How  could  he  know  that  a  man,  a  man  as  big  as  himself,  would 
go  down  like  that  at  a  touch  1  It  was  no  fault  of  his  :  there  must 
have  been  something  the  matter  with  the  poor  old  fellow,  or  he 
must  have  been  standing  unsteadily,  or — but  certainly  it  was  not 
Stephen  who  was  to  blame.  He  had  repeated  this  to  himself  all 
the  way,  as  he  went  along  the  streets.     How  could  he  be  to  blame  1 

'For  God's  sake,  be  quiet, — don't  disturb  him  !'  said  Edmund, 
with  an  impatience  that  was  uncontrollable.  Disturb  him  !  He 
would  have  given  everything  he  had  in  tlie  world  to  be  able  to 
disturb  Roger, — to  draw  him  out  of  that  fatal  lethargy ;  but  the 
sound  of  Stephen's  jarring  step,  and  the  whisper  which  whistled 
through  this  sacred  place,  roused  Edmund  to  a  fever  of  suppressed 
passion. 

'Oh,  nothing  disturbs  a  man  in  that  state.  I've  seen  'em,' 
Stephen  said,  taking  less  precautions  as  he  became  familiar  with 
the  darkened  room,  the  aspect  of  everything,  'when  you  might 
have  fired  a  cannon-ball  close  to  their  ears,  and  they  would  have 
taken  no  notice.  When  is  the  doctor  to  come  back  1  Are  you 
going  to  sit  up  all  night?  I  thought  he  had  sent  in  a  nurse. 
Then  what's  the  use  of  you  sitting  up  ?  You  can't  do  him  any 
good.' 

'  I  can't  talk,'  Edmund  answered  ;  '  don't  ask  me  any  questions. 
We  can  only  wait  and  see  what  the  morning  brings,' 
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Stephen  nodded  in  assent.  He  stooped  over  the  bed,  looked 
at  the  motionless  figure,  and  shook  his  head.  '  Poor  chap  ! '  he 
said,  '  he  looks  very  bad.'  Stephen  was  very  uncomfortable,  but 
he  did  not  know  how  to  express  it.  He  stood  swaying  from  one 
foot  to  the  other,  looking  blankly  about  him.  '  I  don't  suppose  I 
can  be  of  any  use,'  he  said. 

'  None,  none  !'  replied  Edmund.      '  Nobody  can  be  of  any  use.' 

'You'd  rather  I  should  go?'  asked  Stephen,  glad  to  escape,  yet 
reluctant  to  show  it.     '  I  shouldn't  if  I  could  be  of  any  use ;  but 

if  I  can't Look  here,  Ned,  call  the  woman,  and  go  to  bed 

yourself;  you  can't  do  him  any  good,  either.' 

'  Oh,  go,  go  ! '  Edmund  said. 

'  And,  Ned — as  for  what  he  asked  me,  poor  chap  !  You  may 
think  it  isn't  true,  but  it  is  true.     I  declare  to  you ' 

'  Oh,  for  Heaven's  sake,'  cried  Edmund,  under  his  breath,  '  go 
away,  go  home,  go  to  bed  !  What  does  it  matter  ?  What  does 
anything  matter  1     Do  I  care  whether  it  is  true  or  not  ?     Go,  go  !' 

'  You  speak  as  if  I  hadn't  as  good  a  right — as  if  you  thought  I 
meant  to — to  do  him  harm.  I  never  meant  to  do  him  harm,  so 
help  me ' 

'  Go  now,  Stephen,  go  home  and  go  to  bed.  He  may  be  better 
in  the  morning.' 

'  Poor  chap  ! '  Stephen  said  once  more,  shaking  his  head  ;  and 
then  creaking  more  than  ever,  like  his  father,  making  the  boards 
jar  and  the  room  shake,  he  went  away. 

And  again  that  awful  silence  came  over  the  place, — a  silence 
which  thrilled  and  vibrated  with  dreadful  meaning,  till  even  the 
interruption  of  Stephen's  presence  seemed  to  have  been  a  gain. 
Edmund  sat  still  and  motionless,  his  heart  witliin  him  in  a  fever 
of  suspense,  and  fear  and  agitation  indescribable  rioting  his  bosom 
with  an  independent,  mad  life  of  unendurable  pain.  How  he  kept 
still,  how  he  did  not  cry  out,  spring  up  from  his  watch,  drag  back 
by  any  violent  means  the  dead,  dumb,  marble  image  which  was 
his  brother,  to  life,  to  life,  to  any  kind  of  conscious  being,  even  if 
it  were  agony,  he  could  not  tell.  But  something,  whether  it  was 
reason,  whether  it  was  the  mere  solidity  of  flesh  and  blood,  wliich 
bound  the  raging  anxiety  of  tin;  soul,  kept  him  almost  as  still  as 
Eoger ;  watching,  wondering  wliat  was  to  come,  and  how  he  was 
to  live  through  this  awful  night. 

The  morning  brought  little  hope ;  and  then  ensued  days  u})on 
days,  of  which  Edmund  knew  nothing  except  that  they  came  and 
passed  and  brought  no  change.  Stephen  appeared  from  time  to 
time,  stealing  in  with  elaborate  precautions,  making  every  board 
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creak, — as  if  it  mattered  !  And  presently  the  Squire  arrived,  like 
a  larger  Stephen,  looking  at  the  patient  in  the  same  helpless  way, 
shaking  his  head.  The  father's  sanction  was  necessary  before  the 
dangerous  operation,  which  was  the  only  thing  in  which  there  was 
a  glimmer  of  hope,  could  be  attempted.  Mr.  Mitford  was  far 
from  being  without  feeling.  To  see  his  son,  his  first-born,  of  whom 
he  had  been  proud,  lying  on  that  bed,  which  was  too  evidently  a 
bed  of  death,  aifected  him  deeply.  He  had  asked  a  great  many 
questions  at  first,  and  had  been  inclined  to  blame  everybody. 
'  Why  did  you  let  him  question  Steve  ^i  Steve  never  would  stand 
questioning,  from  a  child.  Why  didn't  you  warn  Steve  that  he 
was  ill  1  He  must  have  been  ill,  or  a  mere  push  could  not  have 
harmed  him.  Was  it  only  a  push?  It  must  have  been  more 
than    a  push.     They  had  a   scuffle,   I    suppose,   on   the   stairs ! 

By !  how  could  you  be  such  a  fool  as  to  let  two  men  in  the 

heat  of  a  quarrel  meet  on  the  stairs?'  Thus  he  talked,  in  his 
large  voice,  with  an  angry  cloud  upon  his  face,  as  he  came  up- 
stairs. But  when  he  entered  Roger's  room  the  Squire  was  silenced. 
He  stood  and  looked  at  his  son  with  angry,  helpless  wretchedness, 
making  a  little  sound  of  half-remonstrant  trouble  with  his  tongue 
against  his  palate.  What  could  he  dol  What  could  be  done? 
To  know  that  it  was  all  over  would  have  been  nothing  compared 
to  the  misery  of  seeing  him  there,  and  not  knowing  what  might 
happen  at  any  moment.  Mr.  Mitford  was  glad  to  go  away, 
making  his  progress  audible  by  that  faint  sound  of  inarticulate 
perplexity  and  remonstrance,  and  by  the  unsubduable  tread  which 
shook  the  house.  He  had  no  objection  to  try  the  desperate 
expedient  of  the  operation,  though  he  did  not  in  the  least  believe 
in  it.  '  He's  a  dead  man  !  he's  a  dead  man  !  I  don't  believe  they 
can  do  anything,'  he  said,  in  the  hurried  family  council  which  was 
held  in  an  adjoining  room.  And  Stephen  also  shook  his  head.  He 
was  very  like  his  father.  He  had  the  same  expression  of  perplexed 
and  irritated  seriousness.  He  had  taken  up  almost  eagerly  the 
same  note  of  remonstrance.  If  Ned  had  only  kept  him  quiet,  kept 
him  indoors  that  night,  when  anybody  might  have  seen  he  was 
out  of  sorts,  and  not  fit  to  give  and  take,  like  other  men.  His 
discomfort  as  to  his  own  share  in  the  matter  was  wearing  off,  and 
he  began  to  feel  that  he  was  an  injured  locrson,  and  had  a  right  to 
complain. 

Ah  !  if  Edmund  had  but  been  able  to  keep  his  brother  indoors 
that  night !  He  said  it  to  himself  with  a  far  more  tragic  sense  of 
the  impossibility  than  the  others  were  capable  of.  If  only — if! 
- — how  lightly,  it  now  seemed,  all  the  miseries  that  existed  before 
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coiild  have  been  borne.  It  gave  him  a  pang  indescribable  to  think, 
as  he  immediately  did,  of  how  simple  it  might  have  been, — how* 
life  might  have  flowed  on  quite  smoothly :  Roger  miserable, 
perhaps  himself  weighed  down  by  the  pressure  of  a  secret  never  to 
be  revealed;  but  what  of  that,  what  trifles,  what  nothings,  in 
comparison  with  this ! 

He  was  the  only  one  who  had  any  hope  in  the  operation, 
though  he  was  the  last  to  consent  to  it.  The  others,  no  doubt, 
woidd  have  been  glad  if  Roger  had  recovered,  but  they  were 
almost  as  anxious  to  be  freed  from  the  dreadful  pressure  of  the 
situation  as  to  save  his  life :  his  life,  if  possible ;  but  if  not,  that 
these  paralysing  circumstances  might  come  to  an  end.  It  was 
with  the  hope  that  one  way  or  other  this  release  might  be  accom- 
plished that  Mr.  Mitford  and  Stephen  awaited  the  residt.  They 
would  not  remain  in  the  room,  — it  was  too  much  for  them :  they 
remained  close  by,  in  Roger's  sitting-room,  with  all  its  scattered 
traces  of  his  presence.  Geraldiue  and  Amy  were  there,  too,  with 
a  little  feminine  rustle,  crying  from  time  to  time,  yet  not  uncon- 
scious of  a  curiosity  about  the  photographs  on  the  tables,  which 
were  not  all  family  photographs,  and  about  such  other  revelations 
as  might  be  gleaned  of  the  young  man's  independent  life;  but 
ready  to  cry  again,  to  give  back  all  their  attention  to  the  one 
absorbing  subject,  whenever  a  door  opened  or  a  soimd  was  heard. 
The  Squire  walked  about  the  room  with  his  heavy  tread,  taking 
up  and  throwing  down  again  such  articles  as  caught  his  eye,  a 
whip,  a  cane,  a  cigar-case,  little  luxuries  such  as  in  some  cases  he 
despised.  Stephen  stood  with  his  back  to  the  others,  looking  out, 
with  a  curious  mingling  of  compunction  and  resentment  and  self- 
defence  in  his  mind.  Nobody  could  say  he  was  to  blame, — how 
could  he  be  to  blame  ?  Was  he  to  know  that  a  man  might  be  as 
weak  as  a  cat,  not  fit  to  stand  against  a  push  ?  Nobody  could  be 
expected  to  think  of  that. 

Edmund  alone  stood  by  his  unconscious  brother,  while  the 
doctors  were  doing  their  work.  He  alone  received  the  dazed, 
bewildered  look  which  Roger  cast  round  him  in  the  first  moment 
of  relief,  like  a  man  awakening,  yet  with  something  awful  in  it,  as 
if  the  awakening  were  from  the  dead.  When  that  vague  gaze  fell 
upon  Edmund,  the  sufferer  recognised  him  for  a  moment,  smiled, 
made  a  motion  as  if  to  put  out  his  hand,  and  said  something 
which  was  audible  only  as  a  murmur  in  his  throat.  He  wa.s  not 
allowed  to  do  any  more.  The  doctors  interfered  to  ordain  perfect 
quiet,  perfect  rest,  the  closest  watch,  and  no  excitement  or  move- 
ment.    The  operation  was  successful,  quite  successful.     Twenty 
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four  hours,  perfect  quiet,  and  then The  great  operator,  whose 

every  minute  was  worth  gold,  looked  into  the  adjoining  room 
himself,  to  relieve  the  anxiety  of  the  family.  '  As  an  operation, 
entirely  satisfactory ;  everything  now  depends  on  the  strength  of 
the  patient,'  he  said.  The  relief  of  the  strain  which  had  been 
upon  their  nerves  was  great.  The  girls  got  up  from  their  corner 
with  that  pleasant  rustle  of  their  skirts,  and  uttered  little  cries  of 
pleasure  and  thankfulness.  Geraldine  stood  up  before  the  glass 
over  Roger's  chimney-piece  to  put  her  bonnet  straight,  which  had 
been  a  little  disarranged,  she  thought,  by  her  crying.  Amy  made 
a  little  dart  to  a  table  where  there  was  a  photograph  of  a  woman 
which  she  had  never  seen  before,  and  turned  it  over  to  see  if  there 
were  any  name  or  inscription.  The  Squire  threw  down  a  cane 
with  a  curious  silver  handle  which  he  had  been  examining,  and 
breathed  forth  a  great  sigh  of  relief.  '  That's  all  right ! '  he  said. 
It  seemed  to  all  of  them  that  the  incident  was  over,  and  that 
perhaps  they  had  been  unduly  excited,  and  it  had  not  been  so 
important,  after  all. 

But  Edmund  did  not  move  from  his  brother's  room.  His 
heart  was  sick  with  that  deferred  hope  which  it  is  so  hard  to  bear. 
He  too,  for  the  first  minute,  had  thought  the  incident  was  over. 
He  took  his  brother's  hand  and  pressed  it  in  his  own,  and  thought 
he  felt  a  faint  response.  But  when  he  was  dismissed  again  to  his 
watch,  and  forbidden  to  speak  or  touch  the  patient  still  hanging 
between  life  and  death,  his  heart  sank.  The  room  relapsed  once 
more,  after  all  the  silent  strain  and  excitement,  into  absolute  quiet. 
Presently  the  nurse  came  to  Edmund's  side  and  whispered,  '  He's 
going  to  sleep,  sir, — the  very  best  thing;  and  you  should  go  and 
take  a  bit  of  rest.  Nobody  in  this  world  can  do  without  a  bit  of 
natural  rest.' 

Edmund  scarcely  understood  what  the  woman  said.  He  did 
not  move ;  he  could  not  have  risen  had  his  life  depended  upon  it, 
nor  withdrawn  his  eyes  from  the  sleeper.  Was  it  sleep  1  Was  it 
death  1  How  could  he  tell  ?  No  more  than  if  he  had  been  dying 
himself  could  he  have  moved  from  his  brother's  side. 

And  in  that  sleep  Roger  died. 


XXXIV 

A    DEATH    IN    THE    FAMILY 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  this  event,  so  unlocked  for,  coming  with 
such  a  shock  upon  them  all  (though  the  two  brothers-in-law,  the 
hvisbands  of  Geraldine  and  Amy,  declared  that  they  had  never  for 
a  moment  looked  for  any  other  termination),  produced  a  great 
effect  upon  the  family.  A  death  in  a  family  always  does  so. 
There  was  a  jar  and  startling  stop  of  all  the  machinery  of  life. 
The  two  gay  young  houses  in  London,  and  the  great  house  at 
Melcombe,  were  shut  up.  Geraldine  and  Amy,  retired  from  all 
their  pleasures,  and  with  a  good  deal  of  sorrow  for  themselves, 
thus  withdrawn  from  existence,  as  it  were,  so  early  in  the  season, 
crossed  by  a  real  transitory  pang,  more  perhaps  for  the  horror  of 
the  catastrophe  than  for  the  brother  lost,  made  an  occujjation  and 
distraction  for  themselves  in  the  ordering  of  their  mourning,  which 
gave  them  a  great  deal  to  do,  and  a  little  much-desired  novelty. 
They  had  never  been  in  mom-ning  before ;  it  was  a  new  sensation ; 
they  did  not  know  whether  it  would  be  becoming  or  the  reverse. 
Roger  had  not  been  much  to  them  at  any  time,  and  if  they  cried  a 
little  now  and  then,  when  they  remembered,  and  felt  a  sharp  little 
sting  of  that  almost  remorseful  pain  with  which  simple  minds 
contemplate  the  swee^Ding  av/ay  of  another  life,  while  they  still 
continue  to  enjoy  the  sunshine,  it  was  all  that  could  have  been 
expected  from  these  two  untrained  and  uncherislied  girls.  It  is  to 
be  doubted  even  whether  Roger  would  have  felt  so  much  for  them. 
Women  are  more  capable  of  having  the  feelings  they  ought  to 
have,  and  responding  to  the  exigencies  of  their  position,  than  men. 
At  Melcombe  the  household  lived,  for  the  days  which  elapsed 
between  the  death  and  burial,  in  a  jDause  of  suspended  excitement, 
with  a  great  deal  to  talk  about  and  think  about,  and  a  solemnity 
which  was  not  unpleasant.  Sonic  of  the  old  servants  were  truly 
grieved  for  Mr.  Roger,  but  the  subdued  bustle  in  the  funereal 
house,  the  continual  succession  of  events,  the  comparison  of  facts 
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and  reports,  the  making  out  so  far  as  they  could  of  an  extremely 
exciting  story,  and  even  the  new  moiurning  into  which  they  were 
all  put,  men  and  women,  with  a  fulness  of  provision  which  they 
felt  showed  the  most  real  respect  for  the  dead,  occupied  their  minds 
and  aroused  their  interest, — quickened,  in  short,  their  entire  mental 
being.  They  all  knew — though  how,  nobody  could  have  told — 
that  Stephen  was  somehow  connected  with  his  brother's  death ; 
they  all  speculated  as  to  what  Lily  Ford  had  to  do  with  it.  Was 
it  jealousy  1  "What  was  it  1  It  was  known  by  this  time  that  Lily 
Ford  was  no  longer  in  her  father's  house.  Indeed,  Mrs.  Ford 
proclaimed  the  fact  to  everybody,  saying  that  her  daughter  was 
staying  with  some  of  her  grand  friends,  and  that  she  was  glad  of  it, 
for  Lily  was  very  tender-hearted,  and  would  have  felt  Mr.  Eoger's 
death  dreadful.  The  Fords,  indeed,  entirely  confounded  the 
ingenuity  of  the  servants'  hall.  Larkins,  who  was  aware  of  that 
distracted  visit  to  Edmund,  had  put  on  his  most  sympathetic  face 
the  next  time  he  had  met  the  gamekeeper's  wife.  '  I  hope,  ma'am, 
that  you've  better  news,'  he  had  said  in  a  most  mournful  and  con- 
fidential tone.  '  Oh,  thank  you,  sir,  I've  had  the  best  of  news,  and 
am  just  as  happy  as  can  be,'  she  had  responded  cheerfully,  taking 
him  much  by  sm'prise.  There  was  a  mystery,  but  no  one  had  even 
a  guess  what  the  mystery  was. 

The  family,  as  was  natural,  assembled  at  Melcombe  for  the  funeral, 
filling  the  house  with  guests  and  a  kind  of  gloomy  entertainment 
for  three  or  foiir  days.  Poor  Eoger  was  laid,  with  '  every  respect,' 
with  all  honom',  in  the  family  vault,  a  black-robed  group  of  mourners, 
with  respectfully  bowed  heads,  standing  round  the  coffin,  which  was 
concealed  from  sight,  it  need  not  be  said,  by  wreaths  of  the  most 
beautifid  flowers,  sent,  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  time,  from 
far  and  near.  Father,  brothers,  brothers-in-law,  cousins,  old 
neighbours  of  all  degrees,  followed  the  melancholy  train.  More 
respect  could  not  have  been  shown  to  a  prince ;  and  some  went 
away  saddened  by  thoughts  of  the  promising  life  cut  short,  and 
some  with  relief  to  think  that  at  last  all  was  over,  which  was 
scarcely  a  less  human  sentiment.  In  Melcombe  perhaps  the  feeling 
of  relief  predominated.  To  be  able  to  have  the  blinds  drawn  up, 
to  look  at  the  papers,  to  enter  without  self-reproach  into  ordinary 
subjects,  after  such  a  long  and  distressing  break  in  all  usual  habits, 
was  a  welcome  change.  Poor  Roger !  it  could  not  do  him  any 
good,  poor  fellow,  that  anybody  should  be  ill  at  ease.  All  the 
crying  in  the  world  would  not  bring  him  back.  Everything  had 
been  done  that  could  be  done, — more,  far  more  than  people  in 
general  were  able  to  do ;  and  now  that  it  was  all  over,  it  was 
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a  relief  to  return  to  ordinary  themes  and  ordinary  habits  once 
more. 

The  Squire  was  a  man  who  did  not  feel  very  much  except  when 
he  was  put  out  and  his  habits  were  interfered  with ;  but  yet,  as 
much  as  was  possible  he  had  felt  this.  A  man  does  not  lose  his 
eldest  son  by  a  sudden  and  almost  violent  death  without  feeling  it ; 
especially  when  he  has  just  made  a  family  revolution  in  consequence 
of  that  son's  proceedings,  and  altered  the  succession  in  a  way  that 
becomes  ridiculous  the  moment  the  culimt  disappears.  He  had  put 
Roger  out  of  his  natural  place,  and  he  had  put  Stephen  in  it.  And 
now  that  he  had  time  to  think,  the  arrangement  struck  liim  not 
only  as  very  ridiculous,  a  thing  that  naturally  everybody  woidd 
think  they  had  a  right  to  demand  explanations  of,  but  also  as 
unjust  and  unjustifiable.  The  wrong  to  Edmund  had  not  troubled 
him,  so  long  as  Edmund's  refusal  to  carry  out  his  wishes  had  stood 
between  them.  But  now  that  these  wishes  had  dropped,  now  that 
fate  had  ended  all  Roger's  chances,  there  was  no  doubt  that  to  cut 
off  Edmund  for  no  reason  at  all  was  an  injustice.  He  was  now 
the  eldest  son, — there  was  no  doubt  on  that  point, — the  natural 
heir,  the  head  of  the  family  after  his  father;  whereas  Stephen 
must  bear  the  mark  of  cadency,  however  completely  endowed  he 
might  be  with  the  family  honours.  This  troubled  the  Squire  greatly, 
and  prolonged  the  existence  of  the  cloud  which  had  arisen  with 
Roger's  death.  That  event  put  everything  out.  It  stultified  him ;  it 
made  him  do  what  he  had  never  intended  to  do.  There  was  nothing, 
indeed,  nothing  in  the  world  against  Edmund.  He  had  given  his 
father  no  offence.  He  would,  all  things  considered,  probably  make 
a  better  Squire  of  Melcombe  than  a  man  who  had  got  a  great  deal 
too  much  of  the  mess-room  in  him.  The  Squire  was  certainly 
uncomfortable,  and  yet  he  did  not  like  to  make  again  an  exhibition 
of  himself  by  another  change.  Pouncefort  would  say,  '  I  told  you 
that  you  would  regret  it;'  he  would  say  with  his  eyebrows,  if  not 
in  words,  that  the  Mitfords  were  hot-headed  fools.  He  would 
perhaps  talk  of  the  risk,  of  which  he  had  warned  the  Squire,  of 
dying  before  dinner.  Mr.  Mitford  was  afraid  of  Stephen,  too,  wlio 
would  not  willingly  part  with  the  inheritance  which  he  had  accepted 
so  readily.  It  requires  a  strong  inducement  to  make  a  man  expose 
himself  to  all  these  disagreeables,  and  in  face  of  this  paraphernalia 
of  death  and  burial  the  Squu-e  felt  with  a  recoil  the  force  of  his 
own  life  and  strength.  Why  should  he  hurry  himself,  expose  him- 
self to  the  remonstrances  of  Stephen  and  the  jeers  of  Pouncefort  1 
But  he  was  very  uncomfortable,  and  troubled  with  an  angry  sense 
that  his  eldest  son,  whom  he  had  so  remorselessly  cut  out,  had 
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repaid  him  very  suinmarily,  almost  shabbily,  for  this  ill  turn,  and 
that  Roger  might  have  helped  it  if  he  would. 

Stephen  too  was  very  uncomfortable,  so  uncomfortable  that  in 
one  respect  it  did  him  good.  It  put  Lily,  and  the  rage  and  the 
humiliation  which  her  escape  from  his  hands  had  caused  him,  out 
of  his  mind.  He  forgot  that  he  had  been  made  a  fool  of,  cheated, 
deceived,  plante  la,  which  was  how  he  represented  it  to  himself 
There  are  different  standards  of  pride  and  honour.  Stephen  had 
felt  himself  wronged,  insulted,  put  to  shame,  by  Lily.  He  would 
have  thrown  up  his  commission,  abandoned  all  his  occupations  and 
pleasures,  left  England,  disappeared  he  did  not  care  where,  had  the 
story  ever  reached  the  ears  of  his  set.  It  would  have  covered  him 
with  ridicule  and  shame ;  it  made  him  ridiculous  to  himself,  even, 
while  he  brooded  furiously  over  it  during  the  first  day.  He  had 
spent  half  the  night  in  the  streets,  like  Lily,  but  not  in  the  same 
streets,  as  it  happened,  and  had  not  given  up  the  search  for  twenty- 
four  hours  after  ;  not,  indeed,  until  the  morning  on  which  Edmund 
found  him,  coming  back,  suspicious  and  on  the  watch  for  any  look 
or  hint  that  might  show  a  consciousness  of  his  secret.  It  was 
this  rage  of  shame  and  terror  of  ridicide  which  had  made  him 
repulse  his  brothers,  one  after  the  other,  in  the  latter  case  with 
such  fatal  effiects.  But  the  catastrophe  delivered  Stephen :  he 
thought  of  Lily  no  more ;  he  forgot  that  disgusting  episode,  as  he 
called  it  in  his  thoughts ;  the  shock  of  this  new  and  dreadful 
event  drove  her  and  the  fury  with  which  he  had  been  regarding 
her  out  of  his  mind  altogether.  He  was  not  very  sensitive  nor 
tender-hearted,  but  the  sight  of  Roger's  fall  woidd  not  go  out  of 
his  eyes  or  his  mind.  When  he  was  by  himself  it  came  back  to 
him, — the  sudden  disappearance,  the  sound,  so  heavy,  so  horrible, 
so  unlike  any  other  sound.  He  could  uot  forget  it.  Presently 
something  of  the  same  feeling  with  which  he  had  regarded  Lily 
when  she  escaped  came  into  his  thoughts  of  Roger,  a  sense  of 
anger,  as  if  he  had  been  taken  at  a  disadvantage,  put  into  a 
position  in  which  he  could  not  but  show  badly,  although  he  was 
not  really  to  blame.  Certainly  he  was  not  to  blame.  He  had 
done  nothing  that  the  gentlest-tempered  man  might  not  have  done. 
He  did  not  strike  nor  knock  down  his  assailant,  as  a  hot-headed 
fellow  would  have  done.  He  only  pushed  him  back  a  bit ;  any- 
body w^oidd  have  done  that.  He  meant  no  harm.  How  could 
he  tell  that  Roger  was  weak,  or  unsteady,  or  excited  ?  He  had 
done  nothing  wrong,  but  somehow  he  was  put  in  the  wrong,  and 
he  knew  people  w^oidd  look  at  him  askance.  Edmund  did,  for  one. 
They  had  walked  together  after  the  coffin,  but  Edmund  had  not 
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said  a  word  to  him,  had  greeted  him  only  with  a  hurried  nod,  had 
turned  his  eyes  away,  as  if  he  could  not  bear  the  siglit  of  him, 
which  was  unjust, — by  Jove !  abominably  unjust.  For  he  had 
done  nothing — nothing  that  any  man  would  not  have  done  in  the 
circumstances.  He  was  not  to  blame.  He  had  not  meant  to 
hurt  Roger.  Why  should  he  ?  Roger  was  not  in  his  way.  Still, 
it  is  a  disagreeable  thing  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the  killing 
of  your  brother ;  no  one  likes  to  be  mixed  up  in  such  a  catastrophe, 
— and  again  Stephen  would  seem  to  see  the  face  of  Roger  disap- 
pear from  before  him,  and  the  mass  all  huddled  up  at  the  bottom 
of  the  stairs. 

And  this  funeral  party  was  very  disagreeable  to  him.  To  act 
company  with  Statham  and  Markham,  whose  spirits  were  only 
temporarily  subdued,  and  who  seemed  to  think  they  should  be 
taken  over  the  stables  (a  duty  which  Edmund,  retiring  to  his  own 
rooms  as  soon  as  the  funeral  was  over,  would  take  no  part  in), 
and  to  show  the  civility  of  a  son  of  the  house,  almost  of  a  host, 
to  the  departing  guests,  who,  he  felt  sure,  must  be  commenting 
upon  everything  that  had  happened, — all  that  was  wearisome. 
A  man  who  has  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  shoot  his  father  or  his 
brother,  as  they  push  through  the  covert  together,  is  pitied, 
though  probably  it  is  all  due  to  his  carelessness ;  but  a  man  who 
pushes  his  brother  downstairs,  his  brother  whose  rightful  place  he 
has  just  usurped  1  Stephen  felt  that  circumstances  were  very 
hard  upon  him ;  for  it  was  no  fault  of  his, — he  was  not  to  blame. 

He  would  have  liked  above  all  things  to  leave  Melcombe  with 
the  Stathams  and  the  Markhams,  next  day  ;  they  were  unfeignedly 
glad  to  go,  and  so  was  Nina,  who  had  persuaded  Geraldiue  to 
take  her  '  for  a  change.'  '  Everybody  goes  for  a  change,  when 
there  has  been  a  death,'  Nina  said,  and  the  sisters  acknowledged 
the  justice  of  the  statement.  They  all  went  away  with  serious 
looks,  giving  little  pinches  and  pats  to  each  other's  crape,  which, 
being  so  stitf  and  new,  would  not  '  sit,'  but  by  the  time  they  got 
to  the  station  they  had  all  cheered  up  wonderfully,  and  began  to 
talk  about  what  they  had  better  do.  The  season  was  lost  to 
them,  but  still  the  world  was  not  without  delights.  '  It  would 
be  just  the  time  to  go  for  a  little  run  abroad,'  Geraldine  had  said, 
laying  to  heart  that  suggestion  of  Nina's  about  a  change  after  a 
death.  Lady  Statham  had  so  for  recovered  her  spirits  as  to 
suggest  this,  as  they  reached  Moltoii  Junction,  whither  they  had 
driven  to  catch  the  express  train. 

Stephen  turned  back,  with  a  sigh  of  angry  pain.  He  could  not 
go  away,  uor  go  abroad,  nor  even  return  to  his  regiment.     HLs 
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father  had  angrily  iusisted  that  he  should  remain.  '  If  you're 
going  to  be  the  head  of  this  house,  you'd  better  give  ujj  the 
regiment,'  he  said.  If,  again  ! — that  if  did  Stephen  a  little  good. 
It  showed  him  that  he  might  have  to  fight  for  his  rights,  which 
was  exhilarating,  and  gave  him  something  to  think  of  If  I  It 
was  the  governor's  own  doing  to  put  him  in  that  place,  but  he 
was  not  going  to  give  it  up, — it  would  be  the  greatest  folly  to  give 
it  up.  He  was  not  one  of  those  who  could  chop  and  change  with 
every  wind,  he  said  to  himself;  and  if  the  governor  meant  to  go 
back  from  his  word  he  should  not  find  it  so  easy  as  he  had  done 
with  Roger.  When  a  thing  was  settled,  it  was  settled.  The 
chance  of  a  fight  again  did  Stephen  good.  It  kept  him  up  after 
all  the  others  had  gone  away.  To  be  left  alone  in  the  house  with 
his  father  and  Edmund  was  not  a  cheerful  prospect ;  but  if  there 
were  going  to  be  a  fight ! 

He  had  need  of  this  little  spark  of  pugnacity  to  sustain  him, 
for  it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine  anything  more  miserable  than 
the  dinner-table  at  Melcombe,  on  the  first  evening  after  the 
Stathams  and  Markhams  had  gone.  Roger's  empty  chair  stood  at 
the  foot  of  the  table,  but  no  one  took  it  \  neither  Edmund,  who 
had  the  natural  right  as  the  eldest  surviving  son,  nor  Stephen, 
who  had  the  acquired  right  as  the  heir.  They  took  their  places 
on  either  side  of  their  father  with  a  sense  of  desolation.  Presently 
Edmund  started  up,  and  pushing  against  the  astonished  Larkins, 
put  away  the  chair  against  the  wall.  No  one  said  a  word ;  the 
father  and  Stephen  looked  on,  with  a  feeling  that  something  of 
reproach  to  them  was  in  this  rapid  movement,  but  they  were  too 
much  cowed  to  protest  or  remonstrate.  Larkins,  following  Edmund, 
cleared  away  very  solemnly  the  knives  and  forks  and  glasses  from 
the  table,  which  had  been  laid  as  usual  for  that  fourth  who  would 
never  take  his  place  there  again.  Larkins  felt  the  reproach  also, 
though  in  a  different  way ;  but  he  had  the  support  of  feeling  that 
he  had  done  it  for  the  best,  not  knowing  which  Mr.  Edmund  would 
prefer  :  to  assume  the  place  which  was  now  his  ;  or,  for  convenience, 
as  there  was  so  small  a  party,  to  keep  his  former  position  at  the 
side.  The  butler  put  all  the  silver  and  crystal  upon  the  tray 
which  John  Thomas  held  behind  him,  very  slowly,  and  with  great 
solemnity  and  just  but  suppressed  indignation ;  and  they  all  looked 
on  in  silence,  not  saying  a  word.  And  so  the  last  traces  of  Roger's 
presence  were  swept  away. 

They  were  all  glad  when  the  meal  was  over,  and  they  were  at 
liberty  to  separate.  Even  Nina's  presence  would  hav^e  been  a 
little  relief     The  three,  each  other's  nearest  relations  in  the  world, 
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felt  among  them  a  sourd  antagonism.  To  Stephen  and  his  fotlier 
Edmund's  silence  was  as  a  disapproval  of  both ;  Mr.  Mitford  was 
angry  with  his  youngest  son  for  having  gained  a  promotion  to 
which  he  had  no  right,  and  StejAen  was  all  in  arms  against  any 
possible  repentance  of  his  father.  How  glad  they  were  to  rise,  a 
few  moments  after  Larkins,  who  was  a  sort  of  protection  to  them, 
left  the  room !  Each  was  afraid  of  what  the  other  might  say. 
Another  night  of  repose,  of  postponement,  before  any  explanation 
coidd  be  made,  was  the  greatest  gain  which  was  possible.  Mr. 
Mitford  and  Edmund  retired  quickly,  taking  difierent  directions, 
the  moment  they  rose  from  the  table,  to  their  own  apartments. 
Stephen  strolled  out  into  the  park  with  his  cigar.  He  had  no 
den  within  doors,  no  occupation  to  which  he  could  withdraw.  He 
did  not  read ;  he  could  not  play  billiards  or  anything  else  without 
a  companion ;  and  the  billiard -room,  to  which  he  would  have 
gone  on  an  ordinary  occasion,  was  full  of  the  memory  of  Eoger,  so 
that  Stephen  felt  with  a  shudder  that  he  might  see  his  dead 
brother,  or  imagine  he  saw  him  (for  he  was  well  aware  that  ghosts 
were  but  ojDtical  illusions),  in  the  present  disturbed  state  of  his 
nerves,  if  he  went  there.  But  he  had  forgotten,  when  he  stepped 
outside  into  the  soft  air  of  the  summer  night,  that  here  were  other 
associations  not  much  more  salutary  for  his  nerves  than  a  fancied 
apparition.  How  often  had  he  gone  forth,  complacent,  expanding 
his  broad  chest,  pulling  down  his  cuffs,  with  all  the  pleasure  of  a 
conqueror,  to  meet  the  little  beauty,  the  admiring  girl,  who  was 
ready  to  burn  incense  to  him  as  much  as  he  would,  ready  to  drop 
into  his  arms  as  soon  as  he  should  hold  up  a  finger !  (Stejihen 
took  no  pains  to  keep  his  metaphors  clear.)  But  now  the  very 
thought  of  Lily  filled  him  with  rage.  He  could  not  put  her  out 
of  his  mind,  now  that  he  had  come  back.  He  seemed  to  see  her 
advancing  towards  him  under  the  trees,  hurrying  to  meet  him. 
By  George !  she  wished  she  coidd  now,  he  did  not  doubt.  She 
would  give  her  ears  that  she  had  not  been  such  a  fool.  She  ran 
to  be  chased,  to  be  sure  ;  the  last  thing  in  her  mind  was  to  be 
lost,  to  be  allowed  to  get  away.  He  caught  eagerly  at  this  idea, 
which  occurred  to  him  for  the  first  time.  Women  always  run 
away  that  men  may  run  after  them,  but  she  had  succeeded  better 
than  she  wanted,  this  time.  By  Jove  !  if  she  had  ever  supposed 
he  would  not  have  caught  her  up,  she  would  not  have  been  in  sucli 
a  hm-ry  to  run  away :  and  then  he  began  to  compliment  himself 
on  his  skill  in  missing  Lily.  What  a  life  she  would  be  leading 
him  now,  if  he  had  found  her,  if  he  had  seized  her  round  some 
corner  and  brought  her  back,  as  no  doubt  she  intended  ! 
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This  was  the  way  in  which  Stephen  tried  to  subdue  the  furious 
recollections  of  that  failure,  when  he  brought  the  whole  business 
back  to  his  mind  by  strolling  out  into  the  park ;  but  the  attempt 
was  not  very  successful.  He  did  not  finish  his  cigar,  but  whirled 
it  away  into  the  twilight,  as  if  it  were  a  missile  thrown  at  Lily, 
and  went  in  again,  discontented,  sulky,  miserable,  to  fall  into  hia 
father's  hands. 
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Me.  Mitford,  also,  was  sulky,  miserable,  and  discontented. 
Perhaps  in  him  it  was  grief  taking  another  aspect,  different  from 
that  of  common  grief.  He  was  out  of  heart  with  himself  and 
everything  round.  Roger  was  in  his  grave, — all  his  own  fault, 
his  obstinacy  and  foUy,  setting  himself  against  his  father  and 
everything  that  was  sensible  !  But,  however  it  came  about, — and 
it  was  a  faint  satisfaction  to  think  that  it  was  Roger's  own  fault, 
— the  boy  was  in  his  grave.  There  was  nothing  more  to  discuss 
about  him  or  to  find  fault  with, — he  was  in  his  grave.  The 
Squire  had  a  dull  sort  of  consciousness  in  his  mind  that  Roger 
might  meet  his  mother  thereabouts,  and  that  it  would  be  a  little 
triumph  to  her  to  find  out  that  he  had  not  succeeded  with  the  boy, 
— for  he  had  never  agreed  with  his  wife  about  education,  and 
never  would  let  her  have  her  own  way.  She  would  say,  '  This 
would  not  have  happened  if  he  had  taken  my  advice.'  Mr. 
Mitford  had  not  thought  of  his  wife  for  a  long  time,  and  he 
wondered  how  it  was  that  this  recollection  should  seize  him  now. 
It  was  not  cheerful  in  the  library,  where  he  suddenly  remembered 
that  all  the  boys  had  been  in  the  habit  of  meeting,  the  drawing- 
room  being  so  little  used  after  their  mother's  death.  All  the  boys  ! 
— and  now  one  of  them  was  in  his  grave  ;  and  another  keeping 
apart,  tacitly  blaming  his  father  (though  how  any  man  in  his 
senses  could  think  him  to  blame  !) ;  and  the  third,  whom  he  had 
himself  set  above  the  others,  made  the  master !  Stephen  had 
never  been  very  kind,  always  a  selfish  fellow,  taking  his  own  way. 
Well,  well !  The  Squire  said  to  himself,  with  a  sigh,  that  this  was 
how  children  treated  one,  after  all  the  trouble  they  were  to  bring 
up :  went  against  you ;  contradicted  you  ;  died  if  they  could  not 
have  their  own  way  otherwise,  and  thought  that  was  the  thing 
that  would  annoy  you  most ;  or  sulked,  making  you  believe 
that   you   were   to   blame.      He  found   the  silence  of  his  room 
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intolerable,  that  lingering,  slow  evening,  the  house  was  so  quiet. 
He  could  remember  when  it  had  made  him  very  angry  to  hear 
steps  and  voices  about,  and  he  had  said  that  the  servants  were 
altogether  forgetting  themselves,  and  that  Larkins  and  Mrs. 
Simmons  must  have  lost  their  heads ;  but  he  would  have  been 
glad  to  hear  something  moving  to-night. 

By  and  by  he  saw  a  red  sjieck  in  the  distance,  in  the  evening 
gray,  coming  towards  the  house,  and  made  out  that  it  was  Stephen 
chiefly  by  that  hasty  motion  of  flinging  his  cigar  from  him,  which 
Stephen,  on  his  side,  had  been  driven  to  do  by  the  hurry  and 
stinging  of  his  thoughts.  Mr.  Mitford  was  glad  to  see  some  one 
to  whom  he  could  talk,  some  one  who  had  no  right  to  be  sulky ; 
who,  if  there  were  any  blame,  was  worse  than  he  was,  far  more 
deeply  involved,  and  to  whom  he  could  furnish  matter  for  thought 
such  as  perhaps  Stephen  would  not  like. 

Short  of  getting  rid  of  our  own  discomfort,  there  are  few  things 
so  soothing  as  making  other  people  uncomfortable,  and  the  Squire 
felt  that  to  plant  Stephen's  pillow  with  thorns  would  restore  a 
certain  zest  to  life.  He  opened  his  door  accordingly,  as  his  son 
came  in,  and  said,  '  If  you've  nothing  better  to  do,  you  may  as 
well  come  in  here  for  half  an  hour.     I  want  to  talk  to  you.' 

'  I  have  nothing  whatever  to  do,'  returned  Stephen  resentfully, 
'except  to  write  some  letters,'  he  added  as  an  afterthought, 
perceiving  the  snare  into  which  he  had  fallen. 

'  You  can  write  your  letters  any  time ;  but  me  you  mayn't  have 

— you  mayn't  have — so  very  long '     Mr.  Mitford  had  not  at  all 

intended  to  say  anything  of  this  lugubrious  description,  but  it  came 
to  his  lips  unawares. 

'  Why,  you  are  as  hale  and  hearty  as  any  man  could  wish  to  be  !  * 
said  Stephen,  surprised. 

'Perhaps  so, — perhaps  not,'  remarked  the  Squire  oracularly. 
'  Don't  vapour  about,  but  sit  down,  for  Heaven's  sake !  Don't 
stand  and  swing  about.     It's  a  thing  I  cannot  bear,  as  I  always 

told '     He  would  have  said  '  Roger,'  with  one  of  those  curious 

returns  upon  a  dead  name  which  so  constantly  occurs  when  the 
void  is  fresh ;  and  though  his  feelings  were  not  deep,  he  was 
touched  by  it  in  spite  of  himself.  '  I'll  never  say  that  or  anything 
else  to  him  again,  poor  fellow  !  Sit  down.  I  have  a  great  many 
things  to  say.'  But  though  Stephen  sat  down  with  more  than 
usual  docility,  perhaps  moved  in  a  similar  way,  it  was  some  time 
before  his  father  spoke.  When  he  did,  it  was  in  the  tone  of  a  man 
who  has  been  awaiting  a  tardy  response.  '  Well !  you  know  what 
I  said  about  sending  in  your  papers  1 ' 
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'  There  can't  be  any  such  dreadful  hurry  about  it,  I  suppose  1 ' 

'  There  is  a  hurry.  You've  stepped  into  the  place,  and  you 
must  fill  it.  I  am  not  going  to  have  a  fellow  here  who  is  at  home 
only  when  he  pleases,  or  never  at  home  at  all.  There's  no 
objection  to  that  on  the  part  of  a  younger  son,  who  is  of  no 
particular  account.  But  when  you  come  to  be  the  eldest,  or  at 
least  to  stand  in  the  place  of  the  eldest ' 

'  There's  many  an  eldest  son  who  is  as  much  away  from  home  as 
I  am.  When  the  man  of  the  house  is  as  well  and  lively  as  you 
are ■' 

'  Lively, — with  my  poor  boy  in  his  grave  ! '  said  the  Squire  ; 
and  then  he  abandoned  this  subject  curtly.  '  There's  a  great  deal 
more  for  you  to  do,'  he  added.  '  I'll  take  nothing  off  your  hands. 
You'll  have  to  give  your  attention  to  Pouncefort  and  the  rest. 
I've  come  to  a  time  of  life  when  I  don't  choose  to  be  troubled.  I 
say  when  I  don't  choose, — I  don't  mean  that  I'm  not  able  enough 
to  do  whatever's  wanted ;  but  I  don't  choose  to  bind  myself. 
You'll  have  to  stay  at  home  and  look  after  things.' 

'  You  know  very  well  that  you  wouldn't  let  me  look  after  things, 
if  I  were  to  try.' 

'  I  know  nothing  of  the  sort,'  returned  Mr.  Mitford  angrily. 
'And  more  than  that,  you  must  marry  and  settle.  It's  not  decent 
to  go  on  as  we've  been  doing,  without  a  woman  in  the  house.' 

'Marry!'  said  Stephen,  with  a  low  whistle  of  ridicule  and 
surprise. 

'  Yes,  marry.  You  may  laugh, — that's  part  of  your  libertine 
mess-room  ways ;  but  in  my  day,  as  soon  as  a  young  man  knew 
how  he  was  going  to  live  he  married, — it  was  the  first  thing  that 
was  thought  of  If  you  are  to  have  Melcombe,  you  must  arrange 
your  life  accordingly.' 

'  If  I  laughed, — and  I  did  not  laugli, — it  was  to  think  of  such 
a  piece  of  advice  from  you,  when  we're  all  in  the  deepest  of 
mourning.' 

'  Well !  getting  married  isn't  fun,  is  it  1 '  said  the  Squire.  '  It's 
not  a  frolic ;  and  besides,  it's  not  a  thing  that  can  be  done  in  a 
moment.  You  can't  be  introduced  to  a  girl  now,  and  propose  to 
her  in  a  week,  and  marry  her, — in  your  mourning,  as  you  say. 
Mourning  doesn't  last  long  nowadays.  If  you  wear  a  hat-band  for 
six  months,  I  suppose  it's  about  as  much  as  you'll  do.  Dead  people 
are  soon  shovelled  out  of  the  way.'  Mr.  Mitford  was  not  thinking 
now  of  Roger,  but  the  summary  way  in  wliich  he  himself  would  be 
disposed  of,  supposing  such  an  unlikely  thing  to  happen  as  tliat  he 
should  die.     The  thought  recurred  to  him  against  his  will. 
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'  You  talk,'  remarked  Stephen,  taking  his  cigar-case  from  his 
pocket,  choosing  a  cigar,  looking  at  it  all  round,  and  then  returning 
the  case  to  his  pocket,  in  order  to  show  by  this  expressive  panto- 
mime how  hard  a  thing  it  was  to  sit  and  talk  or  be  talked  to 
without  the  help  of  smoke, — -'you  speak,'  he  said,  poising  the 
cigar  in  his  fingers,  '  as  if  you  had  settled  it  all ;  not  only  the 
marrying,  but  whom  I'm  to  marry.  Oh,  I'm  not  going  to  smoke. 
It's  absurd  in  a  man's  room,  but  I  know  there's  no  smoking  allowed 
here.' 

'  In  my  day  a  man  could  listen  to  what  his  father  had  to  say 
to  him  with  a  little  respect,  without  tobacco ;  or  else  he  ran  the 
risk  of  being  turned  out  of  the  house.' 

'  Ah  !  there's  been  about  enough  of  that,  you  must  think,' 
Stephen  said,  with  cool  impatience.  He  began  to  examine  his 
nails  as  he  spoke,  and  took  out  a  penknife  to  scrape  off  a  sharp 
corner,  with  the  air  of  finding  this  much  more  interesting  than 
anything  his  father  could  have  to  say.  And  his  words  rendered 
Mr.  Mitford  speechless,  partly  with  rage,  which  was  an  effect 
Stephen  frequently  produced  upon  him,  and  also  because  what  he 
said  was  true.  Tiurning  out-of-doors  was  not  an  experiment  to  try 
again.  The  Squire  had  not  found  it  a  successful  method.  He 
could  make  no  reply,  though  the  taunt  was  hard  to  bear. 
There  was  a  moment  of  silence,  which  Stephen  was  the  first  to 
break.  '  Well,  sir,'  he  said,  after  he  had  finished  the  little  opera- 
tion on  his  nail,  holding  it  up  to  the  lamp  to  see  that  it  was  even, 
'  and  who  may  the  damsel  be  ? ' 

The  Squire  sat  up  in  his  chair,  red,  with  the  pulses  throbbing 
in  his  temjiles.  It  was  very  bad  for  him.  The  doctors  had  told 
him  so  a  dozen  times, — that  to  let  himself  get  angry  and  excited 
was  the  worst  thing  he  coiUd  do,  and  put  his  life  in  danger.  So 
easy  it  is  for  doctors  to  speak,  who  probably  have  no  sons,  or  only 
little  ones,  not  old  enough  to  drive  them  frantic  with  constant 
contradictions.  He  sat  still,  getting  the  better  of  himself;  and 
this  not  only  on  the  consideration  of  health,  but  because  he  knew 
that  his  anger  would  have  no  eff'ect  upon  Stephen. 

A  man  who  has  an  unrestrainable  temper  can  find  the  means 
to  restrain  his  temper  when  his  motive  is  strong  enough ;  and 
though  it  was  always  on  the  cards  that  the  indulgence  of  it  might 
bring  on  a  fit  of  apoplexy,  yet  Mr.  Mitford  could  hold  himself  in 
check  when  it  was  his  only  policy  to  do  so.  Besides,  there  was 
always  that  recollection  of  Roger  coming  in  to  stop  him.  Things 
might  have  succeeded  better  if  he  had  fallen  on  some  other  way 
with  Roger.     When  you  have  tried  les  grands  moyens  and  failed, 
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needs  must  that  you  should  return  to  influences  of  a  more  practi- 
cable kind.  But  it  was  not  for  a  considerable  time  that  Mr. 
Mitford  could  in-evail  upon  himself  to  reply. 

'  The  damsel ! '  he  said.  '  You'll  have  to  mend  yom-  manners, 
if  you're  to  do  anything  there.  Ladies  in  the  country  are  not  hail- 
fellow-well-met,  like  some,  I  fear,  of  your  fast  young  women  in 
London.' 

*  No  1 '  queried  Stephen,  '  I've  always  found  them  very  much 
alike.     If  it's  a  duchess  in  her  own  right ' 

'  The  lady  I  mean  is  a  great  deal  too  good  for  you,  my  fine 
feUow,  whatever  she  is.' 

'  I  was  going  to  say  that  in  that  case  there  was  no  difliculty  at 
all,  for  they  like  it  when  a  fellow  shows  that  he  forgets  what  sweUs 
they  are.' 

'  She's  no  duchess,'  said  the  father.  He  was  a  little  nervous 
about  the  annoimcement  he  was  going  to  make.  '  She's  a  very 
fine  woman,  as  handsome  a  creature  as  ever  I  saw,  and  she  has 
money  enough  to  buy  us  all  out  twice  over,  though  we'i'e  not  so 
badly  ofi"  at  Melcombe ;  and,  by  George  !  I've  set  my  heart  on  one 
of  you  having  her,  Steve  !  You're  a  man  of  the  world ;  you  know 
sentiment  isn't  everything, — though  I  give  you  my  word  she's  a 
fine  woman  apart  from  her  money,  and  would  be  a  credit  to  the 
house.' 

'  You're  very  warm,  governor,'  observed  Stephen  with  a  laugh. 
'  Why  don't  you  go  in  for  her — whoever  she  is — yourself  1 ' 

'  Pooh  ! '  said  the  Squire ;  but  the  suggestion  mollified  him. 
He  began  to  give  his  son  a  sketch  of  the  circumstances  ;  the  great 
fortune  all  in  her  own  hands ;  the  old  woman  dependent  upon  her, 
who  considered  herself  the  mistress  of  the  house  ;  all  the  Httle  im- 
broglio of  facts  which  a  husband  would  have  to  clear  up.  He  told 
the  story  as  if  he  were  talking  of  a  stranger,  and  it  was  not  till 
ho  had  gone  on  with  rising  enthusiasm  to  set  forth  the  advantages 
of  old  Travers's  London  property,  and  all  his  profitable  investments, 
that  Stephen  suddenly  interrupted  him  with  a  little  shout — 

'  Why,  you're  talking  of  Lizzy  Travers,  the  only  woman  I  ever 
loved ! ' 

'  None  of  your  slang,  sir.  I'm  talking,  it's  true,  of  Miss  Travers. 
What  do  you  know  of  Miss  Travers?  I  didn't  know  you  had 
ever  met.' 

'  Governor,'  said  Stephen,  '  all  this  has  been  too  much  for  you ; 
you  want  rest ;  you'll  be  forgetting  your  own  name,  next.  Why, 
I've  danced  with  her,  ridden  with  her,  flirted  with  her.  Don't 
you  recollect  the  last  Christmas  I  spent  at  home  ?     Ly  the  way, 
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though,'  said  Stephen,  pausing,  'that's  three  years  ago,  and  the 
fair  Lizzy  wasn't  a  baby  then.' 

'  She  is  five-and-twenty, — I  know  her  age,  and  an  admirable 
age  too :  old  enough  to  know  a  thing  or  two  ;  to  be  aware  what 
her  money's  worth,  for  instance,  and  to  like  to  see  something  solid 
in  exchange.  Now,  Melcombe  is  all  she  could  look  for  in  that 
way,  and  if  you  see  your  true  interests  and  can  show  her  what  we 
might  call  a  manly  devotion ' 

Stephen  laughed.  'Oh,  I'll  show  her  a  manly  devotion,'  he 
answered,  '  or  any  other  sort  she  likes.  I'll  be  a  troubadoiu"  or 
anything.  I'm  not  such  a  fool  as  not  to  see  the  use  of  a  match 
like  that.  I'll  ride  over  and  see  her  to-morrow,  if  you  like,  sir. 
I'll  tell  her  I've  come  for  sympathy,  and  that  will  make  a  very 
good  opening.  Women  are  fond  of  giving  consolation.  I'll  tell 
her ' 

'  Don't  go  quite  so  fast ! '  interrupted  the  Squire.  He  was 
greatly  relieved  to  find  that  Stephen  made  no  objection, — that  he 
received  the  idea  '  in  a  right  spirit,'  which  was  what  neither  Roger 
nor  Edmund  had  done ;  but  at  the  same  time  he  was  disgusted 
with  his  son's  readiness,  and  with  the  laugh  which  accompanied 
his  idea  of  going  to  seek  consolation,  Mr.  Mitford  felt  at  once 
that  it  was  a  very  good  idea,  and  that  to  kick  Stephen  for  having 
it  was  the  duty  of  every  man.  He  could  not  do  this  himself, 
having  found  out,  as  already  said,  that  les  grands  moyens  were 
not  always  successful,  but  he  felt  that  it  ought  to  be  done.  And 
yet  he  was  much  satisfied  with  the  easy  conversion  of  Stephen, 
and  he  saw  that  his  idea  was  a  good  one, — women  are  fond  of 
consoling.  It  might  be  that  Elizabeth  (for  the  Squire  believed 
women  to  be  wholly  unaccountable  creatures)  would  at  once  answer 
to  this  rule ;  but  not  to-morrow,  not  so  fast.  In  his  mingled 
satisfaction  and  indignation  he  could  not  say  any  more. 

'If  that's  all,'  said  Stephen  presently,  rising  and  yawning 
broadly  on  the  other  side  of  the  lamp,  '  I  think  I'll  go  off  to  bed. 
It  can't  be  said,  sir,  that  Melcombe  is  particularly  amusing  at 
this  time  of  the  year.' 

'  Few  houses  are  very  amusing,'  remarked  the  Squire  with 
dignity,  '  two  days  after  the  funeral  of  the  eldest  son.' 

'To  be  sure  there's  something  in  that.  Good -night,  then,' 
said  Stephen,  again  yawning,  '  if  that's  all  you've  got  to  say.' 

All  he  had  got  to  say !  It  meant  only  two  lives,  with  the 
background  of  another  life  sacrificed ;  the  one  scarcely  cold  in  his 
grave,  the  others  with  long  years  before  them  in  which  very 
possibly  to  be  miserable.     Mr,  Mitford  sat  and  thought  it  all  over 
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after  Stephen  was  gone.  He  thought  it  highly  desirable  that 
Elizabeth  should  listen  to  this  dashing  soldier,  this  tall,  well-sct-up, 
well-looking  Mitford,  the  handsomest  of  all  the  sons.  Why 
shouldn't  she  1  The  fellow  was  a  very  good-looking  fellow,  well 
born,  with  a  good  estate  behind  him  and  a  good  position.  There 
was  nothing  so  likely  as  that  she  would  be  charmed  with  him. 
But  whether  it  would  be  quite  a  good  thing  for  her,  whether  she 
would  live  hapjiy  ever  after,  was  a  thing  the  Squire  would  not 
have  taken  upon  him  to  prophesy.  Quite  probably  the  pair  would 
not  be  what  is  commonly  called  happy,  as  Stephen  did  not  even 
pretend  to  care  anything  for  her,  nor  to  contemplate  happiness  at 
all  in  the  matter :  and  yet  he  said,  if  that  were  all !  His  father 
listened  to  his  progress  upstairs  to  bed  with  various  sensations, 
— glad  of  his  acceptation  of  the  part  which  had  been  in  vain 
pressed  upon  Roger,  yet  with  an  angry  scorn  of  Stephen,  in  com- 
parison with  Roger,  which  words  could  not  express.  She  would 
have  him, — no  doubt  she  would  have  him ;  and  the  Mitfords  of 
Melcombe  would  increase  and  flom-ish.  And  yet  how  much  better 
for  poor  Lizzy  had  it  been  Roger  who  had  been  persuaded  to  go 
a-wooing — Roger  newly  laid  in  his  grave  ! 

Stephen  paused  on  his  way  upstairs  to  look  out  of  the  long 
staircase  window.  He  was  tickled  by  the  turn  which  affairs  had 
taken,  and  that  he  was  to  be  the  man  to  marry  Lizzy  Travers  and 
get  all  that  wealth.  It  would  be  a  prodigious  bore,  but  such  a 
lot  of  money  made  almost  anything  supportable.  He  stopped  to 
look  out  upon  the  long  stretch  of  the  park,  all  indistinct  and 
blurred  in  the  dim  summer  night.  There  lay  the  glade  where  he 
had  gone  to  meet  Lily, — damn  her !  the  little  jilt,  the  little  fool 
who  had  escaped  him,  who  had  run  away  to  make  him  follow, 
whom  he  had  lost  in  the  London  streets.  If  he  could  but  have 
found  her  and  killed  her,  he  felt  as  if  he  would  have  liked  to  do 
it.  He  would  never  have  killed  her ;  but  to  crush  her,  to  humble 
her,  to  cover  her  with  scorn  and  shame,  would  have  been  sweet. 
In  the  middle  of  his  laugh  about  Lizzy  Travers,  thus  offered  to 
him,  whom  apparently  he  had  only  to  put  forth  his  hand  and  take, 
came  in  this  image  of  the  other,  the  country  girl  who  had  out- 
witted him,  balked  him,  jilted  him, — curse  her !  the  little  cheat, 
the  little  designing,  mercenary  flirt.  He  clenched  his  hand  and 
set  his  teeth  when  he  thought  of  it,  still.  He  might  have  got 
over  his  fancy  for  her, — indeed,  he  had  got  over  that ;  but  the 
mortification,  that  was  not  so  easy  to  forget.  As  he  looked  out 
over  the  dim  trees  in  the  direction  of  Lily's  home,  Stephen  suddenly 
remembered  that  the  pleasure  of  revenge  was  now  easy  to  be  had. 
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If  he  could  not  reach  her,  he  could  reach  the  father;  he  could 
crush  the  family,  he  could  turn  tliem  adrift  upon  tlie  world. 
When  she  found  herself  without  a  crust,  without  a  rag,  then  she 
woidd  repent  bitterly  enough,  if  she  had  not  done  it  already. 
Revenge  is  sweet,  everybody  says, — at  least  the  anticipation  is 
sweet.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Stephen  would  not  in  any  case 
have  carried  out  all  that  he  intended,  but  it  gave  him  a  fierce 
satisfaction  to  think  he  coidd  bundle  Ford  out  of  the  lodge 
to-morrow,  take  his  bread  from  him  and  his  character,  and  ruin 
the  bad  lot  of  them  !  He  went  up  to  bed  solaced  by  these 
thoughts,  and  presently  laughed  again  when  he  thought  of  Lizzy 
Travers,  the  heiress,  with  all  her  money.  She  was  not  bad-looking, 
either ;  not  mind  taking  a  little  trouble.  But  first  he  would  have 
that  Lily — lily,  indeed  !  common  weed  that  she  was — cast  out 
upon  a  dunghill,  to  perish  there.  Let  us  hope  that  he  coidd  not 
have  been  in  any  circumstances  so  bad  as  his  thoughts. 


XXXVI 

AT    THE    RECTORY 

Edmund  had  little  heart  for  the  company  of  his  father  and  brother ; 
his  own  life  seemed  to  have  stopped  with  Roger's.  It  was  not 
only  natural  affection  and  sorrow,  but  a  sudden  dropping  of  all  the 
usual  companionship.  He  seemed  suddenly  to  have  been  left  quite 
alone.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Roger  and  he  had  been  thrown  more 
together  in  the  last  month  or  two  than  they  had  been  since  they 
were  boys ;  and  though  they  had  both  gone  their  own  way,  and 
were  not  what  might  be  called  of  similar  tastes,  Edmund  was 
himself  surprised  to  find  how  much  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
talking  to  Roger  about  the  things  that  interested  him.  Already, 
in  the  short  interval  since  his  death,  an  incredible  number  of  things 
had  accumulated  of  which  Edmund's  first  thought  had  been  to  tell 
them  to  Roger.  And  when  he  remembered  that  Roger  was  no 
longer  there,  and  that  there  was  nobody  in  the  wide  world  whom 
he  could  tell  them  to,  whom  he  would  have  cared  to  tell  them  to, 
a  sense  of  great  solitude  came  upon  him.  He  felt  himself  as  if 
in  a  desert.  He  seemed  no  longer  to  know  anybody,  to  be  able  to 
exchange  a  word  with  any  one.  He  was  as  lonely  as  if  he  had  been 
upon  a  desolate  island.  Even  little  Nina,  the  poor  little  badly 
brought-up  sister,  who  troubled  his  mind  with  her  gossip, — even  she 
was  gone.  With  his  father  and  Stephen  he  was  on  good  enough 
terms,  with  no  suspicion  of  hostility  among  them,  but  only  a  faint 
aversion  in  his  own  mind,  a  disinclination  to  have  anything  to  do 
with  them.  He  could  be  civil ;  he  could  be  no  more.  He  did  not 
accuse  them  of  anything, — even  Stephen.  He  did  not  in  his  heart 
allow  that  Stephen  had  killed  his  brother ;  but  he  felt  a  little 
revulsion,  a  sort  of  mental  sickening,  at  the  siglit  of  him.  He 
had  nothing  to  say  to  him ;  he  did  not  like  to  be  nearer  him  than 
he  could  help  :  that  was  the  form  his  feeling  took. 

He  felt  a  dreary  vacancy  around  him  ;  of  the  many  things  whicli 
had  once  interested  him,  nothing  seemed  to  remain.     He  cared  for 
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nothing,  he  had  nobody  to  whom  he  could  talk.  When  he  thought 
of  it,  he  felt  that  there  was  exaggeration  in  the  feeling,  and  that 
Roger  in  life  had  not  really  been  everything  to  him,  as  he  now 
seemed  to  have  been.  It  was  perhaps  only  the  form  his  sorrow 
took, — a  sentiment  which  was  its  own  reason,  and  for  which  no 
explanation  could  be  made.  He  scarcely  went  out  at  all  for  some 
days,  feeling  a  reluctance  to  look  at  the  face  of  the  world  and 
resume  intercourse  with  ordinary  men.  When  he  did  go  beyond 
the  limits  of  the  park,  his  feet  carried  him,  almost  without  any 
will  of  his,  to  the  Rectory.  And  yet  it  was  the  place  to  which  he 
would  have  gone  had  he  been  in  full  possession  of  his  will,  for 
there  was  no  one,  he  felt,  who  could  understand  him  like  Pax,  who 
knew  them  both  through  and  through.  To  her  he  could  talk.  He 
had  scarcely  even  remembered  her  existence,  in  that  first  didl 
vacancy ;  it  was  a  sign  of  the  beginning  of  restoration  when  it 
occurred  to  him  that  with  Pax  he  could  talk  over  everything, 
without  having  to  explain. 

Thus  it  was  almost  a  disappointment  when  he  found  the  drawing- 
room  at  the  Rectory  tenanted,  not  by  Pax,  but  by  Elizabeth 
Travers.  He  stopped  short,  in  the  very  act  of  coming  in,  when  he 
perceived  her.  But  after  that  first  pause  a  shock  of  something 
like  pleasure  went  through  him.  Unwittingly  to  himself,  she  did 
him  more  good  by  the  mere  sight  of  her  than  Pax  could  have  done. 
The  blood  seemed  to  come  back  to  his  heart  with  a  thrill,  and 
personal  feelings,  wishes,  consciousness,  seemed  to  awaken  suddenly, 
with  a  stinging  pain,  in  his  heart.  But  for  the  first  moment  he 
thought  he  was  disappointed,  and  that.  Pax  not  being  there,  his 
better  plan  was  to  go  away, 

Elizabeth  rose  up,  colouring  a  little.  She  coloured  still  more 
when  she  saw  his  instinctive  stop,  and  said  hurriedly,  'Mr. 
Mitford !  Oh,  I'll  go  and  find  Pax, — she  has  only  gone  upstairs 
for  something.     I  shall  find  her  in  a  moment ! ' 

He  put  out  his  hand  to  stop  her  movement.  '  Don't  go,'  he 
pleaded, '  don't  go.'  There  was  a  feeling  in  him  as  of  the  bursting 
out  of  wells  in  the  desert.  The  heavy  vacancy  quivered  into  life. 
Ah,  all  this  still  remained,  and  he  had  thought  that  life  was 
emptied  out  and  deprived  of  all  things  !  He  became  astonished  at 
himself 

'  I  know — you  must  want  Pax — and  not  a  stranger,'  EKzabeth 
said,  with  a  quiver,  too,  of  sympathetic  feeling. 

'  You  are  not  a  stranger,'  he  rei:)lied,  and  then  for  a  moment 
there  was  nothing  more.  He  sat  down  near  her,  and  wondered 
vaguely  whether  Roger  could  know  that  she  was  the  first  person  he 


XXXVI  AT  THE  RECTORY  263 

had  seen,  the  first  to  whom  he  woukl  talk,  after  what  they  had 
said  together  that  uight. 

It  was  she  who  broke  the  silence,  after  an  interval  which  seemed 
long  to  her,  but  not  to  him. 

'We  were  very  sorry,'  she  said,  faltering,  'very  sorry,'  and 
paused  again,  looking  at  him,  telling  him  more  clearly  than  in 
words  how  sorry  she  was,  how  changed  she  found  him,  and  how 
she  would  fain  have  had  something  to  say  to  comfort  him.  Then 
she  repeated,  as  if  nothing  else  woidd  come,  '  Very  sorry,  both  my 
aunt  and  I ' 

'  I  knew  you  would  be.  I  think  I've  been  dead,  too,  these  last 
days.' 

'  Oh  !  I  have  heard — you  have  had  everything  to  bear — and 
you  look  ill.     You  must  care  a  little  for  yourself  now.' 

'  That's  poor  comfort,'  he  returned,  '  to  care  for  one's  self,  when 
there's  nobody  else  to  care  for.' 

'  But  it  has  to  be  done,  Mr,  Mitford.  Oh,  Pax  will  know  wliat 
to  say  to  you  much  better  than  I  do  ! ' 

'Don't  go,' he  begged  again,  'don't  go,' putting  out  his  hand 
with  an  appeal  to  her,  as  she  half  rose.  Elizabeth  was  more 
embarrassed  than  became  her  character.  She  wanted  to  escape,  and 
neither  knew  how  to  do  so  nor  what  to  say. 

'  In  any  case,'  she  said,  '  though  I  am  so  little  qualified  to  say 
so,  we  must  not  throw  away  our  lives  because  we  are  unhappy. 
We  have  all  our  own  place  to  fill — perhaps  more — perhaps  better 
than ' 

Here  she  stopped,  reddening  with  some  emotion  which  she  could 
not  repress,  the  tears  coming  into  her  eyes. 

Edmund  apprehended  faintly  what  she  meant.  '  You  do  not 
know,'  he  said  hastily, — '  no  one  knows — all  that  he  was.  He  had 
not  time  to  show  what  was  in  him.' 

Miss  Travers  bowed  her  head,  but  there  was  a  stiff'ness  as  of 
unconscious  opposition  in  this  assent.  '  I  saw — very  little  of  him,' 
she  said,  faltering. 

'  We  talked  of  you  the  last  time  we  ever  talked  together.' 

A  sudden  blush  covered  Elizabeth's  face,  a  hot  colour  that  looked 
like  anger.  She  made  another  little  constrained  bow.  '  I  don't 
know  what  there  could  have  been  to  say  of  me.' 

He  did  not  make  any  reply,  for  his  mind  had  gone  back  to 
Roger's  rooms  in  town,— to  his  brother,  all  unconscious  of  what 
was  coming,  conscious  only  of  the  dawn  of  a  new  life  in  himself; 
full  of  anticipations  which  were  so  difi"ereut,  so  ditferent  from  what 
had  come.     It  was  not  till  all  this  had  passed  before  him  tliat  he 
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remembered  what  Roger  had  said  of  Elizabeth  and  these 
prognostications,  which  were  as  little  likely  to  come  to  pass  as 
those  which  he  had  imagined  of  his  own  career.  And  Edmund 
felt  his  tongue  tied ;  he  made  her  no  answer,  partly  because  he  could 
not,  seeing  what  it  was  that  had  been  said,  and  partly  that  he 
would  not  lift  the  veil  from  his  dead  brother's  plans  and  hopes. 

At  this  moment  Pax  hurried  in,  with  her  arms  held  out  to  him 
and  her  eyes  full  of  tears.  '  Oh,  Edmund  ! '  she  exclaimed,  grasping 
him,  giving  him  a  motherly  kiss.  '  Oh,  Edmund  ! '  Not  the  worst 
comforters  are  those  who  have  nothing  to  say  in  the  way  of 
consolation.  When  she  loosed  her  arms.  Pax  sat  down  and  cried, 
tears  not  only  of  sympathy,  but  of  gi'ief.  'Tell  me,'  she  said, 
sobbing, — 'tell  me  everything  !  I  want  to  hear  everything.  Oh, 
who  would  have  thought  it,  that  my  old  father  should  get  better 
at  eighty,  and  Roger  die  !  Oh,  my  dear  Roger  !  my  poor  Roger  I 
Tell  me  everything,  Edmimd  ! ' 

He  did  what  she  told  him,  and  it  was  a  relief  to  him.  There 
had  been  no  occasion  to  speak  of  what  had  passed  with  those  who 
knew  as  much  as  himself,  no  family  comparison  of  what  each 
individual  had  seen  and  heard.  It  was  a  change  from  the  dreadful 
monotony  of  the  home  atmosphere,  in  which  Roger's  name  was  no 
more  mentioned,  to  live  over  all  the  incidents  of  his  concluding 
days  again.  He  sat  beside  Pax,  and  told  her  everything,  as  a 
brother  might  have  done  to  a  sister ;  she  ever  throwing  in  a  new 
question,  requiring  every  detail,  her  sobs  now  and  then  interrupting 
the  narrative. 

Elizabeth  moved  uneasily  in  her  chair,  then  rose  to  go  away, 
but  was  stopped  again  and  again  by  a  word  from  Pax.  '  He  doesn't 
mind  you  being  there,  and  I  want  you,'  she  said  in  the  midst  of  her 
tears.  Miss  Travers  had  no  resource  but  to  stay.  She  listened  to 
the  story  of  the  deathbed,  herself  now  and  then  greatly  moved,  yet 
contending  with  her  feelings,  something  like  indignation  mingling 
with  her  involuntary  sympathy,  a  look  of  reluctance  and  resistance 
on  her  face.  She  was  angry  with  herself  for  being  so  much  affected, 
yet  unwilling  to  shed  a  tear  for  Roger.  Edmund  did  not  perceive 
this,  in  the  preoccupation  of  his  own  sorrow, — not,  at  least,  tiU  he 
had  nearly  reached  the  end. 

'  And  what  part  did  LUy  Ford  take  in  all  this  1 '  inquired  Pax 
at  last. 

At  this  utterance  Elizabeth  got  up  hurriedly  and  went  to  the 
window,  where  she  stood,  turning  her  back  upon  them,  as  if  she 
could  bear  no  more. 

'  Lily  Ford ! '  exclaimed  Edmund.     '  What  part  should  she  have 
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taken  ?  She  did  not  even  know  that  anything  had  happened,  so 
far  as  I  am  aware.' 

'  And  yet  the  poor  boy  was  going  to  marry  her !  She  might 
have  gone  and  um-sed  him,  at  the  least.  Not  that  I  hold  with 
such  nursing,  but  she  might  have  offered — she  might ' 

'I  have  no  reason  to  suppose  she  knew  anything  about  it,' 
replied  Edmund.     '  Don't  blame  her,  poor  girl ! ' 

Elizabeth  turned  quickly  from  the  window.  '  Blame  her  1 '  she 
cried  involuntarily. 

Edmund  turned  half  round  to  look  at  her,  but  he  had  no  clue 
whatever  to  her  meaning.  He  turned  again  to  Pax.  '  He  had 
made  out  a  draft  of  a  kind  of  settlement,'  he  said, — '  I  found  it 
among  his  papers, — to  secure  to  her  what  money  he  had  to  leave. 
It  was  not  very  much.' 

'  That  was  like  him,'  said  Pax,  '  that  was  like  him  !  My  dear, 
I  can't  help  being  glad  it  never  happened ;  but  to  take  care  of  her 
future,  as  if  she  had  been  his  own  equal,  as  if  she  had  had  people 
to  look  after  her  interests, — that  was  like  my  Eoger !  Ah  !  you 
may  say  what  you  please,  all  of  you,  but  I  knew  him  best  of  all. 
Pie  was  in  love  with  me  once,  bless  him ! — a  woman  who  might 
have  been  his  mother !  It  was  nonsense,  of  course,  but  it  gives 
me  all  the  more  right  to  him  now.  You  none  of  you  know  him  as 
I  do  !  And  what  will  you  do  about  it,  Edmund, — a  thing  that 
was  never  binding,  of  course,  and  never  coidd  be  ? ' 

'  It  shall  be  binding,'  answered  Edmund.  '  I  shall  see  that  his 
intentions  are  carried  out, — though  she  did  not  deserve  tliat  he 
should  care  for  her  so.' 

'  Not  deserve  ! '  cried  Elizabeth,  turning  round  again,  the  words 
bursting  from  her  in  spite  of  herself.  Both  of  them.  Pax  drying 
her  eyes,  Edmund  raising  his  head,  looked  up  at  her,  wondering 
what  she  could  mean.  Elizabeth  was  very  much  moved ;  her  colour 
came  and  went,  '  Mr.  Mitford,'  she  said,  '  if  you  mean  this  to  be 
a  sort  of  compensation, — which  I  suppose  was  its  intention  at  first, 
— I  may  say  to  you  that  Lily  would  never  accept  it,  never  !  Oh, 
how  could  you  think  of  such  a  thing !  I  know  that  nothing  but 
good  should  be  said  of  the  dead,  and  I  don't  want  to  say  a  word — 
not  a  word,  I  am  sorry,  sorry  to  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  for  you. 
I  know  you  will  wish  to  think  the  best,  naturally;  and  so  should  I. 
But  Lily  will  never  accept  it !     I — I  happen  to  know ' 

It  was  with  difficulty  she  could  restrain  her  tears.  To  see  Eliza- 
beth, so  composed  and  digTiified  as  she  was,  in  this  strange  state  of 
excitement  bewildered  them  both.  Wliat  did  she  mean  ?  The 
thought  shot  through  Edmimd's  mind  painfully,  as  if  some  one  had 
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thrown  an  arrow  or  a  missile  at  him,  that  she  had  cared  for  Roger 
more  than  she  was  aware,  that  she  had  resented  his  love  for  Lily, 
that  Elizabeth  was  another  victim.  If  it  were  so,  Roger  had  never 
suspected  it,  and  in  that  case  all  was  waste,  Elizabeth's  love  as 
well  as  the  rest, — though  had  it  but  come  to  him  !  He  looked  at 
her  with  a  pang  that  seemed  to  cut  his  heart  in  two.  Elizabeth's 
love  all  wasted,  when  it  might  have  made  the  world  bloom  again, 
and  brought  Eden  out  of  the  wilderness  !  The  thought  was  very 
bitter,  and  the  thought  that  she  herself  resented  it,  angry,  excited, 
covering  a  pang  which  no  doubt  mortified  as  well  as  wounded  her 
with  this  fierceness  about  Lily ;  taking  Lily's  part,  as  if  Roger  had 
meant  her  any  wrong. 

'  She  knows  something  we  don't  know,'  observed  Pax.  '  You 
would  not  speak  like  that,  Elizabeth,  without  thinking  you  had 
some  reason.' 

'  I  have  reason ;  there  is  no  thinking !  Oh,'  said  Elizabeth, 
wringing  her  hands,  '  it's  not  a  moment  to  say  anything  !  I  am 
very  wrong  to  have  said  anything.  I  am  going  home.  I  can't 
help  it  if  I  don't  feel  as  you  do.  I  am  very,  very  sorry,  all  the 
same,  Mr.  Mitford,  for  you.' 

'  Let  me  go  away,  not  you,'  said  Edmund,  rising ;  '  it  is  time  I 
did.  It  has  done  me  a  great  deal  of  good  to  tell  Pax.  Thank 
you  for  your  sympathy,  Miss  Travers.  One  day  I  wanted  to  tell 
you  what  Roger  said,  and  perhaps  that  day  may  come  still,  but  I 
see  it  cannot  be  now.  Perhajis  there  were  things  he  did  not 
understand.  He  may  have  been  absorbed  in  a  foolish  thought, 
and  not  have  perceived  what  was  a  great  deal  more  worth  thinking 
of  Edmund  stopped  when  he  had  made  this  strange  apology, 
remembering  that  if  his  discovery  were  a  real  one,  this  was  not 
what  Elizabeth  would  wish  to  have  said ;  but  it  was  too  late  to 
draw  back. 

Whatever  she  meant,  however,  it  was  clear  enough  that  she 
did  not  understand  what  he  meant.  She  looked  him  in  the  eyes 
in  a  strange  way,  with  a  fixed  look,  as  if  trying  to  convict  him  of 
something,  he  had  not  the  least  idea  what.  They  looked  earnestly 
at  each  other;  he  sorrowfully,  grieving  for  her,  for  himself,  for 
Roger,  for  everything  thus  lost  and  wasted ;  she  severely,  scarce 
able  to  contain  herself,  moved  in  a  more  intolerable  way  by  the 
contradiction  of  some  indignant  resentment  which  contended  with 
all  the  softer  feelings  in  her  heart.  To  both  there  came  a  vague 
sense  that  there  was  something  more  on  either  side  than  either 
comprehended,  which  neither  could  divine.  Pax  looked  at  them 
both  with  lips  apart,  with  a  gaze  ot  wonder.     It  was  seldom  that 
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she  had  a  difficulty  before  her  which  quite  transcended  her  power 
of  divination, 

'Yes,  Edmund,  my  dear,'  she  said,  'go;  we  have  had  our  cry 
together,  and  it  has  done  us  both  good.  And  Lizzy  and  you  will 
never  understand  each  other  in  this  way.  Leave  her  with  me. 
Whatever  her  reason  is  it  can't  be  a  true  one  against  oiu-  boy. 
We  know  better  than  that.  Good-bye,  Edraimd,  my  dear  ! '  Pax 
took  him  in  her  large  embrace  again,  and  put  her  wet  cheek  against 
his.  '  It's  miserable  now,'  she  said,  '  but  it  will  not  be  so  for  ever. 
God  bless  you,  my  dear  ! ' 

He  went  away  almost  without  looking  round.  Elizabeth  held 
out  her  hand  to  him  suddenly,  as  he  passed  her,  and  her  hand 
trembled  ;  but  he  did  not  know  why,  unless  it  was  for  the  dear 
sake  of  Roger,  against  whom  she  was  angry,  he  could  not  tell  why. 
Because  he  had  not  loved  her, — because  he  had  loved  Lily  Ford  1 
Would  a  woman  be  angry  still,  when  the  man  was  dead,  at  such  a 
wrong  1  It  seemed  more  fit  that  Edmund  should  be  angry  against 
Fate,  who  had  thus  let  everything  run  to  waste,  and  taken  from 
him  all  hope  of  a  new  spring  of  life.  But  he  had  not  the  heart 
for  any  such  feeling. 

He  went  to  the  churchyard  on  his  way  home,  and  lingered 
long,  looking  at  the  outside  of  the  vault  in  which  Roger  had  been 
placed.  There  was  not  so  much  comfort  in  it  as  there  would  have 
been  in  the  sod  of  a  visible  grave.  It  seemed  to  wrap  the  dead  in 
a  deeper  darkness,  to  misrepresent  all  life  and  the  meaning  of  life ; 
as  if  everything  were  to  fall  into  subterranean  gloom,  and  aJl 
possibilities  were  to  be  piled  together  like  so  much  rubbish  in  the 
bowels  of  the  earth. 


XXXVII 

EDMUND   OUT   OF   HEART 

There  were  some  subjects  which  were  altogether  ignored  at 
Melcombe  during  the  somewhat  sombre  period  which  the  three 
gentlemen  spent  together  there.  They  met  scarcely  at  all,  except 
at  meals,  and  when  they  talked,  which  was  never  much,  it  was  on 
public  and  impersonal  subjects.  Political  questions  had  never  been 
so  thoroughly  discussed  in  the  house  :  they  were  more  or  less  safe 
subjects.  Mr.  Mitford  and  Stephen  were  naturally  Tories  of  the 
old  school,  who  followed  their  party  steadily,  without  any  idea 
of  independent  judgment.  It  would  have  been  against  Mr.  Mit- 
ford's  principles  to  think  on  these  matters ;  his  ideas  had  been 
defined  from  before  the  beginning  of  time.  He  thought  as  his 
father  did,  and  as  he  fully  expected  his  son  should  do.  Koger, 
had  he  lived,  would  have  carried  out  the  tradition  faithfully 
enough,  though  with  a  more  reasonable  devotion  to  the  tenets  in 
which  he  had  been  trained.  And  Stephen,  whose  only  virtuous 
point  was  a  capacity  for  understanding  discipline  and  the  power 
of  authority,  followed  his  father  closely,  and  was  staunch  as  steel 
to  the  tradition  of  that  old  stubborn,  all-resisting  conservatism 
which  is  a  most  respectable  sentiment,  and  has  perhaps  done  Eng- 
land more  good  than  all  the  new  theories  in  the  world.  Edmund, 
also  in  strict  conformity  to  nature,  was  of  a  totally  different  frame 
of  mind.  He  was  the  second  son.  He  was  in  her  Majesty's 
opposition.  But  as  he  had  no  special  political  fervour  or  impas- 
sioned creed,  his  politics  were  much  more  theoretical  than  practical ; 
he  had  none  of  the  martyr  impulse  in  him,  and  he  was  strong  in 
that  slightly  contemptuous  toleration  which  the  only  intellectual 
member  of  a  family  often  feels  for  those  who  are  not  in  the  least 
given  to  independent  thought.  He  knew  he  could  not  convince 
them,  nor  even  make  his  point  of  view  comprehensible  to  them, 
so  he  refrained  from  controversy.  And  in  the  present  state  of 
affairs  it  was  a  relief  to  let  them  talk  upon  subjects  of  public 
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moment  on  which  they  were  entirely  agreed,  and  on  which  he 
could  occasionally  say  his  say  without  too  much  offence.  But  on 
subjects  more  familiar  there  was  little  said.  Roger  was  not  named 
among  them,  nor  did  any  one  speak  of  the  future  or  of  what  he 
intended  to  do.  There  were  no  confidences  of  any  description  in 
the  strange  little  male  group,  which  was  a  family  party,  yet  had 
so  little  of  the  character  of  a  family  in  it.  Even  little  Nina,  as 
Edmund  felt  more  and  more,  would  have  been  a  relief.  It  would 
have  been  possible  to  say  to  her,  '  Wliat  are  you  going  to  do  this 
morning?  Do  you  intend  to  walk,  or  to  ride,  or  to  drive?' 
Such  questions  were  not  put  to  each  other  by  the  three  men,  who 
only  remarked  that  it  was  a  fine  day ;  that  Lord  So-and-So  made 
a  very  good  speech  last  night ;  that  Tredgold,  as  chairman  of 
quarter  sessions,  was  ridiculously  out  of  jDlace ;  and  that  what 
with  competitive  examinations  and  all  that  the  coiintry  was  going 
to  wreck  and  ruin.  Edmund,  for  one,  longed,  amid  all  this  talk, 
to  be  able  to  say  to  Nina,  '  What  are  you  going  to  do  to-day  1 ' 
but  to  Stephen  he  did  not  put  that  question,  even  when  he  had 
a  distinct  interest  in  knowing  what  Stephen  meant  to  do. 

His  special  interest  in  this  question  arose  from  the  fact  that 
Stephen  and  his  father  had  spoken,  in  his  hearing,  of  the  household 
at  Mount  Travers  in  a  manner  which  vaguely  but  powerfully  excited 
Edmund.  He  had  himself  found  his  way  there  soon  after  his 
meeting  with  Miss  Travers  at  the  Rectory,  and  had  been  puzzled, 
yet  not  discouraged,  by  his  reception.  Elizabeth  had  received  him 
with  something  which  looked  almost  like  agitation, — agitation 
suppressed  and  only  to  be  divined,  yet  which  betrayed  itself  to  an 
observer  so  sympathetic  in  little  changes  of  colour  and  momentaiy 
tremors,  in  sudden  impulses  and  self-restraints,  which  were  scarcely 
comprehensible  and  very  perplexing.  When  any  allusion  was  made 
to  Roger,  she  stiffened  at  once  into  a  marble-like  impassiveness,  more 
significant  in  the  studied  absence  of  all  expression  than  the  utmost 
show  of  feeling,  keeping  all  his  questions  back.  Was  it  an  injured 
sense  of  love  rejected?  Was  it  the  indignation  and  wounded 
delicacy  of  a  woman  who  felt  herself  slighted  for  an  object  much 
less  worthy  1     Edmund  was  unable  to  solve  this  mystery. 

What  made  it  still  more  diflicult  to  understand  was  that  Pax 
also  put  on  to  some  degree  the  same  manner,  checking  him  in  those 
talks  which  were  almost  the  only  relief  his  mind  had  by  a  hurried 
'Poor  Roger!'  accompanied  by  a  shake  of  the  head  and  a  change 
of  subject,  such  as  Edmund  found  it  still  more  difficult  to  under- 
stand. '  God  forgive  him,  poor  boy,  for  all  his  imperfections ! 
Lets'  say  no  more, — let's  say  no  more  about  it.     By  and  by  it 
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won't  be  so  hard,'  Pax  said  once.  Why  should  it  be  hard  to  speak 
of  him,  now  or  at  any  time  1  To  protest  against  the  prayer  that 
God  might  forgive  him  woukl  have  been  vain  indeed,  for  the  best 
of  men  must  have  need  to  be  forgiven ;  but  when  that  is  said 
between  people  who  loved  him,  of  one  who  is  dead,  it  means  some- 
thing more  than  the  imperfections  which  all  men  have  before  God. 
Edmund  was  greatly  perplexed  and  unhapjiy,  notwithstanding  that 
there  were  in  Elizabeth's  manner  to  himself  many  signs  which  a 
vainer  man  might  have  built  much  upon  :  an  air  of  almost  tenderness 
in  her  look,  a  softness  in  her  voice,  as  if  sympathy  for  Edmund  were 
somehow  involved  in  her  singular  repugnance  to  any  mention  of 
his  dead  brother.  Edmund  frequented  the  roads  between  Melcombe 
and  Mount  Travers  with  a  fascination  for  which  he  could  scarcely 
account  to  himself.  He  wanted  to  see  her,  to  speak  to  her  of  that 
last  conversation  with  Roger,  to  tell  her  a  tale  which  was  all  woven 
in  with  his  brother's  memory ;  and  the  more  Elizabeth  stiffened  at 
all  reference  to  him,  the  more  indispensable  it  seemed  to  Edmund 
that  she  should  know  the  complications  of  his  story.  He  had  been 
silent  before  for  Roger's  sake,  and  now  she  woiUd  give  him  no 
chance  to  show  her  what  was  in  his  heart. 

He  was  so  intent  upon  the  explanation  that  he  forgot  how 
impossible  it  ought  to  be  for  him,  the  disinherited,  to  approach  the 
heiress.  Of  that  secondary  subject  he  never  thought  at  all. 
Perhaps  it  showed  a  dulness  of  perception  in  him.  His  mind  was 
so  full  of  what  he  had  to  say  to  her,  of  the  story  he  would  so  fain 
have  poured  into  her  ear,  of  his  long  doubt  and  uncertainty,  and 
final  liberation  from  all  hindrances,  that  he  had  no  time  to  be  tor- 
mented by  the  thought  of  her  gi'eat  fortune  and  his  small  one. 
That  consideration  no  more  entered  into  his  mind  than  it  would 
have  entered  into  hers.  A  woman,  in  such  a  case,  is  better  off 
than  a  man ;  but  Edmund  was  as  free  from  painful  calculations  of 
this  sort  as  Elizabeth  herself  could  have  been.  He  forgot  that 
what  might  have  seemed  to  some  supersensitive  minds  a  new 
barrier  between  them  had  come  into  existence.  He  was  so  much 
occupied  by  other  matters,  by  perplexity  about  her  feelings  and 
desire  to  disclose  his  own,  that  he  had  no  leisure  to  think  of  any- 
thing else.  And  yet,  though  he  was  so  eager  to  tell  her  his  story, 
which  was  in  reality  the  story  of  several  past  years,  Edmund  could 
not  find  opportunity  nor  corn-age  to  do  so.  Day  after  day  he 
walked  to  the  very  gate,  and  then  tm-ued  back,  his  heart  having 
failed  him.  Once  or  twice  he  had  gone  farther,  as  far  as  the 
drawing-room,  with  its  great  plate-glass  windows,  when  the  sight 
of  that  sudden  shutting  up  of  her  countenance  silenced  him  in  a 
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momeiit,  and  took  all  strength  from  liiui.  In  this  way  Elizabeth 
occupied  his  mind  almost  more  than  had  she  been  his  affianced 
bride.  He  could  not  make  out  the  meaning  of  that  look,  almost 
stern  in  its  sudden  repression,  or  of  the  melting  kindness  with 
which  she  would  tm-n  to  him  after  she  had  thus  silenced  him. 
Something  stood  between  them, — he  could  not  tell  what ;  a  shadow 
of  Roger,  a  ghost  which  came  chill  between  the  two  whom  Eoger 
had  wished  to  see  one.  There  coidd  not  be  any  doubt  that  it  was 
Roger  who  was  that  shadow,  but  how  or  why  Edmund  could  not 
divine.  Had  she  loved  him  who  had  not  loved  her?  Did  she 
find  herself  unable  to  forgive  him  who  had  never  divined  that  love, 
who  had  given  his  less  worthily?  But  why  then  that  softened 
look,  that  melting  tone,  to  Edmund  1  He  was  bewildered  by  this 
question ;  it  paralysed  him ;  the  words  died  from  his  lips,  though 
he  knew  that  until  he  said  them  he  could  have  no  rest. 

But  when  he  became  aware  that  the  same  subject  was  being 
discussed  between  Stephen  and  his  father,  a  singular  excitement 
took  possession  of  Edmund.  He  remembered  the  discussions 
between  the  Squire  and  Roger,  the  recommendations  which  were 
commands  on  one  side,  and  insults  on  the  other, — commands  to 
his  son  to  secure  the  heiress,  insulting  enumerations  of  the  advant- 
ages to  follow.  Had  this  process  begun  over  again  1  Had  Stephen 
lent  an  ear  more  attentive  than  that  of  his  elder  brother  to  these 
inducements  and  recommendations,  and  was  Edmund's  brother 
again,  and  this  time  in  earnest,  to  be  his  rival  1  The  suggestion 
made  his  blood  boil.  Stephen  to  pretend  to  Elizabeth  Travers ! 
Stephen,  who  made  no  secret  of  his  own  estimate  of  women,  and 
whose  associates  among  them  were  sufficiently  well  known  !  He, 
with  his  garrison-town  associations,  his  intrigues,  his  cynical  incapa- 
city for  deeper  emotion, — coidd  it  be  in  the  possibilities  of  the 
future  that  Elizabeth  had  been  reserved  for  him  1  Edmund's  blood 
boiled  at  the  thought.  He  said  to  himself  that  it  was  impossible, 
— that  it  could  not  be ;  but  then  he  remembered  how  many  things 
that  are  seemingly  impossible  come  to  pass,  especially  in  such  con- 
cerns. The  shadow  of  Roger  stood  between  himself  and  the  woman 
he  loved,  but  no  such  shadow  was  upon  Stephen.  Stephen  would 
never  perceive,  even  if  it  did  exist  for  him,  that  indefinable  some- 
thing which  closed  Edmund's  lips  and  made  his  heart  fail  him. 
Stephen  would  go  forward  boldly,  whatever  were  the  circumstances. 
No  scare  of  the  imagination  would  prevent  him  from  pressing  his 
suit.  And  who  would  say  that  amid  all  these  coniiilications  Eliza- 
beth herself  might  not  find  a  certain  relief  in  the  addresses  of  a 
man  who  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  past,  whose  image  was  not 
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involved  with  Roger's,  and  who,  though  his  brother,  had  so  little 
in  common  with  him,  and  was  so  entirely  a  new  departm'c,  a  fresh 
competitor  1  In  the  hurrying  excitement  of  his  thoughts  at  sight 
of  this  new  possibility,  Edmund  could  not  but  see  aU  that  was  in 
its  favour.  He  was  well  aware  of  Stephen's  advantages, — his  good 
looks,  his  self-assurance,  his  boldness,  even  his  position  as  virtually 
a  stranger,  an  individuality  little  known.  All  this  struck  him 
with  a  horror  which  was  not  to  be  expressed.  That  which  Roger 
in  his  folly  had  not  sought,  but  might  perhaps  have  obtained,  that 
which  Edmund  himself  would  give  his  life  for, — to  think 
that  it  might  come  to  Stephen  at  last !  He  said  to  himself  that 
it  was  not  possible ;  that  Elizabeth's  perceptions  were  too  fine,  her 
taste  too  delicate,  for  such  a  catastrophe, — but  who  could  tell? 
How  many  tender  women  had  fallen  victims  before  to  men  as  un- 
worthy of  them !  How  often  had  all  prognostications  been  defied 
and  all  finer  divination  suspended  ! — for  what  could  a  woman  reaUy 
know  of  a  man,  in  such  circumstances,  but  the  outward  impression 
which  he  made,  and  how  often  was  that  outward  impression  a  false 
one ! 

This  was  the  thought  which  eventually  roused  Edmund  out  of 
the  lethargy  into  which  he  had  fallen.  All  the  circumstances  of 
his  present  position  had  combined  to  hold  him  in  that  suspense  of 
being.  Grief  and  that  sense  of  injury  with  which  such  a  grief  is 
so  often  accompanied,  the  feeling  of  unworthiness  triumphant,  and 
the  nobler  and  more  true  swept  away  before  the  tide  of  successful 
wrong, — Roger  fallen,  and  Stephen  raised  in  his  place, — produced 
of  themselves  a  partial  arrest  of  all  Edmmid's  facidties.  The  feel- 
ing was  not  a  selfish  one.  He  had  never  anticipated,  never  contem- 
plated, the  position  of  heir  and  future  head  of  the  family ;  but  the 
extraordinary  overturn  of  all  justice  or  any  moral  balance  in  the 
world,  when  the  good  and  true  were  thus  thrown  down  to  make 
way  for  the  false  and  evil,  produced  in  him  that  pause  of  hopeless- 
ness, that  sense  of  incajDacity  to  understand  or  contend  with  the 
apparently  blind  and  inexorable  fate  that  seems  so  often  to  shape 
human  afiairs,  which  makes  action  impossible,  and  sickens  the 
heart.  And  then  the  curious  attitude  of  Elizabeth,  as  incompre- 
hensible as  fate,  repelling  and  attracting  him  at  once,  added  so 
much  more  to  the  paralysing  efi"ect.  But  when  he  thought  of 
Stephen's  possible  suit,  the  suit  that  he  divined  with  an  angry 
alarm  which  was  more  than  jealousy,  Edmimd's  dormant  energy 
awoke.  The  man  who  had  taken  his  inheritance,  who  had  killed 
his  brother,  who  had  ruined  Lily  Ford,  shoidd  not,  must  not,  soil 
the  pure  name  and  break  the  heart  of  Elizabeth  Travers.     No ! 
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She  might  not  be  for  Edmund, — he  believed  she  would  never  be 
for  him, — but  she  must  not  be  thrown  away  upon  one  unworthy. 

Lily  Ford  !  Edmund  came  to  himself  after  the  long  suspension 
of  his  energies :  he  had  not  done  his  duty  by  his  dead  brother  in 
this  respect,  at  least,  which  Roger  would  have  thought  the  most 
important  of  all.  He  had  not  sought  out  Lily,  nor  tried  to  save 
her,  nor  carried  out  Roger's  wishes  in  regard  to  her.  Edmund 
did  not  believe  that  it  was  possible  to  save  Lily ;  but  wherever 
the  poor  girl  now  was,  she  could  not  but  be  in  trouble  and  misery, 
and  to  find  her  might  be  to  save  Elizabeth.  The  notion  was,  if 
not  selfish,  yet  not  single.  It  aimed  at  two  objects,  and  the  less 
direct  was  the  more  important  in  his  eyes.  But  yet,  apart  from 
Elizabeth  and  all  her  concerns,  he  had  a  duty  to  Lily  too.  He 
was  the  executor  of  Roger's  wishes,  and  it  ought  to  have  been  his 
first  business  to  find  her.  What  matter  that  the  thought  of 
her  was  odious  to  him;  that  she  embodied  in  her  slightness 
and  trifling  unimportance  all  the  misfortunes  that  had  crushed 
Roger, — the  loss  of  his  tranquillity,  his  fortune,  his  career,  finally 
his  very  life  ?  A  creature  of  so  little  account,  with  nothing  but 
her  prettiness,  her  foolish  education ;  a  girl  whom  Stephen's 
careless  wooing  could  lead  to  her  destruction, — and  she  had 
cost  Roger  everything,  his  happiness  and  his  life !  The  thought 
roused  in  Edmund  a  silent  rage  against  human  fate  and  the 
helplessness  of  man,  and  towards  her,  the  trifling  instrument  of 
so  much  harm,  a  sick  contempt  and  indignation,  a  horror  of  the 
sight  of  her  and  of  her  ill-omened  name.  But  yet  he  had  a 
duty  to  fulfil,  and  perhaps — perhaps — her  story  might  yet  be  of 
some  service ;  it  might  save  Elizabeth.  It  was  this  hope,  more 
than  any  juster  sentiment,  which  tm'ned  his  steps  toward  the 
West  Lodge.  Mrs.  Ford  had  appealed  to  him  to  find  her  daughter  ; 
and  though  he  had  not  succeeded  in  doing  that,  the  appeal  justi- 
fied his  inquiries.  Time  had  flown  heavily  but  quickly  during 
this  interval  of  inaction ;  yet,  after  all,  a  month  had  not  passed 
since  Roger's  death. 


XXXVIII 

THE   "WEST   LODGE 

It  Wcas  about  noon  when  Edmund  approached  the  lodge,  and 
everything  recalled  to  him  the  last  time  he  had  been  there,  which 
was  so  short  a  while  ago,  and  yet  seemed  to  belong  to  another 
life.  He  remembered  every  incident,  even  all  the  appearances,  of 
that  day  :  the  anxious  mother  hurrying  out  at  the  sound  of  his 
step ;  the  father,  all  blanched  in  his  rough  out-of-door  redness  and 
brownness  with  the  horror  of  a  catastrophe  which  was  worse  than 
death  ;  his  passion  and  threats  against  the  man  who  had  betrayed 
his  child,  and  the  woman's  pitiful  attempts  to  restrain,  to  comfort 
him,  while  herself  in  the  grip  of  despair.  Poor  people  !  tragic  as 
their  unintended  influence  had  been,  they  themselves  were  not  less 
to  be  pitied  on  that  account ;  and  he  conjured  up  before  him  the 
miserable  little  house  with  all  its  happiness  blighted,  the  shame 
that  had  taken  the  place  of  their  foolish,  innocent  pride,  the 
weight  of  suspense,  or  still  more  terrible  knowledge,  that  must 
have  crushed  the  unhappy  father  and  mother,  so  that  his  heart 
had  become  very  tender  towards  the  unfortunate  couple  before  he 
reached  their  door.  After  all,  they  were  not  to  blame  ;  and  they 
had  suffered  even  more  bitterly  than  the  family  of  the  other 
victim. 

It  seemed  to  Edmund  that  he  must  see  tokens  of  their  wretched- 
ness in  the  very  air,  as  he  drew  near  the  little  flowery  place  which 
had  once  been  their  pride  ;  and  to  see  the  garden  as  bright  as 
ever,  the  tall  lilies,  from  which  their  child  had  got  her  name, 
standing  with  all  their  buds  ready  to  open  along  the  sunny  borders, 
and  everything  in  summer  order,  full  of  sweetness  and  bloom, 
filled  him  with  involuntary  surprise.  The  morning  sun  shone 
upon  the  red  roof  and  waving  trees ;  the  door  stood  open ;  a 
tranquil  cat  lay  sunning  herself  upon  the  window  ledge ;  a  brood 
of  little  yellow  chickens  flitted  about  under  the  charge  of  an 
anxious  mother  hen.     Nothing  more  peaceful,  more  full  of  humble 
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ease  and  comfort,  could  be.  The  whole  seemed  to  breathe  a  silent 
contradiction  to  Edmund's  troubled  thoughts.  Yet  the  sun  will 
shine,  the  flowers  will  bloom,  the  unconscious  creatures  thrive  and 
enjoy  their  little  life,  whatever  misery  may  reign  within  the  house, 
he  said  to  himself,  with  a  curious  sense  of  incongruity,  almost  of 
disappointment. 

To  his  astonishment  he  heard  voices  in  raised  and  angry  tones 
within  the  house,  and,  unconsciously  listening,  distinguished  with 
consternation  indescribable  the  voice  of  Stephen  addressing  some 
one  with  loud  authority,  '  You  must  clear  out  of  here  ! '  he  was 
saying,  in  a  tone  so  little  subdued  that  any  passer-by  must  have 
heard.  '  I  know  nothing  about  notice.  I  tell  you  you  must  clear 
out  of  here.  I  want  the  place.  Get  out  at  once  :  do  you  hear  ? 
You'll  be  paid  in  place  of  your  notice,  if  you've  any  right  to  it, 
which  I  don't  believe  you  have.  You  think  I'm  to  be  put  off 
with  tricks  and  excuses,  to  gain  time,  but  you're  mistaken.  You 
must  get  out  to-morrow  at  latest :  do  you  hear  1  I  want  the 
place  for  a  servant  of  my  own.' 

'Sir,' replied  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Ford,  'my'usband's  not  here, 
and  I  can't  make  you  no  answer ;  but  turn  a  servant  away  there's 
no  master  can,  without  warning.  I've  been  in  service  all  my  life, 
and  if  I  didn't  know  that,  who  should  1  It's  all  the  protection 
poor  servants  has.     I'm  not  saying  nothing  again  going ' 

'  You  had  better  not,'  said  Stephen,  '  or  I'll  have  you  turned  out, 
which  perhaps  would  be  the  quickest  way.' 

'  I  said  as  I'm  not  saying  nothing  again  going,'  said  Mrs.  Ford, 
raising  her  voice.  '  We've  allays  meant  to  go.  It's  not  as  if  we 
were  badly  off  or  had  no  friends ;  and  Ford  isn't  one  as  can  stand 
new  masters  and  new  laws.  He's  ready  to  go,  but  he  won't  go 
without  his  warning,  as  if  he  was  turned  off  for  something  bad.  I 
don't  want  to  say  nothing  disrespectful,  but  we  has  our  pride  the 
same  as  other  folks,  and  Ford,  he  won't  stir  without  his  legal 
warning.  I  mightn't  stand  out  myself,'  the  woman  continued,  with 
a  sound  as  of  coming  tears,  '  for  the  sake  of  peace,  but  Ford,  he's 
not  that  sort  of  a  man ;  he'll  not  be  turned  out  like  a  thief, — him 
as  has  served  the  Squire  man  and  boy.' 

'  Don't  give  me  any  of  your  impudence,'  said  Stephen  ;  '  that  is 
just  how  he  shall  be  turned  out.  I  give  you  your  choice, — clear 
out  at  once,  or  I'll  have  the  police  to-morrow  to  throw  your  things 
out  of  the  window.     Hallo  !  what  do  yow  want  here?' 

This  was  addressed  to  Ednumd,  who  had  come  in  unnoticed, 
behind  him,  to  the  little  trim  kitchen,  where  Mrs.  Ford  stood  on 
her  own  hearth  as  in  a  citadel,  flushed,  with  a  look  of  resistance 
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on  her  homely  face,  but  her  apron  in  her  hand,  ready  to  wipe  oflf 
the  angry  tears  which  were  very  near  coming,  and  a  huskiness 
growing  in  her  throat. 

'What  is  the  matter?'  said  Edmund.  'There  must  be  some 
mistake.  I  could  not  help  hearing  what  you  were  saying.  What 
has  Ford  done  1  My  father  would  never  bundle  them  out  in  this 
way  unless  there's  a  very  serious  reason;  he  wiU  listen  to  what 
they've  got  to  say.' 

Stephen  turned  round  upon  his  brother  with  a  flushed  and 
furious  face.  '  You  had  better  mind  your  own  business,  Ned  ! 
I've  got  this  to  do,  and  I'll  allow  no  one  to  interlere.' 

'  And  as  for  what  we've  got  to  say,'  cried  Mrs.  Ford  shrilly, 
turning  upon  the  newcomer, — '  we've  got  nothing  to  say,  sir.  I 
wouldn't  stay,  not  if  I  was  paid  to  do  it.  We've  got  better  friends 
than  ever  the  Mitfords  was,  that  won't  see  us  put  upon.  And 
there's  no  man  livin'  as  can  have  a  better  character  than  my  man. 
But  we'll  have  our  warning.  Police !  Them  that  dares  name 
such  a  name  to  me  know  well  as  my  man's  out  o'  the  way,  and  I've 
nobody  to  stand  up  for  me.  Police ! '  Her  voice  ran  off  into  a 
shriek.  '  For  shame  of  yourselves  as  call  yourselves  gentlefolks, 
and  can  come  and  insult  a  woman  like  that ! ' 

'  There  must  be  some  mistake,'  repeated  Edmund.  '  No  one 
shall  insult  you  while  I  am  here,  Stephen,' — he  turned  and  faced 
his  brother,  laying  his  hand  on  his  arm, — 'whatever  you  have 
against  these  people,  let  it  be  referred  to  my  father.  You  know 
he  will  never  turn  them  out ;  and  it's  not  for  you ' 

Stephen  threw  up  the  arm  which  his  brother  had  touched  with 
a  fierce  gesture,  which  brought  back  to  both  their  minds  another 
scene.  He  was  about  to  reply  furiously,  but  the  angry  exclamation 
was  stopped  on  his  lips  by  that  recollection.  He  gave  Edmund  a 
look  of  bafiled  rage.  '  I'll  refer  it  to  no  man,'  he  cried,  '  and  I'll 
be  questioned  by  no  man,  and  I'll  not  argue  with  i/ou,  either. 
You  know  what  I've  got  to  say.     Clear  out  of  this  at  once,  or  by 

Jove  !  I'll '  Stephen,  however,  was  made  of  flesh  and  blood, 

like  other  people.  He  could  not  stand  against  the  thoughts  thus 
evoked.  He  turned  round  upon  his  heel  and  quitted  the  house, 
leaving  his  threat  unsaid.  The  ghost  of  Roger  came  up  again,  and 
protected  the  humble  place.  He  could  not  stand  before  that 
shadow,  though  he  saw  nothing,  and  though  he  was  not  in  any  way 
turned  from  his  purpose ;  but  for  the  moment  his  soid  was  dis- 
turbed, and  he  could  say  no  more. 

Mrs.  Ford  did  not  know  why  he  had  abandoned  the  field.  She 
thought  it  was  perhaps  Edmund,  always  her  friend,  who  had  driven 
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forth  the  enemy  ;  but  when  the  angry  visitor  had  withdrawn,  those 
tears  which  were  so  near  falling  came  at  once.  '  Oh,  that  any 
gentleman  should  have  named  the  iDolice  to  me  ! '  she  cried.  '  Oh, 
that  I  should  have  lived  to  be  threatened  with  that,  and  my  things 
thrown  out  o'  window !  Mr.  Edmund,  don't  say  nothing,  for  I'll 
never  forget  it,  I'll  never  forget  it ;  not  if  the  Squire  was  to  come 
on  his  bended  knees,  and  ask  me  himself  to  stay  !' 

'  I  am  very  sorry,'  observed  Edmund.     '  I  don't  understand  it. 

I  came  to '    He  paused  here,  and  looked  round  the  comfortable 

room,  where  there  was  no  sign  of  neglect  or  downfall.  It  was 
quite  true  that  Mrs.  Ford  was  the  sort  of  woman  to  keep  her  house 
tidy,  whatever  happened,  but  he  could  not  associate  the  trim  room 
with  any  misfortune.  '  I  have  not  seen  yon,'  he  said,  '  since  before 
— the  great  trouble  we  have  had.'  He  felt  that  it  would  be  easier 
to  inquire  into  her  circumstances  after  he  had  made  some  allusion 
to  his  own. 

For  a  moment  Mrs.  Ford  stopped  her  angry  sobs.  'Oh,  sir,' 
she  cried,  '  we  was  very  sorry  !  Nobody  would  ever  have  spoken 
to  me  like  that  if  Mr.  Roger  had  a'  been  to  the  fore  !  Oh,  I  don't 
hold  with  new  masters  that  can  speak  like  that  to  a  woman,  and 
her  husband's  back  turned.  And  us  that  didn't  mean  to  stay, — 
us  as  was  going  to  give  warning  from  one  day  to  another !  But 
without  he  has  his  just  warning,  Ford'U  never  go.  He's  a  man 
as  stands  upon  his  rights  ! ' 

'  When  I  was  last  here,'  said  Edmund, '  you  were  in  great  trouble.' 

Mrs.  Ford  took  scarcely  a  moment  to  recover  herself.  She  put 
down  her  apron  from  her  eyes,  which  were  stiU  wet,  but  immediately 
became  watchful  and  full  of  strange  defiance  and  light.  '  Was  we, 
sir  V  she  asked,  with  an  appearance  of  surprise  and  a  sudden  smile, 
as  if  the  affair  had  been  so  trifling  as  to  escape  her  memory. 

'You  were  in  great  trouble,'  repeated  Edmund,  with  some 
impatience.  '  You  were  almost  in  despair.  Lily  had  left  home, 
and  you  didn't  know  where  she  was.  You  thought  it  might  have 
been  my  brother  Eoger ' — Edmund  spoke  the  words  with  an  effort 
— '  who  had  taken  her  away.' 

'Lord  bless  us!'  said  the  woman,  'what  things  do  get  into 
folks'  heads  !  I  remember  now.  I  was  just  like  a  mad  woman. 
Ford,  he  never  gave  in  to  it ' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  Ford  was  as  bad,  or  worse,  than  you.  He 
said  he  would  kill  the  man  who ' 

'  So  he  did, — so  he  did !  Them  things  go  out  of  your  mind 
when  you  find  out  as  it  was  all  silly  fancies  and  not  true.  Dear, 
bless  us  all !  so  we  did  ;  ravin'  like  mad  folks,  as  if  our  Lily 
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Mr.  Edmund,  I  don't  blame  you ;  you  think  as  poor  folks  has  no 
feelings ;  but  I  wouldn't  have  put  you  in  mind  of  the  like  of  that, 
if  I  had  been  you  !' 

She  gave  him  a  look  of  injured  feeling,  yet  of  magnanimous 
forgiveness,  and  laughed  a  little,  with  her  apron  still  held  in  her 
hand. 

'  It  was  thoughtless  of  the  child,'  she  continued,  looking  down 
upon  the  apron,  which  she  twisted  in  her  fingers.  '  I  don't  say 
nothing  else.  But  one  as  never  thought  a  wrong  thought,  nor 
knew  what  wickedness  was,  how  was  she  to  suppose  as  we'd  take 
such  fancies  into  our  heads  1  I  was  that  ashamed  I  couldn't  look 
her  in  the  face, — to  think  as  I  had  ever  mistrusted  my  Lily  !  But, 
thank  God !  she  don't  know,  not  to  this  day ;  and  them  as  would 
tell  her  would  be  cruel, — oh,  it  would  be  cruel !  I  would  sooner 
die  nor  do  it,  though  I'm  nothing  but  a  poor  woman,  and  no  scholard 
nor  a  gentleman,  like  you  ! ' 

'  You  may  be  sure,'  replied  Edmund,  '  that  Lily  shall  never  hear 
anything  of  the  sort  from  me.  I  am  very  glad  your  fears  have 
tui'ned  out  to  be  vain.     Is  she  here  now?' 

'  She's  far  better  off,'  answered  Mrs.  Ford.  '  She's  with  friends 
that  think  a  deal  of  her, — oh,  a  great  deal  of  her !  She's  kept 
like  a  lady,  and  never  puts  her  hand  to  a  thing  but  what  she 
pleases,  and  books  to  read  and  a  pianny  to  play  upon,  and  every- 
thing she  can  set  her  face  to.  Oh,  she's  better  off  than  she  could 
be  with  Ford  and  me.' 

'  Is  this  the  account  she  gives  you  1  Are  you  quite  sure  it  is 
true  1  Don't  you  know  where  she  isV  Edmund  asked,  with  again 
a  sickening  thrill  of  horror.  '  Do  you  take  all  this  merely  upon 
her  word?' 

'  I'd  take  the  Bank  of  England  upon  her  word  ! '  cried  the 
mother,  with  a  confusion  of  ideas  not  difficult  to  understand. 
'Me  and  the  lady — the  lady  that  makes  Lily  so  happy — more 
happy, — and  I  do  grudge  a  bit  to  know  it,  I'll  not  deny  my  mean 
ways — more  happy  than  she  was  with  me.' 

'Mrs.  Ford,'  said  Edmund,  'are  you  sure  you  are  not  being 
once  more  deceived?'  He  was  very  much  in  earnest  and  very 
serious ;  confused  more  than  it  is  possible  to  say  by  the  mother's 
evident  ignorance,  by  Stephen's  strange  appearance  here,  which 
was  scarcely  credible  if  Lily  was  still  in  his  power,  and  by  all  the 
bewildering  circumstances  which  seemed  to  contradict  each  other. 
Mrs.  Ford,  on  her  side,  flung  her  apron  from  her,  and  confronted 
him  with  a  glowing  coimtenance  and  eyes  aflame. 

'  I  was  never  deceived  ! '  she  cried.     '  Me,  deceived !     Oh  if  I 
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was  weak  for  a  moment,  and  came  and  cried  out  to  you  in  my 
trouble,  it  was  because  I  was  a  silly  woman  and  didn't  know  no 
better.  Deceived  !  I  coidd  teU  you  a  name  as  would  bring  you 
down  on  your  knees,  Mr.  Edmund,  to  ask  her  pardon, — yes,  on 
your  knees,  that's  the  word  !  Lily's  where  she  has  a  right  to 
be  and  that's  among  ladies,  like  what  she  is  herself;  ladies 
as  is  her  friends  and  our  friends  too,'  cried  Mrs.  Ford,  'mine 
and  my  'usband's,  all  for  the  sake  of  Lily,  and  has  offered  us  a 
home,  and  a  better  home  nor  here.  And  Ford,  he  was  to  have 
given  the  master  warning  this  very  day,  if  it  hadn't  been  as  my 
heart  just  clung  a  bit  to  the  flowers.  But  without  his  warning 
he'll  not  budge  a  step, — no,  not  for  all  the  poUce  in  the  world, 
neither  him  nor  me ;  and  you  may  tell  the  master  that,  Mr. 
Edmund !  We've  served  him  liouest  and  true  for  more  than 
twenty  year ;  is  that  a  reason  to  turn  us  out  like  thieves  at  a  day's 
notice  ?  But  we'll  not  go  without  our  just  warning, — no,  not  a 
step,  neither  Ford  nor  me.' 

Mrs.  Ford  made  this  long  speech  with  a  fervour  and  passion 
which  had  its  natui'al  result,  and  plunged  her  at  the  end  into  a  fit 
of  indignant  tears. 

'  I  don't  understand  it,'  returned  Edmund.  '  I  am  sure  my 
father  never  meant  this.     There  must  be  some  mistake.     And 

Stephen — what    Stephen    could    mean I    am    bewildered 

altogether.  I  don't  understand  your  story,  and  I  don't  understand 
his  action ;  but  I  promise  you  you  shall  not  be  turned  out  if  I 
can  help  it ;  certainly  you  shall  not  be  tm-ned  out.' 

'  Oh,  sir,  I  can  tell  you  what  he  means  ;  he's  got  somebody  of 
his  own  as  he  wants  to  put  in,  and  it's  well  known  that  there's 
little  mercy  for  them  as  comes  in  Mr.  Stephen's  way.  I  wouldn't 
be  in  Mr.  Stephen's  power,  not  for  anything  that  could  be  given 
me ;  and  that's  why  I  could  bite  my  tongue  out  that  I  woiddn't 
let  Ford  give  warning.  Oh,  it's  easy  to  understand  Mr.  Stephen  ; 
he  don't  let  no  one  stand  in  his  way.' 

'  You  are  doing  my  brother  injustice,'  Edmund  said ;  but  he 
liad  little  spirit  in  Stephen's  cause,  and  he  was  too  much  bewildered 
to  be  able  to  see  light  one  way  or  another.  That  Stephen  shoidd 
thus  venture  to  insult  the  people  he  had  so  deeply  injured  seemed 
beyond  belief,  and  so  was  the  whole  confused  mystery  of  Lily, — 
the  ladies  with  whom  she  was  supposed  to  be,  the  friends,  though 
the  unhappy  mother  had  declared  at  the  first  stroke  of  the  calamity 
that  she  had  no  friends.  Edmund  did  not  know  what  to  think  or 
say.  He  went  back  across  the  park  completely  perplexed,  feeling 
that  he  had  lost  every  landmark,  and  all  was  chaos  and  confusion 
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around  him.  Was  it,  after  all,  the  common  tale  of  betrayal  and  ruin? 
Was  it  something  entirely  different  1  Was  Stephen  the  cold-blooded 
destroyer,  who,  after  he  had  ruined  the  daughter,  could  attempt  to 
conceal  his  crime  by  driving  away  the  helpless  poor  people  from 
their  home  1  He  could  not  tell  what  to  think.  Was  there  perhaps 
some  unsuspected  third  party,  who  was  the  criminal  or  who  was 
the  saviour  ?  Edmund  felt  that  he  could  make  nothing  of  it,  one 
way  or  another.  As  for  the  hope  which  he  had  entertained  of 
injuring  Stephen  in  the  eyes  of  Elizabeth  by  means  of  Lily's 
wretched  story, — for  that  was  how  his  project  now  appeared  to 
him, — he  felt  ashamed  to  the  bottom  of  his  heart  of  this  unworthy 
purpose.  Stephen  was  without  mercy,  without  kindness,  bent  on 
his  own  ends,  and  tolerating  no  interference ;  but  in  this  matter, 
perhaps,  after  all,  he  was  innocent.  He  could  not  have  tried  to  crush 
Lily's  parents  if  Lily  had  owed  her  destruction  to  him  :  a  man 
may  be  bad,  but  not  so  bad  as  that !  Compunction  came  into 
Edmund's  soul ;  to  do  injustice  to  any  man  was  terrible  to  him. 

A  brief  conversation  which  he  had  with  Stephen  before  dinner 
did  not,  however,  mend  matters.  Stephen  took  the  first  word. 
He  asked  what  the  devil  Edmund  meant  by  interfering  with  what 
was  no  business  of  his. 

'  As  much  of  mine  as  yours,'  retorted  Edmund ;  '  more,  perhaps, 
since  I  know  the  people  better.  You  could  not  really  think  of 
taking  it  upon  yourself  to  turn  one  of  my  father's  old  servants 
away  1 ' 

'  Old    servants   be ! '   exclaimed    Stej^hen.      '  A   pair    of 

detestable  old  hypocrites !  What  use  is  an  old  fellow  like  that  in 
the  covers  1  I'll  have  all  those  vermin  of  old  servants  cleared 
away.' 

'  Fortunately  you  are  not  the  master,  Steve.  No,  neither  am 
I ;  I  pretend  to  no  authority.' 

'  I  should  hope  not,'  rejoined  Stephen,  with  an  insolent  laugh ; 
'  you're  out  of  it,  at  least.  And  I  can  tell  you  I'U  stand  no  non- 
sense, Ned, — no  protecting  of  a  set  of  rogues  and  toadies.  They 
think  they  can  defy  me,  and  that  Mr.  Edmund  will  see  them 
righted,  as  they  call  it.  I'll  have  none  of  that.  The  estate  is  to 
be  mine,  and  I  mean  to  manage  it  my  own  way.' 

'  The  estate  is  not  yours  while  it  is  my  father's,  Stephen ;  and 
I  shall  certainly  appeal  to  him  not  to  suffer  the  Fords  to  be  turned 
out  in  this  summary  way.  They  are  old  retainers, — they  were 
favourites  of  my  mother.' 

'  Oh  yes,  to  be  sure  ;  and  the  pretty  daughter !  There  was 
perhaps  more  than  one  of  us  hit  in  that  quarter,'  cried  Stephen, 
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with  a  rude  laugh.  '  That  explains  everything.  It  is  a  crime  to 
meddle  with  her  ftxther,  eh  ? ' 

He  stood  with  insolent  eyes  fixed  upon  Edmund's,  a  flush  on 
his  face,  defiance  in  his  look.  Edmund  did  not  know  the  keen 
pang  of  mortification  in  Stephen's  mind  which  made  him  seize 
this  opportunity  of  mischief,  and  there  was  something  exasperating 
in  the  look  which  tried  his  patience  almost  beyond  endurance.  It 
was  the  second  time  in  which  all  his  self-control  had  been  necessary 
not  to  strike  his  brother  to  the  groimd.  They  stood  straight  up 
in  front  of  each  other  for  a  moment,  looking  into  each  other's  faces 
like  deadly  foes,  not  like  brothers.  Then  Edmund  turned  slowly 
away. 

'  We  cannot  fight,'  he  said,  '  because  we  are  both  Mitfords,  and 
I  will  not  dishonour  my  father's  house  by  a  scuflOie ;  but  you  know 
what  I  think  better  than  if  I  said  it,  either  by  words  or  blows.' 

'  That  for  your  blows  ! '  cried  Stephen,  snapping  his  fingers ; 
but  he  tm'ned  away  more  quickly  than  his  brother.  Even  he 
could  not  but  feel  that  there  had  already  been  enough  of  that. 
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They  both  watched  their  father  during  the  liour  of  dinner,  which 
passed  as  usual,  in  a  suppressed  antagonism  and  careful  avoidance 
of  dangerous  subjects.  But  neither  Edmund  nor  Stephen  had  the 
advantage  for  that  night.  Mr.  Mitford  fretfully  declined  to  listen 
to  what  either  had  to  say.  He  had  no  mind  for  a  discussion  with 
the  son  who  was  now  his  eldest  son,  and  to  whom  he  was  doing 
wrong.  His  conscience  was  not  very  tender,  but  it  was  vulnerable 
in  this  respect.  There  could  be  no  doubt  that  he  was  wronging 
Edmund.  Edmund,  perhaps,  had  not  been  too  complaisant.  He 
had  stood  by  Roger,  and  deserted  his  father ;  but  Roger  was  dead, 
poor  fellow,  and  except  in  that  point  the  Squire  was  aware  that 
Edmund  had  given  him  no  just  cause  of  offence ;  and  yet  he  was 
cast  out  of  his  natm^al  place  and  disinherited  for  no  reason.  Mr. 
Mitford  coidd  not  bear  to  think  of  it ;  and  to  allow  himself  to  be 
let  in,  as  he  said,  for  a  discussion  with  that  fellow  at  night,  when 
there  could  be  no  chance  of  deliverance,  when  he  probably  would 

bring  up  everything  and  go  over  the  whole  ground No,  no  ; 

the  Squire  took  refuge  in  the  first  excuse  which  occurred  to  him, 
and  that  was  a  headache.  'I  don't  feel  at  all  the  thing,'  he 
remarked.  '  I've  got  a  very  queer  feeling  here,'  tapping  his  fore- 
head as  he  spoke.  '  It's  worry  and  the  hot  weather,  and  things 
in  general.  Robson  is  very  decided  on  the  subject.  I  am  never 
to  bother  about  business,  he  teUs  me,  when  I  feel  like  this.  I 
suppose  it  will  do  to-morrow  1 ' 

'  It  will  do  to-morrow,  certainly,'  assented  Edmund,  looking  at 
Stephen,  '  so  long  as  I  am  assured  that  no  fm'thcr  steps  will  be 
taken.' 

'  Steps  taken  !  I  should  like  to  see  any  man  taking  steps  on 
my  property  without  my  knowledge,'  the  Squire  said,  stiU  more 
fretfully.  The  secret  trouble  in  his  conscience  was  teUing  upon 
him  more  than  the  hot  weather.     The  power  to  do  as  he  liked 
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with  his  own  was  very  dear  to  him,  but  he  could  not  obliterate 
the  sense  of  justice  which  was  in  his  imperious  and  selfish,  yet  not 
altogether  undisciplined  nature.  There  were  things  which  he 
could  not  do  with  any  ease  of  mind,  and  Edmund's  disinheritance 
hurt  him,  even  though  he  was  not  brave  enough  to  undo  it.  The 
safest  thing  for  him,  with  that  queer  feeling  in  his  head  against 
which  the  doctor  had  warned  him,  was  to  cast  that  thought  behind 
him,  though  it  was  not  very  easy  to  do,  and  above  all  to  avoid 
agitating  conferences  with  his  son  whom  he  had  wronged,  at  the 
dead  of  night,  so  to  speak. 

'  I  think  I'll  go  to  bed  early,'  said  the  Squire.  '  I'm  not  up 
to  any  more  worry  to-night.  To-morrow  you  can  say  what  you 
like,  Ned :  it's  fresher  and  cooler  in  the  morning.  I'll  hear  then 
aU  you've  got  to  say.' 

'  It  is  not  very  much  I  have  got  to  say ;  a  few  minutes  would 
do  it.' 

'  I  tell  you,'  cried  the  Squire  angrily,  '  I  can't  bear  any  worry 
to-night ! ' 

'  Don't  disturb  yourself,  sir.  I'll  see  to  everything — you  may 
leave  it  to  me,'  said  Stephen.  '  You  ought  to  be  saved  all  worry, 
at  yoiu-  time  of  life.' 

Mr.  Mitford  turned  furiously  upon  his  younger  son,  though  his 
head,  with  that  leap  of  the  angry  blood  to  his  temples,  felt  more 
queer  than  ever.  '  What  do  you  know  about  my  time  of  life  1 '  he 
asked.  '  I'll  trouble  you  to  let  me  and  my  affairs  alone.  I'll 
have  no  man  meddle  in  my  affairs.  You  think  I  am  in  my  dotage, 
I  suppose ;  but  you  shall  find  out  the  difference.'  He  could  not 
refrain  from  a  threat,  though  it  was  vague ;  not  like  the  threats 
which  had  failed  to  subdue  Roger,  for  the  shame  of  changing  his 
mind  a  second  time  was  strong  upon  the  Squire.  He  could  not, 
he  felt,  do  that  sort  of  thing  a  second  time. 

But  when  he  had  retired  to  his  library,  and  closed  the  door, 
though  he  could  shut  out  both  the  son  he  had  wronged  and  the 
son  he  had  joromoted,  he  could  not  shut  out  the  troublesome 
thoughts  that  tormented  him,  nor  return  to  the  easy  mind  which 
used  to  be  his.  That  shadow  of  Roger,  dead,  stood  by  him  as  it 
stood  by  Stephen,  as  it  stood  between  Edmund  and  Elizabeth. 
The  bu'thright  with  which,  in  his  passion  and  self-will,  he  had 
interfered  would  not  allow  itself  to  be  forgotten.  His  head 
continued  to  throb,  the  pidse  kept  on  beating  in  his  temples. 
Finally  that  commotion  in  his  head,  which  he  could  not  get  the 
better  of,  drove  him  to  bed,  which  was  the  best  place  for  him,  and 
where  he  slept  heavily  but  souudly,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  the 


284  THE  SECOND  SON  xxxix 

interrupting  and  disturbing  elements  round  him.  Nothing  as  yet 
had  occurred  iu  his  life  which  had  proved  capable  of  keeping  the 
Squire  from  his  sleep. 

Edmund  was  admitted  to  an  audience  next  day,  when  Mr. 
Mitford  was  quite  himself  again.  To  see  him  seated  there,  clean- 
shaved,  faultlessly  arrayed  in  his  light  shooting  suit,  with  a  rose- 
bud in  his  buttonhole,  and  his  complexion  almost  as  clear  as  the 
flower,  no  one  could  have  believed  in  the  head  that  felt  queer,  the 
temples  that  beat,  the  blood  which  ran  in  so  strong  a  tide.  He 
looked  perfectly  cool  and  calm,  as  he  sat  behind  his  writing-table, 
in  all  that  fresh  array  of  good  health  and  good  manners, — but 
not,  perhaps,  perfectly  good  manners ;  for  he  was  angry  with 
Edmund  still,  because  he  felt  that  he  had  wronged  him. 

'  Well,'  he  observed,  half  roughly,  '  what  is  it  you  have  got  to 
say?' 

'  I  feel  as  if  we  were  boys  again,  and  I  was  the  sneak  who  was 
coming  to  tell.  Have  you  heard  anything  about  it,  sir,  from 
Stephen r 

'  Stephen  takes  too  much  upon  him,'  answered  the  Squire. 
'  Whatever  may  happen  in  the  end,  by  George !  I'm  master  of  my 
own  concerns  in  the  meantime,  and  neither  Stephen  nor  any  one 
else  shall  interfere.' 

'  I  will  make  no  complaint  of  Stephen.  What  I  want  is  that 
you  should  protect  some  poor  people,  who  perhaps  don't  deserve 
very  much  at  our  hands,  but  it  is  not  any  fault  of  theirs.  It 
seems  strange  I  should  come  to  you  about  them.  I  want  to  speak 
about  the  Fords.' 

'  The  Fords ! '  The  Squire  muttered  something  under  his 
breath,  which  might  be  forgiven  him,  though  it  was  not  a  blessing. 
'  What,  that  girl  again ! '  he  said,  with  something  hoarse  and 
husky  in  his  voice.  '  Don't  tell  me  that  it's  you  this  time,  Ned. 
Is  she  a  witch  or  what  is  she,  that  her  name  should  come  up 
between  us  again  1 ' 

'  It  is  nothing  about  her,'  Edmund  cried,  with  a  sense  of 
profounder  sympathy  with  his  father  than  he  had  yet  felt. 

But  before  he  could  enter  into  further  explanations  he  was 
interrupted  by  Larkins,  who  came  in  solemnly  with  a  card.  '  The 
gentleman  would  like  to  see  you,  sir,  on  business,'  he  said. 

'  Gavelkind  !  Who's  Gavelkind  ?  I've  heard  the  name  before. 
What's  his  business, — did  he  tell  you  what  was  his  business  ?  I 
can't  let  every  stranger  in  that  comes  to  me  on  business.  It  might 
be  an  old-clothes  man,  for  anything  one  can  tell,  though  I  think  I 
know  the  name ;  it's  a  queer  name.' 
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'  I  know  both  the  name  and  the  man,  sir ;  you  have  met  him 
at  Mount  Travers.  He  is  the  man  who  manages  all  their  business 
affairs.' 

'  Oh,  at  Mount  Travers  !  Show  him  in,  Larkins.'  The  Squire 
looked  up  with  a  half-humorous,  puzzled  look.  He  was  not 
humorous  by  nature,  but  the  occasion  moved  him.  '  It  can't  be 
her — herself — sending  to  propose — for  Stephen  ? '  Mr.  Mitford 
said. 

'  For  Stephen ! '  Edmund  did  not  see  any  humour  in  the 
suggestion.  He  did  not  laugh,  as  his  father  did;  a  deep  red 
mounted  to  his  face.  'Why  for  Stephen?'  He  forgot  the 
absurdity  of  the  idea  altogether  in  the  keen  pang  of  thus  being 
left  out  of  all  calculation.  His  mind  had  not  dwelt  upon  the  loss 
of  what  was  now  his  birthright,  but  to  be  thus  put  out  of  the"" 
question  was  a  cutting  and  insulting  injuiy.  He  awaited  the 
entrance  of  Mr.  Gavelkind  with  mingled  anxiety  and  offence ;  of 
course  what  the  Squire  said  was  altogether  ridiculous  in  every  way, 

but  yet He  recovered  his  common  sense,  happily,  and  his  usual 

colour  before  Mr.  Gavelkind  came  in,  with  his  absent  look,  yet  keen, 
penetrating  eyes,  his  head  projecting  in  a  forward  stoo])  from  his 
thin  shoulders,  a  very  large  hat  in  his  hands. 

'  I  have  come  from  Miss  Travers,'  he  said,  when  he  had  seated 
himself.  He  had  given  one  of  his  quick  looks,  as  he  came  in,  at 
Mitford  and  his  son,  but  he  did  not  look  at  the  Squire  as  he  spoke. 
He  raised  one  leg  across  the  knee  of  the  other  and  caressed  it, 
slowly  smoothing  the  cloth  of  his  trousers  as  if  it  had  been  a  child. 
'I've  come  to  make  some  inquiries.' 

Whether  he  paused  to  tantalise  their  curiosity,  or  to  make  a 
little  mystery,  or  to  get  his  breath,  or  for  nothing  at  all,  it  woiild 
be  hard  to  say ;  probably  the  last  was  the  true  explanation.  He 
attached  no  importance  to  what  he  had  to  say,  and  did  not  imagine 
that  it  would  excite  any  special  interest ;  but  half  because  of  the 
Squire's  jest,  half  from  the  general  excitement  which  was  in  the 
air,  both  father  and  son  listened  as  if  some  special  intimation  were 
about  to  be  made. 

'  Yes  1 '  remarked  Mr.  Mitford.  '  I'll  be  happy  to  answer  any 
of  Miss  Travers's  inquiries.  I  only  wish  she  had  come  to  put  them 
herself.' 

'  I  suppose  that's  impossible,  in  the  circumstances,'  returned  the 
lawyer.  '  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  why.  Ladies  go  to  many  places 
a  great  deal  less  suitable  than  the  house  of  a  man  that  might  be 
their  father ;  but  tliat's  neither  here  nor  there.' 

'  And  of  one  who  would  have  no  objection  to  be  her  father,' 
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said  the  Squire  with  a  laugh.  '  You  can  tell  her  I  said  so ;  she 
has  always  been  a  great  favourite  of  mine.' 

'  There  are  many  people  with  whom  she  is  a  favourite,  especially 
now  when  she  has  all  her  uncle's  money.  Perhajjs  you,  like  me, 
Mr.  Mitford,  liked  her  before  ;  but,  as  I  was  saying,  that's  not  the 
question.  It  appears  there's  a  man  in  your  service  whom  she  wishes 
to  take  into  hers.' 

'  Several,  I  shouldn't  wonder,'  said  the  Squire,  '  and  there  is  one 
I  can  recommend.  To  tell  the  truth,  we  were  planning  to  go  over 
to  Mount  Travers  for  the  purpose.'  And  at  this  intended  witticism 
he  laughed  loudly,  which  was  not,  to  do  him  justice,  Mr.  Mitford's 
way.  But  perhaps  to  have  been  seized  with  a  humorous  idea  had 
demoralised  him.  He  was  proud  of  the  unusual  good  thing,  and 
wanted  to  keep  up  the  joke. 

'  Ah,'  said  Mr.  Gavelkind,  looking  vaguely  round  with  eyes  that 
made  a  slight  pause  upon  Edmund.  The  Squire  felt  that  he  had 
made  a  mistake,  and  naturally  hastened  to  make  it  worse. 

'  No,  not  that  fellow,'  he  cried ;  '  he  hasn't  spirit  enough  to 
teach  a  pretty  girl  to  know  her  own  mind.' 

It  was  all  so  entirely  out  of  character,  so  unbecoming,  almost 
indecent,  such  a  wild  and  causeless  betrayal  of  his  plans  to  a  man 
who  as  likely  as  not  might  be  his  adversary,  that  the  Squire  lost 
his  head  altogether ;  and  the  fact  that  he  was  more  than  half 
conscious  of  his  folly  only  made  it  the  greater.  '  I've  got  a  soldier 
boy,'  he  added. 

Edmund  got  up,  and  walked  hastily  away.  It  is  difficult  to 
sit  still  and  hear  one's  own  people  commit  themselves,  even  when 
one  is  not  much  in  sympathy  with  them.  But  after  the  momentary 
impulse  of  vexation,  he  came  as  hastily  back,  conscious,  as  it 
followed  him,  though  he  could  not  see  it,  of  the  sober  lawyer's 
wondering,  inquiring  glance.  '  Mr.  Gavelkind  can  scarcely  have 
come  to  make  inquiries  concerning  your  sons,  sir,'  he  remarked. 

'  No,'  said  the  lawyer,  still  smoothing  assiduously  the  cloth  of 
his  trousers,  '  it  was  not  that.  Ladies  don't  make  the  inquiries 
they  ought  in  that  sort  of  way.  It's  about  a  man  of  quite  a 
different  sort, — far  less  important,  no  doubt.  He's  been  game- 
keeper at  Melcombe,  I  hear,  for  a  number  of  years,  and  now  I'm 
told  he's  going  to  be  turned  off  summarily.  Miss  Travers  would 
take  him  into  her  service,  knowing  something  of  his  family ;  but 
she  would  like  to  know  first  if  there  is  anything  really  against  him. 
Dismissal  at  a  moment's  notice,  after  a  service  of  years,  looks  bad. 
It  seemed  to  me  that,  before  allowing  her  to  decide,  I  had  better 
inquire.' 
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Mr.  Mitford  looked  from  Edmund  to  the  speaker,  and  back 
again.  He  had  been  checked,  and  almost  snubbed,  and  was  aware 
that  he  deserved  it.  The  consciousness  made  him  somewhat  angry 
and  more  than  ever  severe.     'Who  is  iti'  he  asked  shari^ly. 

'  It's  a  man  of  the  name  of  Ford.  I  suppose  I  must  allow  that 
there's  been  some  kind  of  negotiation  going  on  before  this.  For 
some  reason  or  other, — I  suppose  because  she  thought  him  a 
trustworthy  man,- — Miss  Travers  had  offered  him ' 

'  Ford  ! '  said  the  Squire,  interrupting  almost  rudely.  '  Why, 
that's  the  second  time  I've  heard  of  Ford  this  morning,  and  it  was 
you,  Ned ' 

'  I  came  to  tell  you,  sir,  just  what  Mr.  Gavelkind  has  told  you ; 
that  by  some  mistake,  which  I  don't  understand.  Ford  had  been 
told  that  he  must  leave  at  once.  There  could  be  no  reason  for  it, 
— it  could  be  nothing  but  a  mistake.' 

'  Ford  ! '  the  Squire  repeated.  '  Why,  he's  the — hum — ha — 
I  don't  understand  what  you  mean.  Ford  !  I've  not  said  anything 
about  Ford.  I  had  forgotten  the  fellow's  very  existence,  with  all 
I've  had  to  think  of.' 

'  I  knew  that  must  be  the  case,'  said  Edmund  eagerly.  '  You 
see  my  father  had  no  such  intention.     It  was  a  mistake.' 

'  The  mistake  must  have  gone  pretty  far,'  said  Mr.  Gavelkind, 
'  for  it  appears  the  man  came  over  this  morning  to  say  that  he 
was  threatened  with  the  police  if  he  did  not  turn  out  to-day.' 

'  I  should  like  to  know  by  whom  ! '  cried  the  Squire.  '  Ford  ! 
Well,  yes,  I  wasn't  over-pleased  with  him  once.  I  meant  to  get 
rid  of  them,  Ned,  you  know.  I  don't  take  it  kindly  of  Miss 
Travers  that  she  should  parley  with  my  servants,  Mr.  Gavelkind, 
and  the  fellow  had  better  go ;  but  I  never  said  a  word  about  him, 
and  I  should  like  to  know  who's  taken  upon  himself  to  interfere. 
It's  a  confounded  piece  of  impertinence,  whoever  has  done  it.' 

'  I  may  conclude,  then,  that  there's  nothing  against  the  man,' 
said  Mr.  Gavelkind,  with  his  mild  voice.  '  There's  some  private 
reason  which  makes  Miss  Travers  take  an  interest  in  him.  Ladies 
are  governed  greatly  by  private  reasons,  which  they  don't  always 
confide  to  their  man  of  business.  Nothing  against  him,  Mr.  Mit- 
ford ?  Trustworthy,  and  aU  the  rest  of  it ;  so  that  if  he  does  leave 
your  service  after  all ' 

'  He's  free  to  leave  my  service  as  soon  as  he  likes  ! '  cried  the 
Squire.  '  I  had  very  nearly  sent  him  off, — how  long  is  it  since, 
Ned  1  I'd  rather  never  hear  the  fellow's  name  again.  But  I  don't 
think  Miss  Travers  shoidd  meddle  with  another  man's  servants,' 
he  said,  calming  himself  down,  with  his  usual  prudential   after- 
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thought.     '  I've  the  highest  opinion  of  the  lady, — the  very  liighest 

opinion;  but  between  gentlemen,  Mr.  Gavelkind Ah,  I  forgot; 

it's  not  between  gentlemen ;  it's ' 

'  Between  a  lady  and  a  man  it's  not  such  plain  sailing,'  remarked 
the  lawyer.  '  Some  stand  out,  all  the  same,  and  for  my  part  I 
think  none  the  worse  of  them  ;  but  a  great  many  give  in ;  and 
when  you're  not  married  to  them,  nor  bound  to  them,'  Mr.  Gavel- 
kind added  reflectively,  '  perhaps  it  is  the  best  way.' 

'  She's  got  no  preserves  that  I  know  of,  and  not  much  forest 
land  nor  wood  of  any  kind  to  speak  of;  what  does  she  want  with 
Ford  1  On  second  thoughts,'  said  the  Squire,  with  a  vague  notion 
that  Ford  had  something  to  tell  which  might  be  supposed  to  be  to 
the  discredit  of  the  family,  'I  think  I'd  rather  keep  the  man. 
He  knows  every  inch  of  my  covers,  and  he's  useful  in  his  way.' 

'  But  since  he's  ordered  off,  on  the  risk  of  being  turned  out  by 
the  police  if  he  doesn't  go  to-day ' 

This  brought  the  purple  flush  again  to  Mr.  Mitford's  brow. 
'  I've  got  to  find  out  who's  done  that ! '  he  cried.  '  Who's  done  it, 
Ned  ?  It's  confounded  impertinence,  whoever  it  is.  By  George  ! 
if  I  find  the  man  who  has  taken  it  upon  himself  to  interfere ' 

'  I  think  I've  accomplished  my  business,'  said  Mr.  Gavelkind. 
'I  mustn't  stop  you  from  proceeding  with  yours.  The  man's 
honest,  I  may  say,  if  it  should  come  to  anything  with  Miss 
Travers  1  Present  employer  wishing  to  retain  him  always  the  best 
testimonial.  No,  she  doesn't  do  anything  in  the  way  of  game,  and 
what  she  wants  with  a  keeper  is  more  than  I  can  say.  But  ladies 
go  upon  private  reasons,  and  nothing  more  was  confided  to  me. 
I  wish  you  good-morning,  Mr.  Mitford.'  The  old  lawyer  gave 
Edmund  a  look  which  indicated  his  desire  for  further  talk.  '  I 
wish  you'd  come  and  see  them,'  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  as  Edmund 
accompanied  him  to  the  door.  '  There's  something  going  on  I 
don't  understand.  There's  some  mystery  among  the  ladies,  I  don't 
know  what  it  is.     I  wish  you'd  come  and  see.' 

'  I  fear  I  have  no  eye  for  mysteries ;  and  I  am  not  sure  that 
they  care  to  see  me  ;  why  should  they  1  I  am  not  a  very  cheerful 
guest.' 

'  Of  course  they  care  to  see  you,'  said  the  old  lawyer.  'Don't 
lose  yoiu-  chance  for  nonsense,  if  you'll  allow  me  to  say  so.  And 
you  know  a  little  about  human  nature,  so  you  must  have  an  eye 
for  mysteries.  Come  and  see  them ;  and  come  while  I'm  still 
there.' 


XL 

an  altercation 

' Edmund ! ' 

Before  Edmuud  could  get  his  hand  free  from  the  lingering  clasp 
of  Mr.  Gavelkind,  his  father's  voice  was  loudly  audible,  calliug  him, 
which  was  a  very  unusual  thing  to  hear  in  JMelcombe.  The  call 
was  repeated  with  some  vehemence  before  he  could  obey.  He  was 
absent  scarcely  five  minutes,  but  the  Squire  regarded  even  that 
little  interval  with  suspicion ;  and  in  the  meantime  the  scene  had 
changed.  Stephen  had  come  in  when  the  visitor  withdrew,  and 
had,  it  was  evident,  been  hotly  received  ;  for  though  he  had  thrown 
himself  into  a  chair  with  an  appearance  of  indifference,  his  attempt 
at  ease  was  belied  by  the  heated  colour  on  his  cheeks.  Mr.  Mitford 
was  fulminating  across  his  writing-table.  He  turned  his  wrath 
upon  the  newcomer  without  a  pause. 

'  What  did  you  want  of  that  old  rogue,  Ned  ?  They're  al] 
rogues,  the  lot  of  them,  and  up  to  something  or  other  now, — that's 
clear, — trying  to  embroil  me  with  Lizzy  Travers.  And  you  go 
over  to  the  other  side,  of  course,  and  desert  mine  !  Come  in,  and 
shut  the  door.  Now  you're  both  here,  perhaps  I  may  get  to  under- 
stand. Who  is  it  that  takes  upon  himself  to  interfere  in  the 
management  of  my  affairs  1  No  one  has  ever  done  it  till  now,  and 
by  George  !  I'll  not  have  it !  I'U  not  have  it !  Not  if  you  were 
twice  the  men  you  are,  both  Stephen  and  you ! ' 

'  I  don't  know  what  you  are  in  such  a  rage  about,'  remarked 
Stephen.  '  It  is  not  much  more  than  a  week  since  you  ordered  me 
to  send  in  my  papers,  that  I  might  be  free  to  take  the  trouble  off 
your  hands.' 

'  I  said  nothing  of  the  sort,  sir.  I  never  said  anything  of  the 
sort,  I  could  not  have  said  it,  for  I  certainly  never  meant  it  ! ' 
cried  the  Squire. 

'  If  you  please  to  say  so,'  returned  Stephen,  with  cool  imper- 
tinence ;  '  there  was  no  witness  present,  to  be  sm'e.     It  must  go 

u 
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cither  by  your  word  or  miue.     It's  a  conflict  of  testimony,  that's 
aU.' 

'  Do  you  mean  to  say  I  am  telling  a  lie,  sir  1 '  the  Squire  de- 
manded furiously. 

'  Oh,  not  at  all ;  it  is  not  I  who  make  such  accusations.  I 
only  say  that  it  is  clear  one  of  us  has  made  a  great  mistake.' 

'  And  that's  I,  of  course,  you  mean  to  imply  1 ' 

'  I  never  said  so,  sir,'  replied  Stei)hen,  with  a  shrug  of  his 
shoulders. 

Mr.  Mitford  was  very  angry.  He  got  up  and  walked  about  the 
room,  with  his  hands  deeply  dug  into  his  pockets,  saying  to  him- 
self from  time  to  time,  '  By  George  ! '  with  other  exclamations 
perhaps  less  innocent.  It  was  as  good  a  way  as  another  of  blow- 
ing off  his  wrath.  Meanwhile,  the  cidprit  sat  with  an  air  of  cool- 
ness and  contemjituous  indifference  which  exasperated  his  father 
more  and  more,  stretching  out  his  long  legs  iu  such  a  way  as  to 
bar  the  passage  and  confine  the  Squire  to  his  own  side. 

'  If  I  ever  said  a  word  that  could  be  twisted  into  such  a  mean- 
ing, it  must  have  been  when  I  thought  you  a  little  serious,  im- 
pressed by  what  had  happened, — as  you  might  have  been,  if  you 
had  any  feeling :  but  there's  no  feeling  of  that  sort  left  in  the 
world,  so  far  as  I  can  see.  Here's  one  of  you  trying  to  get  the 
reins  out  of  my  hands,  and  the  other  holding  secret  confabs  with  a 
pettifogging  lawyer,  a  fellow  that  wants  to  bring  me  to  book, — 
me  ! '  the  Squire  cried,  with  an  indignant,  almost  incredulous  sense 
of  undeserved  insult  and  injury.  '  Heaven  knows  I  have  had 
trouble  enough,  one  way  or  another,  on  account  of  my  sons,'  he 
went  on,  changing  into  a  tone  which  was  almost  tearful ;  for  to 
think  of  all  he  had  suffered  overcame  him  with  self-pity.  '  All  the 
trouble  I  have  known  has  been  connected  with  one  or  other  of  you. 
The  man  who  has  no  children  has  the  best  of  it.  But  there  is 
one  thing  you  may  be  quite  sure  of,  and  you  had  better  both  of 
you  mark  what  I  have  to  say.  I  will  not  have  you  meddling  in 
my  affairs.  Thank  Heaven,  I'm  very  well  capable  of  minding  my 
own  business.  Whatever  I  may  be  supposed  to  have  said,  this  is 
my  last  word.  I'll  have  none  of  your  meddling, — neither  yours, 
Stephen,  nor  yours,  Ned ;  neither  the  one  nor  the  other  !  The 
first  man  who  interferes  shall  go.  I'll  have  none  of  it — I'll 
have ' 

Stephen  got  up  from  his  chair  with  a  laugh,  shaking  himself 
out  of  all  creases  in  his  well-fitting  clothes.  '  That's  just  what  I 
shoidd  like,  for  one,'  he  remarked.  '  Don't  restrain  yom-  feelings, 
sir.     I  am  dehghted  to  go.' 
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Mr.  Mitford  turned  like  a  bull  who  is  confronted  by  a  new  as- 
sailant ;  but  a  man  and  a  father  cannot  take  a  ribald  upon  his 
horns,  like  that  Avell-provided  animal.  He  stared  for  a  moment, 
with  fieiy  eyes  that  seemed  to  be  leaping  from  their  sockets,  and 
then  he  recognised,  as  the  angriest  man  must,  that  barrier  of  the 
immovable  which  an  altogether  unimpressionable  human  being, 
however  insignificant,  can  place  before  the  most  mighty.  Stephen 
was  not  to  be  influenced  by  any  of  those  causes  which  make  it 
possible  for  a  domestic  despot  to  have  his  way.  He  was  not  afraid 
of  the  penalty  involved.  He  had  no  reluctance  to  see  his  father 
compromise  his  own  dignity  by  unbecoming  threats  or  violence, 
Edmund,  moved  by  that  sentiment,  had  turned  away,  willing  rather 
to  submit  or  to  retire  than  to  be  thus  compelled  to  witness  a  scene 
which  made  him  ashamed  for  his  father.  But  Stephen  knew  none 
of  these  delicacies ;  he  was  entu'ely  free  from  all  such  restraints. 
The  Squire  was  like  any  other  old  fellow,  who  threatened  a  great 
deal  more  than  he  could  ever  perform.  And  Mr.  Mitford  recognised 
this,  as  he  stared  at  the  heir  of  his  choice,  this  young  man  to  whom 
he  had  given  the  chief  place  in  the  family, — that  being,  quite  in- 
vulnerable, untouched  by  sympathy,  natural  respect,  or  human 
feeling,  who  is  the  fit  and  only  oi^ponent  of  the  family  tyrant.  He 
stared  and  gasped  with  exasperation  unspeakable,  and  the  feeling 
that  Jove's  thunderbolt  would  be  the  only  efiectual  instrument  to 
level  the  rebel  to  the  ground  instantaneously.  Perhaps,  vulgarly 
considered,  Prometheus  was  something  of  this  intolerable  sort  to 
the  father  of  gods  and  men.  The  cool  cynicism  of  Stephen's  eyes 
struck  his  father  like  a  blow.  They  said,  '  You  have  done  that  once 
too  often  already.  Do  it, — I'd  like  it.  Make  an  old  fool  of  your- 
self ! '  But  after  that  astonished,  incredulous  stare  of  the  Jupiter 
manqtie,  Mr.  Llitford  came  to  himself.  Passion  itself  coidd  not 
stand  before  those  cynic  eyes.  Virtue  and  heroic  suff"ering  are  alone 
supposed  to  possess  this  restraining  power ;  but  perhaps  it  will  be 
found  that  the  less  elevated  defiance  has  the  greater  influence,  the 
sneering  devil  being  more  potent  with  the  common  mind  than 
the  serious  hero.  Mr.  Mitford  made  the  discovery  that  in  whatso- 
ever way  he  might  be  able  to  establish  his  authority,  this  way 
would  not  do.  He  solaced  his  personal  discomfiture  by  an  attack 
upon  the  one  remaining,  who  woidd  not  flout  nor  defy  him,  and 
turned  upon  Edmvmd  with  a  snort  of  wrath. 

'Perhaps  you  think  you'll  curry  favour  with  Lizzy  Travers,'  he 
cried,  'by  playing  into  her  hands,  and  defying  me.  You'll  find 
that's  not  so  ;  she's  not  the  girl  to  encom'age  a  man  to  desert  his 
own  side.' 
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Edmund  was  much  surprised  by  tliis  unexpected  attack.  '  Mr. 
Gavelkind  is  a  friend  of  mine,'  he  said,  '  which  was  the  reason  I 
went  out  with  him.  I  had  no  thought  of  deserting  my  own  side ; 
but  since  you  blame  me,  I  will  venture  to  return  to  the  original 
subject,  sir.  Is  Ford  dismissed  with  your  consent  1  And  if  not, 
may  not  I  go  and  reassure  them,  and  let  them  know  that  they  are 
not  to  be  hurried  away  1 ' 

The  Squire  looked  at  Edmund  severely.  It  gave  him  great 
satisfaction  to  come  upon  some  one  who  would  not  rebel.  He  took 
a  high  tone.  '  One  would  think,'  he  remarked,  '  that  the  welfare 
of  these  people  was  of  more  importance  to  you  than  the  credit  of 
yom*  family.     They  have  not  deserved  much  at  my  hands.' 

It  struck  Edmund  with  a  sort  of  dreary  amusement  that  he 
should  be  the  one  to  be  accused  of  partiality  for  the  Fords, — he, 
who  was  the  only  one  entirely  uninfluenced  by  them.  He  said 
with  a  faint  smile,  '  I  am  no  partisan  of  the  Fords, — it  would  be 
strange  if  I  were ;  but  they  have  done  nothing  to  deserve  this,  and 
it  would  be  cruel  to  punish  them  for  a  fault — for  a  fault — which 
was  not  theirs.' 

'  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  the  girl  was  brought  up  for  any 
other  end  1  Why,  she  was  trained  to  inveigle  one  of  my  sons,  or 
somebody  else, — Ray  Tredgold,  perhaps,  who  is  not  quite  such  a 
fool, — into  making  a  lady  of  her.  A  child  could  see  that,'  said  the 
Squire  with  indignation.  '  I  cannot  understand  how  any  man,  con- 
sidering all  the  circumstances,  can  speak  of  the  Fords  to  me.' 

'  That  was  my  idea,'  returned  Stephen  boldly.  '  I  felt  that 
they  ought  to  go,  but  I  didn't  think  that  you  ought  to  be  bothered 
with  the  name  of  them.  If  I  went  a  little  farther  than  I  ought  to 
have  done,  that  was  my  idea.  Their  name  can't  be  very  agreeable 
to  any  of  us,'  he  added,  with  a  deep-drawn  breath.  '  If  I  went  too 
far,  that's  my  only  excuse.' 

'  Well,  Steve,'  said  the  father ,  'I  am  glad  you  see  it  as  I  do,  and 
that,  if  you  were  wrong,  it  was  an  error  of  judgment  only.  After 
what  you've  said,  I'll  allow  that.  But  Ned  is  one  of  the  fellows 
that  like  to  turn  the  sword  round  in  a  wound.  He  thinks  that's 
the  way  to  make  a  man  forget.' 

'  I  thought  solely  of  the  injustice  to  them,'  urged  Edmimd, 
'  not  of  ourselves  at  all.  It  cannot  be  worth  your  while,  sir,  on 
whatever  provocation,  to  wage  civil  war  upon  your  gamekeeper. 
Send  him  away,  by  all  means, — I  should  be  glad,  I  confess,  to  get 
rid  of  the  sound  of  their  name;  but  let  it  be  fairly,  with  such 
warning  as  is  natural,  or  at  least  with  time  enough  to  provide  them- 
selves with  another   home.      Suppose  they  have  been  scheming. 
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artful,  whatever  you  may  call  it ;  you  can't  punish  them  for  that 
as  for  a  crime.' 

'  It's  a  deal  worse  than  many  a  crime,'  asserted  Stephen,  with  a 
black  look  which  transformed  his  face.  '  It's  the  sort  of  thing  you 
smother  vermin  for.  Even  poaching  I'd  look  over  sooner.  I  don't 
pretend  to  be  one  of  your  forgiving  people.  There  are  some  things 
I'll  never  forgive,  nor  forget.' 

Mr.  Mitford  gave  him  a  gratefid  look.  He  was  much  relieved 
by  the  disappearance  of  Stephen's  sneer,  and  felt  as  if  he  had 
recovered  his  jiroper  position  when  his  son  condescended  to  explain. 
'  I  am  glad  to  see  that  you  feel  as  I  do,  Steve,'  he  repeated.  '  Ned 
has  his  own  ways  of  thinking,  though  I  shoidd  have  supposed  he 
had  more  feeling  for  his  brother  than  to  stand  up  for  the  Fords. 
I  don't  want  them  to  make  out  a  case  for  Lizzy  Travers's  charity, 
though.  I'll  speak  to  Brown,  and  he  shall  buy  them  off  and  get 
them  out  of  the  country ;  and  you  and  I  will  go  over  to  Mount 
Travers  and  explain.  You  may  do  some  business  for  yom"self  at 
the  same  time,'  he  said  with  a  laugh,  to  which  Stephen  responded. 
The  two  were  once  more  in  full  intelUgence,  understanding  each 
other's  thoughts  and  wishes. 

To  Edmund's  sensitive  ears  the  laugh  was  intolerable.  It  was 
full  of  that  rude  and  primitive  meaning  which  lurks  so  often  in  the 
private  sympathetic  chuckle  with  which  two  men  discuss  a  woman. 
He  went  out  of  the  room  quickly,  with  a  nervous  impatience,  over 
which  he  had  no  control.  In  the  experience  of  all  sensitive  persons, 
there  arises  now  and  then  a  moment  when  contrariety  seems  in  the 
very  air,  and  everything  turns  against  them.  Edmund  felt  that 
on  every  side  his  wishes,  his  feelings,  his  ideas  of  all  that  was  just 
and  fit,  were  contradicted,  and  that  the  entire  world  was  out  of 
harmony  with  him.  Not  only  his  f\ither  and  brother,  and  the 
atmosphere  of  the  house  which  was  full  of  them,  opposed  him  and 
jarred  his  nerves  and  temper  at  every  turn,  but  the  most  trifling 
things  appeared  to  rise  in  antagonism,  and  cut  every  possibility  of 
relief.  The  sourd,  mysterious  something  which  stood  between  him 
and  Elizabeth,  which  made  even  old  Pax,  his  most  familiar  confi- 
dante, repellent  and  unharmonious,  scarcely  aflfected  him  more  than 
those  lesser  jars  of  contradiction  which  met  him  at  every  turn. 
That  Mrs.  Ford  should  have  refused  information  about  Lily,  that 
he  should  be  supposed  the  champion  of  the  family,  that  it  should  be 
possible,  however  falsely,  to  gibe  at  his  forgetfulness  of  their  dis- 
astrous influence  over  Roger, — he  whose  heart  was  the  only  one 
faithful  to  Roger, — exasperated  him  almost  beyond  bearing.  He 
went  out  with  that  sensation  of  being  unable  to  bear  anything  more, 
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or  endure  another  moment  of  this  contrariety  and  horrible  antag- 
onism of  everything,  which  is  at  once  so  natural,  so  inevitable,  so 
foolish.  Women  find  relief  in  tears  at  such  moments,  but  Edmund 
could  get  no  such  relief;  everything  was  against  him;  he  was 
despondent  yet  exasperated,  angry  as  well  as  sad.  Why  should 
he  go  to  Mount  Travers,  where  everything  was  already  decided 
against  him  1  Why  stay  here,  where  he  was  put  out  of  all  influence, 
misrepresented,  misunderstood ;  where  his  attempt  to  do  justice 
was  taken  for  partiality  towards  the  offender,  and  his  anxious 
endeavour  to  carry  out  his  dead  brother's  wishes  repulsed  as  a 
curiosity  of  his  own  1  It  was  time,  surely,  for  him  to  shake  the 
dust  off  his  feet,  and  leave  the  place  where  he  was  disinherited, 
contemned,  and  set  aside.  He  felt  the  jar  of  the  vexation,  of  the 
contradiction,  go  to  his  very  soul.  How  much  better  to  go  away 
from  the  house  where  he  was  displaced,  from  the  love  that  would 
have  none  of  him,  from  the  country  where  his  charities,  his  faith- 
fulness, his  desire  to  help  and  succour,  were  all  misconceived ! 
Eoger  had  done  it  in  the  most  conclusive  fashion,  shaking  off  so 
many  embarrassments  and  troubles  along  with  the  mortal  coil. 
Edmund  thought  wistfully,  with  a  certain  envy,  of  his  brother's 
complete  escape.  He  had  no  temptation  to  put  an  end  to  his  life, 
yet  a  great  weariness  took  possession  of  him.  If  he  could  but  tiu-n 
his  back  on  everything,  flee  far  from  them  !  Oh,  for  the  wings  of 
a  dove  !  But  where  1  Not  to  some  foreign  land,  which  was  the 
ordinary  commonplace  expedient, — to  change  the  sky,  but  not  the 
mind.  What  Edmund  really  wanted  was  to  escape  from  himself; 
and  that,  alas,  is  what  none  can  do. 

At  the  same  time,  amid  all  this  contrariety,  there  was  some- 
thing, a  spirit  in  his  feet,  driving  him  to  that  high  house  on  the 
hill,  to  which  he  had  been  invited  that  morning.  To  see  Mr, 
Gavelkind !  He  laughed,  with  a  bitter  sense  of  humour,  at  that 
idea.  The  old  lawyer  was  his  friend, — there  was  no  scorn  of  him 
in  Edmund's  mind ;  but  with  a  heart  full  of  Elizabeth,  to  go  to 
her  man  of  business  !  It  would  have  been  too  ludicrous,  if  it  had 
not  been  the  greatest  contradiction,  the  most  irritating  contrariety 
of  all. 
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'  Yes,  I  am  just  going.  I  wish  you  could  have  come  a  little 
earlier.  I've  been  here  three  days, — to  be  sure,  one  of  them  was 
a  Sunday.  There  are  a  great  many  things  I  should  have  liked  to 
talk  to  you  about.' 

'  I  am  sorry,'  Edmund  said ;  but  he  had  not  the  same  sense 
that  to  talk  things  over  with  Mr.  Gavelkind  was  a  matter  of  im- 
portance which  the  lawyer  seemed  to  feel  on  his  side. 

'  I  see  ;  you  don't  feel  that  it's  of  very  much  consequence  what 
I  think.  Well,  perhaps  not.  Few  things  are  of  much  importance 
taken  separately ;  it's  when  they  come  together  that  they  tell. 
No,  don't  apologise  ;  I  am  in  no  danger  of  misunderstanding.  I'll 
teU  you  what,  though  ;  you  shouldn't  leave  things  too  long  hanging 
in  the  wind.' 

'  Hanging  in  the  wind  ? ' 

'  Come,'  said  Mr.  Gavelkind,  '  I  don't  intend  to  summer  it  and 
winter  it,  as  the  country  people  say.  You  and  I  have  been  able 
to  understand  each  other  before  now  without  putting  a  dot  on 
every  i.  There's  something  going  on  up  there  which  I  don't 
understand.' 

He  pointed,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand,  to  the  house  on  the  hill. 
The  sun  was  blazing  in  all  the  plate-glass,  and  made  it  flare  over 
the  whole  country,  as  if  it  were  some  great  heliograph  ic  apparatus, 
Edmund  had  met  the  lawyer  going  down  to  the  station  by  the 
steep  and  short  path  which  old  Travers  had  made  through  the 
grounds.  He  had  a  little  bag  in  his  hand,  and  his  coat  over  his 
arm. 

'  To  have  to  do  witli  ladies  in  business  is  a  trial,'  he  resumed. 
'  In  your  own  family  it's  a  different  matter,  and  I'm  fond  of  women 
for  friends,  notwithstanding  all  that's  said  to  the  contrary ;  but  to 
have  their  business  to  do,  and  to  hold  them  to  it,  and  to  keep 
reason  always  uppermost,  is  almost  too  mu(;li  for  me.' 
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'  I  have  heard  you  commend  Miss  Travers's  capacity  for  business, 
all  the  same.' 

'  That  I  have,  and  meant  it  too  !  She  has  a  good  head,  and  a 
clear  head ;  but  there's  always  some  point  in  which  reason  is  not 
the  sole  guide  with  women.  It  may  take  a  long  time  to  find  it  out, 
but  it  always  appears  at  the  end.     There's  this  business  about  these 

Fords Ah,  Mrs.  Travers  ! '  exclaimed  Mr.  Gavelkind,  hastily 

transferring  his  coat  to  his  left  arm  that  he  might  take  off  his  hat. 
'  I  knew  you  were  out  of  doors,  but  I  didn't  think  you  would 
venture  down  a  steep  road  like  this.' 

'  I  didn't.  I  came  the  other  way,  to  say  good-bye  to  you ;  I 
couldn't  let  you  go  without  saying  good-bye.  And  my  compliments 
to  Mrs.  Gavelkind.  I  hope  she  will  really  arrange  some  time  to 
come  with  you  and  stay  a  little  while.  Saturday  to  Monday  I 
don't  consider  a  visit  at  all' 

'You  are  very  kind,  I'm  sure,'  said  the  lawyer.  'It's  been 
Friday  to  Monday,  this  time,  and  a  great  deal  of  business  got 
through.  I'll  give  my  wife  your  kind  message.  Miss  Travers 
had  already  asked ' 

'  I  daresay,'  said  the  old  lady  quickly,  '  that  your  wife,  being 
an  older  person,  would  not  think  much  of  an  invitation  from 
Lizzy,  while  the  mistress  of  the  house  said  nothing ;  but  you  can 
tell  her  from  me  that  it's  all  the  same.  We'll  be  highly  pleased 
to  see  her  any  time  before  the  end  of  the  summer.  Good-bye,  Mr. 
Gavelkind.' 

The  lawyer  shot  a  glance  at  Edmund  underneath  his  brows, 
but  he  took  his  leave  very  ceremoniously  of  the  old  lady,  who  had 
been  accompanied  by  a  female  figiire,  a  few  steps  behind  her. 
She  turned  round  to  take  this  companion's  arm,  to  mount  the 
slope. 

'  Why,  the  girl  is  gone  ! '  she  cried.  '  Mr.  Mitford,  I  beg  your 
pardon  !  I  was  so  occupied  in  saying  good-bye  to  Mr.  Gavelkind 
that  I've  never  said  "How  d'ye  do"  to  you.  I  wonder  if  you'll 
give  me  your  arm  to  help  me  up  the  bank.  Thank  you,  I've 
always  noticed  you  were  nice  to  old  people.  And  so  was  your 
poor  brother.  Is  it  true  what  I  hear,  that  it's  the  yoimgest  that 
is  to  succeed  to  the  property?  Somebody  told  me  so  this  very 
day.' 

'  There  is  no  question  of  succeeding  to  the  property  at  present, 
Mrs.  Travers,  My  father  is  well  and  strong,  and  I  hope  may  keep 
it  himself  for  many  years.' 

'  That's  a  very  proper  feeling ;  I  approve  of  it  greatly.  When 
Lizzy  marries,  I  hope  it  will  not  be  any  one  who  will  grudge  me 
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every  day  I  live ;  for  of  course  I  will  leave  her  everything, — 
everything  that  is  in  my  power.' 

Edmund  made  a  little  bow  of  assent,  but  he  did  not  feel  it 
necessary  to  enter  into  the  possible  sentiments  of  the  man  whom 
Lizzy  might  marry.  The  old  lady  looked  at  him  closely,  her  keen 
eyes  undimmed  by  the  little  gasps  and  pantings  with  which  she 
had  dragged  herself  up  the  steep  ascent. 

'  I  have  not  so  much  in  my  power  as  you  would  think,'  said 
Mrs.  Travers,  'for  all  the  property  belongs  to  Lizzy  after  my 
death.  Her  uncle  thought  that  was  only  just,  seeing  that  her 
father  began  the  business,  though  it  was  my  husband  who  made 
the  money.  Everybody  has  his  own  way  of  thinking,  Mr.  Mitford, 
but  I  must  say  I  felt  it  a  little  not  to  have  anything  in  my  own 
power.  Of  course  I  should  have  left  it  to  Lizzy, — who  else  should 
I  leave  it  to  1 — but  everybody  likes  to  be  trusted,  and  to  have 
something  in  their  own  power.' 

'  No  doubt,'  returned  Edmund  gravely.  The  little  old  lady 
clung  to  his  arm,  and  kept  looking  up  from  time  to  time  suddenly, 
as  if  to  take  him  at  a  disadvantage,  and  read  whatever  unintentional 
meaning  might  pass  over  his  face. 

'  If  she  married  a  man  whom  I  approved  of,  they  might  go  on 
living  with  me,  perhaps.  I  would  not  make  it  a  promise ;  but  if 
he  were  a  person  I  liked,  and  one  who  would  behave  properly  to 
an  elderly  lady.  They  don't  generally,  Mr.  Mitford;  when  a 
woman  has  ceased  to  be  young,  they  have  a  way  of  looking  at  her 
as  if  she  had  no  right  to  live  at  all.  Oh,  I  know  what  I  am  saying. 
I  am  not  Lizzy's  mother,  it  is  true,  but  I  should  be  more  or  less 
in  the  position  of  a  mother-in-law,  and  that  is  what  I  never  could 
put  up  with.  Give  a  dog  an  ill-name  and  hang  him,  they  say ; 
call  a  woman  a  mother-in-law,  and  it's  the  same  thing ;  though 
why  a  respectable  woman  should  be  turned  into  a  fiend  by  the 
marriage  of  her  daughter  I  have  never  been  able  to  find  out. 
Happily,  Lizzy  is  not  my  daughter,  but  it  comes  to  very  much  the 
same  thing.' 

As  she  paused  for  a  reply,  Edmund  felt  himself  obliged  to  say 
that  the  general  hatred  of  mothers-in-law  was  '  only  a  joke.' 

'A  joke!  It's  a  joke  in  very  bad  taste,  Mr.  Mitford.  But 
you  may  rely  upon  it,  I  know  what  I  am  tallying  about.  You  were 
very  civil,  giving  me  your  arm  when  that  girl  ran  away.  (It  was 
very  silly  of  her  to  run  away,  but  she  can't  bear  to  be  seen  about, 
poor  thing  !)  And  your  fatlicr  was  very  polite  the  last  time  he 
was  liere.  He  looked  to  me  as  if  he  were  bent  on  finding  out 
something ;  but  he  was  very  polite,  all  the  same,  and  made  himself 
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quite  agreeable.  Tell  me  about  your  brother — the  brother  that 
is  to  be  the  successor,  according  to  what  people  say.  Oh  !  I  forgot ; 
you  don't  wish  to  talk  of  that.' 

'  I  have  no  objection  to  talk  of  it.  I  believe  you  are  quite 
right,  and  that  Stephen  is  to  be  my  father's  heir.' 

'  I  have  always  heard  it  was  a  very  nice  property,'  she  remarked. 
'My  dear  Mr.  Mitford,  I  am  sure  you  must  have  played  your 
cards  very  badly,  when  your  kind  father  cuts  you  off  like  that.' 

'  Perhaps  so,'  replied  Edmund,  with  a  half  smile ;  '  or  perhaps 
he  thinks  my  brother  better  fitted  to  keep  up  the  character  of  a 
country  gentleman,  and  he  may  be  quite  right.' 

'  You  take  it  very  coolly,  anyhow,'  said  Mrs.  Travers ;  '  and 
you  really  think  that  Mr.  Stephen  —  isn't  that  his  name?  oh. 
Captain,  to  be  sure  ;  I  had  forgot — will  keep  it  up  best  1  Well, 
I  never  was  brought  up  with  any  superstition  about  an  eldest  son, 
myself.  I  know  your  younger  brother  least  of  any  of  you.  I 
hope  he'll  come  and  see  us.  I  am  devoted  to  the  army,  and  I  like 
people  of  decided  character.  Tell  him  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  him 
at  Mount  Travers.  Mr.  Mitford,  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you. 
I  don't  require  to  trouble  you  any  more,  now  we  have  got  up  to 
the  level  of  the  house.'  And  she  drew  her  arm  briskly  out  of  his, 
and  stood  still  for  a  moment,  turning  round  upon  him  as  if  to  give 
him  his  dismissal. 

Edmund  felt  with  a  sense  of  pleasure  that,  notwithstanding 
all  that  had  happened,  his  mind  was  as  capable  of  being  amused 
as  ever.  He  had  been  vague  enough  up  to  this  moment,  not 
decided  whether  he  should  go  or  not.  But  Mrs.  Travers  made  up 
his  mind  for  him.  '  I  hope,'  he  said,  '  I  may  call,  though  I  am 
no  longer  of  any  use ;  for  I  have  a  message  for  Miss  Travers  from 
the  Rectory.' 

'Oh,  from  Pax,  as  Lizzy  calls  her;  an  absurd  name,  and  I 
think  she's  rather  an  absurd  person.  I  can't  see  what  Lizzy 
finds  in  her — very  limited  and  prejudiced,  like  all  the  clergy 
people,  and  very  fond  of  her  own  way.  Oh,  surely,  Mr.  Mitford, 
come  in,  come  in  ;  you'll  find  Lizzy  in  the  drawing-room.  Good-bye, 
in  case  I  should  not  see  you  again.' 

Elizabeth  was  seated  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  at  a 
writing-table,  with  her  back  turned  towards  the  door.  She  got 
up  with  a  little  stumble  of  excitement,  when  she  became  aware  of 
Edmund's  presence.  '  You  must  pardon  me,'  he  said,  '  for  coming 
in  unannounced.  I  met  Mrs.  Travers  at  the  foot  of  the  bank,  and 
came  back  with  her.     She  told  me  I  should  find  you  here.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Elizabeth,  holding  out  her  hand.     She  added,  in  a 
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voice  which  was  slightly  tremulous,  '  I  am  always  at  home  at  this 
hour.' 

Did  she  wish  him  to  be  aware  of  that  1  Or  was  it  a  mere 
impulse  of  shyness,  and  because  she  did  not  know  what  to  say  1 

They  sat  down  near  each  other,  in  the  great  room  with  the 
vast  plate-glass  window,  which  took  away  all  sense  of  being  within 
doors,  and  made  that  wide  landscape  part  of  the  scene,  and  for 
perhajjs  a  whole  long  minute  neither  spoke.  There  was  a  screen 
arranged  round  Mrs.  Travers's  little  table  and  easy -chair,  to 
preserve  her  from  some  imaginary  draught,  or  perhaps  to  give  a 
sense  of  shelter  where  all  was  so  blank  and  wide.  Elizabeth 
looked  at  her  visitor  with  something  like  a  sentiment  of  alarm  in 
her  wide-open  eyes.  The  two  seemed  at  last  to  have  met  alone, 
in  a  vast  centre  of  naked  space,  where  there  could  no  longer  be 
any  veil  of  mystery  between  them.  Edmund  was  not  so  ready  as 
she  was  expectant.  He  had  not  come  with  any  definite  idea  in 
his  mind  as  to  what  he  was  to  do  or  say,  but  only  to  sec  her,  to 
speak  to  her,  to  follow  any  leading  that  good  or  evil  fortune  might 
put  in  his  way. 

'  I  met  Mr.  Gavelkind,  on  his  way  to  town.' 

'  He  has  been  here  since  Friday.    He  is  a  very  warm  friend ' 

'You  could,  I  am  sure,  have  nobody  more  devoted  to  your 
interests.' 

'  I  meant  of  yours,  Mr.  Mitford.  He  has  always  a  great  deal 
to  say  of  you.' 

'  Of  me  1 '  responded  Edmund  with  a  smile.  '  That's  strange  ! 
I  have  got  so  wiped  out  of  everything  that  it  is  odd  to  hear  of 
any  one  who  thinks  of  me.' 

'  You  are  too  kind,'  said  Miss  Travers  ;  '  you  let  the  thought  of 
duty  carry  you  too  far.  Duty  must  have  a  limit.  There  is  some- 
thing that  perhaps  I  ought  to  tell  you ;  but  when  I  see  tliat  you 
are  deceived,  or  that  you  think  yourself  bound  to  regard  as  sacred, 
to  uphold  and  to  justify •' 

'  What  1 '  he  asked,  bending  forward  towards  her,  too  much 
astonished  to  say  more. 

'  Mr.  Mitford,  I  don't  know  how  to  speak.  It  is  not  a  thing 
to  be  discussed  between  you  and  me.  But  when  I  see  how  you 
are  making  an  idol  of  one  who^when  I  perceive  how  you  arc 
devoting  yourself  to  carry  out  plans  which — and  letting  yom'  life 
and  evcrytliing  in  it  go  by ' 

Elizabeth's  voice  had  begun  to  tremble,  her  eyes  were  filling 
with  tears,  her  colour  changed  from  red  to  wliite.  She  kept  clasp- 
ing and  unclasping  her  hands,  in  the  strain  of  some  excitement, 
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the  cause  of  which  he  coiild  not  discover.  What  was  its  cause, 
and  how  was  he  involved  in  it  1  And  what  was  this  purpose 
which  she  attributed  to  him,  whicli  made  him  let  his  own  life 
goby? 

'  My  own  life  1 '  he  said.  '  I  seem  to  have  none.  I  am  pushed 
aside  from  everything,  but  I  wish  I  could  think  you  cared  what 
became  of  my  life.  I  should  like  to  tell  you  how  it  has  been 
arrested  for  months  in  tlie  only  great  wish  I  have  ever  formed  for 
myself.     Miss  Travers,  my  brother  Roger ' 

'  Oh  ! '  she  cried,  clasping  her  hands  with  something  which 
looked  like  a  wild  and  feverish  impatience.  '  Don't  speak  to  me  of 
Roger, — I  don't  want  to  know  any  more  of  him  !  I  would  rather 
never  hear  his  name  again  ! ' 

She  got  up  as  she  spoke,  starting  from  the  chair  as  though  she 
could  no  longer  tolerate  the  situation,  and  stood  for  a  moment  in 
front  of  the  great  window,  her  tall  figure  showing  against  the 
background  of  the  vast  landscape  outside.  She  turned  her  back 
upon  it,  and  stood  facing  him,  twisting  her  fingers  together  in 
her  agitation. 

'  Mr.  Mitford,'  she  said,  clearing  her  throat,   '  I  know  I  ought 

to  have  told  you — I  ought  to  tell  you '    The  door  opened  while 

the  words  were  on  her  lips.  Elizabeth  made  a  movement  of 
almost  angry  impatience.  '  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  it,  and 
now  I  can't  do  it ! '  she  cried,  turning  away  hastily.  Edmund 
had  risen  too,  he  could  scarcely  tell  why.  She  had  turned  round, 
and  stood  gazing  out  of  the  window,  in  a  tremor  of  suspense  and 
agitation,  disappointed  and  excited.  Mrs.  Travers  appeared  at 
the  door,  relieved  of  her  outdoor  garments,  with  her  little  pale  face 
surrounded  by  the  dead  white  of  her  widow's  cap,  and  everything 
about  her  breathing  the  tranquillity  of  the  common  day.  The 
extraordinary  diff'erence  and  contrast  startled  Edmund.  He  did 
not  know  why  Elizabeth  should  be  so  excited ;  but  he  perceived 
the  seriousness  of  her  agitation,  and  how  much  it  must  mean, 
when  he  saw  her  sjDring  up  and  go  to  the  window,  as  Mrs.  Travers 
came  softly  in  and  took  her  usual  place.  A  third  person,  whom 
he  did  not  remark,  except  that  there  was  a  movement  of  some  one 
following,  came  in  with  the  old  lady ;  half  visible  for  a  moment 
then  disappearing  behind  the  screen.  He  had  an  imjiression,  of 
which  he  took  no  heed  amid  the  other  images,  more  urgent,  that 
filled  up  all  the  foreground,  that  this  third  person,  the  attendant, 
whoever  she  was,  remained  in  the  room,  though  unseen. 

'  So  you  found  Lizzy,  Mr.  Mitford  1 '  said  Mrs.  Travers.  '  I 
thought  you  would  find  her  here.     I  did  intend  to  let  you  have 
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her  all  to  yourself,  while  I  rested  a  little.  But  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  we  saw  your  father  and  your  brother  coming  this  way,  and 
I  put  on  my  cap  and  came  down.  I  couldn't  leave  Lizzy  to 
entertain  three  gentlemen,  all  of  the  same  family  ;  that  would 
have  been  too  much.' 

Elizabeth  turned  quickly  from  the  window.  '  I  see  them  ;  they 
are  just  here,'  she  said. 

'  And  I  wanted  particularly  to  see  the  captain, — I  have  always 
told  you  I  like  military  men,'  returned  her  aunt ;  '  but  don't  let 
Mr.  Edmund  Llitford  go  away  for  that.  He  is  not  ashamed,  I 
suppose,  of  being  foimd  here.' 

Elizabeth  came  and  sat  down  near  him,  not  concealing  the 
tremulous  condition  in  which  she  was ;  she  gave  him  a  look  of 
disappointment,  mingled  with  an  almost  feverish  irritation  and 
annoyance,  and  faintly  shook  her  head.  She  had  something  to 
tell  him,  and  she  had  been  made  to  stop  with  the  very  words  in 
her  mouth.  Her  eyes  had  a  certain  pleading  in  them  that  he 
should  not  go  away,  and  Edmund  had  no  wish  to  go  away.  He 
was  glad  to  be  here,  to  watch  what  his  father  and  brother  intended, 
to  find  out  their  purpose.  Whatever  aim  they  might  have,  it  was 
well  that  there  should  be  some  one  to  keep  a  watch  on  that. 
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A    REVELATION 

'  Oh,  you've  got  here  before  us,  Ned,'  Stephen  remarked  in  an 
aside,  in  his  amiable  way.  He  drew  a  chair  near  to  that  from 
which  Elizabeth  had  risen  on  the  entry  of  the  newcomers,  and 
which  she  had  resumed  nervously,  still  with  that  thrill  of  agitation. 
She  was  thus  seated  between  the  brothers,  Ste2)hen  bending  towards 
her,  half  turning  his  back  upon  the  window.  '  It  is  dazzling  to 
come  in  here,'  he  observed.  '  The  country  doesn't  look  half  so 
sunny  and  brilliant  outside.     It  must  be  something  in  this  room.' 

He  looked  at  her,  as  he  spoke,  with  a  laugh  and  an  admiring 
gaze  which  indicated  his  meaning  almost  too  distinctly.  The 
time  of  broad  compliment  has  passed  away,  and  Elizabeth  was 
unacquainted  with  that  form  of  address.  She  gave  him  an 
astonished  look. 

'Of  course  it  is  something  in  this  room,'  said  the  Squire. 
*  Young  fellows  are  not  so  ready  as  they  were  in  our  day,  Mrs. 
Travers.     I  think  I  could  have  put  it  more  neatly,  in  my  time ' 

'It  is  the  plate-glass,'  suggested  the  old  lady.  'As  for  the 
other  sort  of  thing,  my  time's  over,  and  Lizzy's  too  serious.  I 
don't  know  why  the  plate-glass  should  have  that  effect.  I  always 
told  Mr.  Travers  that  we  wanted  shade ;  but  trees  won't  grow  in 
a  day,  and  the  plate-glass  is  like  a  mirror, — that's  what  it  is.' 

'  It's  the  light  within,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  with  an  old-fashioned 
bow  that  took  in  both  the  ladies.  '  My  son  Stephen  has  scarcely 
been  at  home,  to  stay,  since  he  was  a  boy.  But  he  tiu-ns  up  when 
I  want  him.     We  need  to  hold  together  now.' 

'Yes,  indeed,'  Mrs.  Travers  replied,  with  the  gravity  that 
befitted  the  situation,  '  the  fewer  you  get,  the  more  you  ought  to 
cling  close ;  but  it  isn't  all  families  that  do  that.' 

'  It  wants  a  pretty  strong  inducement,'  said  Stephen,  '  to  make 
a  man  bmy  himself  in  the  country  in  June.  Don't  you  think  so  ? 
Oh,  I  know  it's  the  height  of  summer,  and  all  that ;  but  on  the 
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other  hand,  there's  nothing  for  a  man  to  do.  Tennis,  yes  ;  but 
tennis  soon  palls,  don't  you  think  so.  Miss  Traversi — with  the 
Miss  Tredgolds  and  a  curate  or  two.' 

His  own  laugli  was  the  only  one  that  Stephen  drew  out,  which 
was  uncomfortable.  Elizabeth  was  too  completely  preoccupied  to 
be  able  to  give  him  more  than  the  faintest  smile.  '  I  am  no 
authority,'  she  said.     '  I  never  play.' 

'  We  must  find  something  for  him  to  do  till  September,  Miss 
Travers,'  remarked  the  Squire.  'I  shall  trust  to  you  ladies  to 
help  me  in  that.  In  September  we  all  come  to  life,  you  know. 
And  that  reminds  me  of  our .  particular  errand,  Stephen.  It 
appears  there  is  one  of  our  keepers.  Ford,  whom  you  ladies  have 
taken  a  fancy  to.' 

*  Ford  ? '  Elizabeth  said,  with  a  sudden  interest.  '  Yes,  I  know 
something  of  him.'  She  gave  a  quick  look  round,  and  seemed 
to  hesitate  for  a  moment  whether  she  shoidd  not  get  up  and  call 
some  one,  but  reconsidered  the  matter,  and  sat  still. 

'My  dear  young  lady,'  said  the  Squire,  playfully  holding  up 

and  shaking  a  finger  at  her,  '  don't  you  know But  I  am  siu-e 

you  don't,  or  you  would  never  have  done  it.  Among  us  men,  it's 
not  quite  the  thing — it's  not  considered  quite  the  thing  to  inter- 
fere with  another  man's  servants.  We  are  but  savages,  more  or 
less.     I  know  our  ways  are  not  ladies'  ways.' 

*I  beg  your  pardon,'  returned  Elizabeth.  'I  have  never 
intended  to  interfere.  I  take  an  interest  in  the  man, — that  is 
true.  He  came  to  tell  me  he  was  turned  out  at  a  moment's  notice, 
— threatened  with  the  police.' 

'  That  was  all  a  bit  of  nonsense,'  observed  the  Squire,  bland 
and  smiling.  '  There's  the  culprit,  looking  ashamed  of  himself,  as 
he  ought,  come  to  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  young  lady.  Speak 
up,  Steve.  You're  on  your  trial,  my  boy,  and  before  such  a  judge 
it's  worth  while  clearing  yourself.' 

'  I  hope  I'll  meet  wdth  mercy,'  said  Stephen.  '  It's  my  ill-fate 
that  though  I  know  Miss  Travers  so  well,  she  knows  me  little,  I 
fear,  and  possibly  doesn't — trust  me.'  He  was  used  to  good 
fortune  with  women,  and  he  knew  that  among  the  class  to  which 
he  was  accustomed  a  bold  fi-ont  was  half  the  battle.  He  looked 
at  Elizabeth  with  an  air  which  Avas  half  ingratiating,  half  insolent. 
'  I'm  not,  perhaps,  good  for  very  much  ;  but  if  I  had  known  you 
took  an  interest  in  the  people,  why,  that  would  have  made  all  the 

difference.     But  I  hadn't  a  notion You'd  better  speak  for 

me,  sir.     I  haven't  the  ear  of  the  court.' 

'  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  we  take  a  very  strong  interest  in  the 
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Fords,'  said  Mrs.  Travcrs,  looking  up  from  lier  work.  '  We  think 
they've  had  a  great  deal  to  bear  from  your  family,  I  don't  know 
all  the  details  myself,  but  Elizabeth  does.  Probably  Mr.  Mitford 
himself  doesn't  know,  Lizzy ;  and  Captain  Mitford,  who  has  been 
away  for  so  long,  and  is  really  almost  a  stranger  in  Melcombe ' 

'  It  is  true,'  interrupted  Elizabeth.  '  I  ought  to  have  thought. 
I  know  only  one  side,  and  perhaps  you  know  only  another.  I 
have  no  right  to  be  the  judge.' 

'  My  dear  Miss  Travers,  we  are  delighted,  delighted  to  have 
you  for  the  judge.  Where  could  we  find  one  so  gentle,  one  so  fair, 
in  both  senses  of  the  word  1  Speak  up,  can't  you,  Steve,  and  tell 
all  your  bad  meaning.  Of  course  he  had  a  bad  meaning;  not 
abstract  justice, — oh  no,  that's  seldom  what  we  think  of.  Speak 
up !     A  fellow  like  you  should  get  the  ladies  to  take  his  part.' 

'  I'm  quite  ready,  for  one,'  responded  little  Mrs.  Travers,  laying 
her  work  down  upon  her  lap.  '  I'm  always  a  friend  to  military 
men.  Where  should  we  be  without  them  ?  There  would  be  no 
security  for  anything,  I  always  say.' 

'  There's  encouragement  for  you,  Steve,'  remarked  his  father 
with  a  laugh. 

'  If  there's  to  be  a  trial,  the  court  had  better  be  cleared,'  said 
Edmund,  getting  up, — a  movement  which  made  Stephen's  face 
lighten  with  evident  satisfaction. 

'  That's  true,'  he  assented.  '  I  had  better  have  as  few  listeners 
as  possible,  to  take  notes  of  my  enormities.' 

Elizabeth  put  up  an  eager  hand.  '  Don't  go  away, — don't  go 
away,'  she  pleaded,  almost  in  a  whisper,  with  an  anxious  look  and 
a  return  of  that  agitation  which  was  so  inexplicable  to  Edmund, 
and  with  which  he  alone  seemed  connected.  The  only  answer  he 
could  make  was  a  bow  of  submission,  but  he  withcbew  from  the 
group,  and  going  to  the  window,  that  universal  resource  for  persons 
who  find  themselves  de  tro]),  stood  looking  out,  seeing  nothing,  as 
such  persons  generally  do. 

'  I  say,  sir,'  exclaimed  Stephen,  '  this  isn't  fair.  Here  is  Ned, 
a  sort  of  counsel  for  the  defendant.  No,  not  exactly  that,  for  I 
am  the  defendant;  but  at  all  events  for  the  other  side.  Don't 
you  know.  Miss  Travers,  that  brothers  are  usually  on  difi'erent 
sides  ? ' 

'  Come,  come,'  cried  Mrs.  Travers,  '  begin  !  This  is  getting 
more  and  more  interesting.'  She  was  delighted  with  Ste^jhen's 
air  of  assurance,  with  his  banter,  though  it  was  not  very  refined, 
and  that  look  of  a  conquering  hero,  which  he  rarely  laid  aside. 

'  Well,  then,  here  goes.      Miss  Travers,  you  must  know  our 
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view  of  these  Fords.  They  are  people,  though  I  don't  know 
details  any  more  than  Mrs.  Travers,  who  have  been  mixed  up  in — 
in  most  painful  events.  I  know  that  much,  though  I  mayn't 
know  all.  The  governor,  there,  has  heard  a  great  deal  too  much 
about  them ;  that's  the  truth.  I  knew  he'd  be  glad  to  be  rid  of 
them.  I  knew  also  that  he'd  rather  never  hear  their  name  again. 
Don't  you  see  1  I  therefore  thought  I'd  make  bold  to  take  it  into 
my  own  hands.' 

'  I  think  you  were  very  right.  Mr.  Mitford  might  indeed  have 
painful  associations,  and  he  could  not  be  to  blame.' 

Edmund  turned  round  in  amazement  to  hear  these  words  from 
Elizabeth.  To  hear  the  question  discussed  here  at  all  was  in  itself 
strange  enough,  but  to  hear  it  with  Stephen's  gloss  of  pretended 
solicitude  for  his  father,  approved  by  Elizabeth  !  The  story  was 
dim,  and  full  of  mystery  to  himself.  The  chance  of  hearing  it 
cleared  up  or  explained  away,  from  Stephen's  side,  was  one  which 
startled  him  out  of  all  pretence  of  calm  spcctatorship.  He  turned, 
with  invokmtary  excitement,  to  watch  the  speakers.  As  he  did 
so,  Edmund's  eye  was  attracted  by  a  flicker  of  movement  behind 
the  screen.  There  was  a  very  narrow  interval  between  its  edge 
and  the  wall, — so  narrow  that  a  person  standing  behind  might  see 
without  being  himself  seen.  There  seemed  to  be  preparations  for 
some  one  sitting  there ;  a  table  with  something  white  on  it,  a 
chair  pushed  against  the  wall.  These  details  caught  Edmund's 
eye  instantaneously,  as  he  turned  his  head.  But  a  second  glance 
showed  him  more.  Some  one  stood,  a  slight  dark  figure,  at  this 
coigne  of  vantage,  leaning  against  the  screen.  Her  head  was 
bowed,  her  face  invisible.  She  had  the  air  of  clinging  so  close  as 
to  obliterate  herself  in  the  shadow  and  dark  line  of  the  piece  of 
fui'niture.  Perhaps  he  would  not  have  been  sure  at  all  but  for 
the  lighter  colour  of  her  hair ;  her  very  face  was  pressed  against 
the  dark  velvet  of  the  screen.  He  was  so  much  startled  that  for 
the  moment  he  scarcely  heard  what  Stephen  was  saying,  though 
that  had  an  interest  to  him  beyond  anything  which  could  be 
roused  by  a  visitor  or  servant  at  Mount  Travers,  thus  clandestinely 
listening  to  something  which  she  had  no  business  to  hear. 

'Yes,'  Stephen  said,  'I  own  that  I  thought  that  a  kind  of 
duty ;  but  there  it  is  that  my  bad  meaning,  as  my  father  calls  it, 
comes  in.  To  get  rid  of  Ford  was  all  right,  a  relief  to  the  Squire 
without  bothering  him  ;  but  the  fact  was,  I  had  a  man  of  my  own.' 

'  A  man  of  your  own  !  Go  on,  Mr.  Stephen,  go  on.  It  is 
always  more  and  more  exciting,'  cried  Mrs.  Travers,  sitting  up 
erect  in  her  chair,  and  clapping  her  hands. 

X 
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'  Yes,  mea  culjm, — that  is  the  height  of  my  offence  ;  I  wanted 
to  put  in  my  own  man.  It  is  a  nice  little  cottage,  with  a  charming 
garden ;  and  instead  of  that  troublesome  fellow,  Ford,  with  his 
bad  antecedents,  I  had  planned  to  put  in  a  nice  young  couple,  my 

own HaUo  !     What's  this  %     Who's  this  1    What— what  do 

you  mean  by  it  V  Stephen  cried. 

Something  had  flitted  across  his  line  of  vision, — a  figure 
which  Edmund  alone  had  previously  seen.  But  even  Edmund  did 
not  observe,  so  quick  was  her  motion,  how  it  was  that  she  detached 
herself  from  the  shadow,  and  suddenly  became  visible  to  the  whole 
group,  standing  in  the  full  light  of  the  great  window.  Stephen 
acknowledged  the  wonder,  the  strangeness,  and  the  power  of  this 
apparition  by  springing  suddenly  to  his  feet ;  his  face,  slightly 
flushed  by  his  story-telling,  grew  crimson  in  a  moment  3  his  eyes 
seemed  to  project  from  his  head. 

'  Eh  1 '  exclaimed  the  Squire,  turning  towards  the  new  actor  on 
the  scene.  'Who  is  it?  What's  happened?  Why,  it's  Lily 
Ford ! ' 

'  She  has  heard  her  father  reflected  upon,'  said  Mrs.  Travers. 
'  Dear,  dear,  I  forgot  she  was  about !  Go  away,  my  poor  girl,  go 
away ;  it  was  not  meant  for  you  to  hear.' 

'  Miss  Travers,'  said  Lily,  in  a  tremulous,  hurried  voice,  '  I  told 
you  all  my  story,  every  word,  the  very  first  day.  I  told  it  all, 
except  who  it  was.  I  meant  to  hide  that  from  you,  for  his  very 
name  was  a  shame  to  say.  Perhaps  I've  done  harm  by  it ;  I'm 
afraid  I  have.  I'm  mended  of  my  folly  now.  To  hear  him  speak 
of  Ford,  that  was  troublesome,  that  had  bad  antecedents,  that  Mr. 

Mitford  could  not  bear  the  name  of Look  at  him.  Miss  Travers ; 

do  you  want  me  to  say  more  %  That's  the  man  that  beguiled  me 
up  to  London ;  that  was  to  take  me  to  a  woman's  house,  where  I 
should  be  taken  care  of,  and  marry  me  in  the  morning.  I  told 
you  every  word.  He  was  to  have  the  license  in  his  pocket,  and  it 
was  to  be  at  a  church  in  the  city.  There  he  is,  there  he  stands  ! 
That's  Stephen  Mitford,  that  was  to  be  my  husband,  but  never 
meant  it ;  that's  the  man  that  is  turning  out  my  father  and 
mother,  and  threatening  the  police  to  them,  because  I  escaped 
away  from  him  out  into  the  streets !  Rather  the  streets  than 
him  !     Rather  anything  in  all  the  world  than  him  ! ' 

'It's  a  lie!'  retorted  Stephen,  forgetting  all  his  precautions. 
'  Hold  your  tongue  !     How  dare  you  speak  1     It's  a  lie  ! ' 

'Lily!' cried  Elizabeth.  'Oh,  Lily!  What  are  you  saying?' 
She  had  uttered  a  cry  and  started  up  at  the  first  words  of  this 
strange  revelation ;  and  without  looking  at  Edmund  she  put  out 


XLii  A  REVELATION  307 

her  hand  to  him,  saying,  'Edmund,  forgive — forgive  me !'  as  Lily 
went  on. 

'  He  knows  it's  all  true  ! '  the  girl  cried,  pointing  to  Stephen. 
'  He  used  to  meet  me  in  the  park,  and  he  offered  to  marry  me. 
He  said  Not  church,  church  was  of  no  consequence, — a  registrar's 
office ;  but  I  said  No,  the  chm'ch  or  nothing ;  and  he  was  to  get 
the  license  for  a  church  in  the  city,  and  all  straightforward,  and  to 
take  me  to  a  good  woman's.  But  there  was  no  woman,  and  he 
had  said  I  was  his  wife.  Then  I  opened  the  door  and  ran  out  into 
the  streets  ;  and  I  walked,  and  walked,  and  walked,  till  I  was  like 
to  drop,  till  the  morning ;  and  then  I  got  to  the  railway,  where 
there  was  a  woman,  and  slept  all  day ;  and  there  you  foimd  me. 
I  told  you  all  the  story,  every  word,  except,  his  name.  And  there 
he  stands, — Stephen  Mitford.  Oh,  I  have  good  cause  to  know 
his  name  ! ' 

'  The  girl  is  mad  ! '  Stephen  cried.  '  It's  a  lie  !  She  means 
my  brother.  My  brother  would  have  married  her.  He  was  a 
fool.     It  was  Roger ;  it  was  not  I.' 

'  What's  aU  this  about  1 '  blustered  the  Squire.  He  had  sprung 
up  too,  from  his  seat.  '  He's  right,  Miss  Travers.  This  girl, 
confound  her ! — my  poor  boy  wanted  to  marry  her.  She  had 
— she  had — got  over  him,  somehow.  It's  true,  Roger  wanted 
to  marry  her.  Stephen  was  never  in  it.  Stei^hen  is  not  that 
sort ! '  Mr.  Mitford  laughed  in  a  wild  way,  with  an  indignant 
braggadocio,  ready  to  boast  of  his  son's  want  of  virtue.  '  He's 
not  a — he's  not  one  of  the  innocent  ones.  He  is  up  to  most 
things ! ' 

'  Lily,  my  child, — Lily,  come  here,'  cried  Mrs.  Travers.  '  Oh 
dear,  dear !  To  hear  that  about  her  fi^ther  has  quite  upset  her. 
Lily,  come  here, — come  here.' 

Lily  obeyed  the  call.  She  was  very  docile,  though  trembling 
with  passion  ;  and  in  that  stirring  up  of  all  her  being,  she  was  glad 
of  some  one  to  cling  to,  some  one  to  lean  upon.  She  obeyed  the 
movement  of  the  old  lady's  hand,  and  went  and  stood  behind  her 
chair.  The  others  were  all  standing  up,  gazing  at  each  other. 
Elizabeth,  in  her  compunction  and  astonishment,  had  put  her  hand 
suddenly  into  Edmund's,  not  knowing  what  she  did,  calling  him  by 
his  name ;  and  notwithstanding  the  wonderful  commotion  which 
this  involuntary  act  roused  in  him,  he  had  said  or  done  nothing 
save  hold  that  hand  firmly  in  his,  not  attempting  to  interrupt  the 
strain  of  a  stronger  interest,  the  question  now  raised  between  his 
father  and  brother,  between  whom  a  whole  tragedy  lay.  As  if  a 
magnet  had  drawn  them,  they  both   followed  Lily's  movements 
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with  their  eyes  ;  as  if  her  change  of  position  could  impart  something 
new  to  the  startling  tale. 

'  Speak  up,  man  ! '  cried  the  Squire,  growing  gradually  excited. 
'  Don't  leave  me  to  answer  for  you, — you've  a  big  enough  voice 
when  you  please.  Take  your  oath  to  it !  Ai-e  you  going  to  let 
them  believe  that — that  lie  1 ' 

'  That's  what  it  is,'  answered  Stephen.  His  voice  was  big 
enough,  but  there  was  something  hollow  in  it.  '  It  is  a  lie.  I've 
said  so.     You  see  she  can't  face  me  and  say  it  again ! ' 

'  Sir,'  said  Lily,  leaning  over  her  friend's  chair,  over  the  head  of 
the  little  old  lady,  who  looked  like  some  curious  white -and -black 
bird  with  eager  little  sparkling  eyes,  '  I  have  but  one  word,  I 
can't  vary  it.  Mr.  Roger, — oh  !  he  was  too  good  ;  he  spoke  to  me 
as  if  I  had  been  the  highest  lady  in  the  land.  But  Stephen  made 
me  leave  my  home ;  he  said  we  were  to  be  married,  and  he  would 
get  a  license  ;  it  was  to  be  in  a  church  in  the  city.'  Lily  went  over 
those  details  again  with  a  monotony  of  repetition,  as  she  had  gone 
over  and  over  them  in  her  mind  in  circles  of  confused  and  miserable 
thinkings.     '  I  trusted  him,  and  I  went  to  him,  but  he  never  meant 

it.     When  I  saw  how  it  was Oh,  ask  him  ;  he  will  tell  you  ! ' 

she  cried,  suddenly  turning  upon  her  former  lover,      '  Ask  him,  look 
at  him  !     Can't  you  see  it  in  his  face  1 ' 

'  You  liar  ! '  he  cried,  hoarse  with  passion  ;  '  you  jilt,  you  little 
devil !  The  streets, — that  was  where  she  came  from,  where  she  be- 
longed !     Yes,  I'll  take  my  oath  !  I  tell  you  it's  an  infernal  lie  ! ' 

'  I  walked  about  the  streets  all  night.  God  protected  me,'  said 
Lily,  '  It  was  like  the  dead  walking,  but  I  was  safe  there  from 
him.  I  told  Miss  Travers  every  word,  but  not  who  he  was.  I 
would  have  spared  him,  if  he  had  spared  my  father  and  mother. 
For  he  did  me  no  harm,  only  a  night  in  the  streets  •  an  awful  night, 
on  my  feet,  walking  all  the  time,  but  that's  all.  He  did  me  no 
harm  ! ' 

Stephen  looked  as  a  bully  looks  when  he  is  beaten  down  and  can 
brag  no  more.  '  I  took  her  from  the  streets, — that's  what  she 
means.     I  wouldn't  go  after  her  there, — that's  what  has  made  her 

mad.     She's  a  liar, — she's  a  d d ' 

Mr.  Mitford  raised  his  stick,  and  made  as  if  he  would  have 
struck  his  son  on  the  mouth.  His  own  forehead  and  cheeks  were 
piuple.  He  tried  to  speak,  and  the  foam  flew  from  his  mouth 
like  spray.     '  You  hound  ! '  he  cried.     '  Do  you  know  there  are 

ladies  here  1     D you,  you  make  me  forget  it ! '     He  struck  his 

stick  upon  the  ground  in  his  passion,  and  snapped  it  as  if  it  had  been 
glass.     '  Enticed  the  gud  like  a  villain  and  lost  her  like  a  fool !     I'm 
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glad  my  stick's  broken,  or  I'd  have  struck  him.  Don't  speak  to 
me, — don't  speak  to  me.  Get  out  of  my  way,  sir.  I'm  going 
home.' 

They  all  stood  staring,  accused  and  accuser  together,  while  the 
father,  stammering,  maddened,  pushing  everything,  furniture  and 
persons,  wildly  from  him,  turned  round,  clearing  the  way  with  the 
broken  end  of  his  stick,  and  rushed  out  of  the  room. 


XLIII 

THE   culprit's   REVENGE 

They  were  left,  as  the  exit  of  an  important  actor  in  a  stining  scene 
leaves  the  rest  of  the  parties  to  it,  in  an  enforced  pause  before  the 
movement  can  be  resumed,  at  watch  upon  each  other,  distracted 
for  the  moment,  each  antagonist  a  little  astray,  not  knowing  how 
the  debate  is  to  be  resumed,  and  against  which  of  the  adversaries 
he  is  to  find  himself  engaged.  To  Stephen  it  was  a  moment  of 
relief.  Among  the  others,  there  seemed  no  one  whom  he  could  not 
cow  by  his  louder  voice  and  stronger  denial.  It  appeared  to  him 
that  he  could  crush  that  slight  creature  standing  opposite  by  the 
mere  lifting  of  his  hand.  But  for  the  moment  he  did  not  know 
whether  it  were  she  or  some  other  against  whom  he  would  have  to 
stand. 

'Dear,  dear!'  said  Mrs.  Travers,  leaning  back  a  little  upon 
Lily,  who  stood  behind  her.  The  old  lady  was  frightened,  flurried, 
horror-stricken.  '  Oh  dear,  dear ! '  she  cried,  wringing  her  little 
transparent  hands.  'I  knew  there  was  something,  but  I  never 
knew  how  bad  it  was.     Oh  dear,  dear  ! — oh  dear,  dear  !' 

'  Stephen,'  said  Edmund,  '  I  think  we  had  better  follow  my 
father.     After  what  has  passed,  it  can  do  you  no  good  to  stay  here.' 

'  After  what  has  passed  !  What  has  passed  ?  The  story  of  a 
— of  a — the  sort  of  creature  no  man  is  safe  from.  It  might  have 
been  you  instead  of  me.  Would  you  slink  ofi",  and  let  her  have  it 
aU  her  own  way  ?  I'll  appeal  to  Mrs.  Travers.  You  know  what 
the  world  is ;  will  you  trust  that  woman  against  me  1  a  girl  that 
has  nothing  to  lose  against ' 

'Oh,  hush!'  inter]D0sed  Elizabeth.  'For  Heaven's  sake,  don't 
go  any  farther, — there  has  been  enough.  Oh,  get  your  brother  to 
go  away  !  We  do  trust  her, — we  know  her  better  than  we  know 
him.     Oh,  get  him  to  go  away  ! ' 

'  Dear,  dear  ! '  exclaimed  Mrs.  Travers,  *  oh  dear,  dear  !  I  can't 
bear  this  sort  of  thing,  Elizabeth.     He's  a  gentleman,  a  military 
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man.  And  don't  yoii  hear  him  1  He  appeals  to  me.  Lily  may 
have  been  mistaken  ;  he  may  be  able  to  explain.  Oh  dear,  dear  ! 
Mr.  Mitford  will  have  a  fit,  and  it  will  kill  me.  To  have  such  a 
disturbance  and  such  things  talked  of  in  a  lady's  house,— oh  dear, 
oh  dear,  oh  dear  !' 

'  Let  me  alone,  Ned,'  cried  Stephen ;  '  it's  my  character,  not 
yours,  that  is  at  stake.'  He  straightened  himself,  and  looked  round 
him  with  rising  courage.  '  You  say  true,'  he  continued.  '  Mrs. 
Travers,  pou  understand.  How  am  I  to  explain  before  ladies? 
Things  look  dreadful  to  ladies  that  are  no  harm  among  men.  If 
you  will  get  Miss  Travers  to  go  away,  and  that  girl,  I  will  tell  you 
all  I  can.     I'll  explain  as  well  as  I  can — to  you ' 

'Tome!'  interrupted  the  old  lady,  with  a  subdued  shriek, — 
'  explain  improprieties  to  me  !     Lizzy,  he  oughtn't  to  be  allowed  to 

talk  to  me  like  this.     Unless  she  has  made  a  mistake Oh, 

don't  be  too  hasty,  my  dear  !  Are  you  sure,  are  you  quite  sui'e,  it's 
the  same  gentleman  1  Oh,  Lily,  look  again  ;  you  might  be  mistak- 
ing him  for  some  one  else.  Are  you  sure  it  is  the  same  gentle- 
man, Lily?  If  it  was  the  right  one,  do  you  think  he'd  appeal 
to  meV 

'  It  is  the  man  whom  I  was  going  to  marry,'  returned  Lily, 
drooping  her  head.     *  How  could  I  make  a  mistake  as  to  him  V 

'  That  was  my  brother  Eoger,'  said  Stephen,  '  as  is  well  known. 
Why  she  shoidd  wish  to  ruin  me  in  your  opinion,  I  can't  tell.  She 
came  up  to  London  to  Eoger.  What  happened  to  her  there,  who 
knows  V  he  added  with  an  insulting  laugh.  '  Perhaps  it's  natural 
she  should  seek  out  some  one  to  answer  for  that  adventure, — I 
shouldn't  blame  her.  It's  fair  enough  to  do  what  you  can  in  self- 
defence.' 

'  Let  my  brother  Eoger's  name  be  left  out  of  this,'  said  Edmund 
sternly.  '  Say  what  you  will  for  yourself.  She  never  went  to 
London  to  Eoger.  He  was  as  delicate  and  tender  of  her  and  her 
good  name  as  if  she  had  been  the  Queen's  daughter.  Keep  his 
name  out  of  it.     I  cannot  allow  any  reference  to  him.' 

Mrs.  Travers  sat  up  erect  in  her  chair,  and  looked  at  Stephen 
with  her  small,  keen  eyes.  '  They  are  not  like  each  other,'  she 
said ;  '  and  how  could  she  mistake  the  man  she  was  going  to  marry, 
as  she  says  ?  Captain  Mitford  I  think  you  had  better  go  away. 
I  am  very  sorry,  for  I  have  a  jjartiality  for  military  men,  but  I 
don't  really  sec  how  there  could  be  any  mistake.  And  you  mustn't 
speak  about  the  girl  and  that  sort  of  thing.  We  know  her,  as 
Elizabeth  has  told  you,  a  great  deal  better  than  we  know  you.' 

Stephen  looked  round  upon  the  audience,  which  he  began  to 
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perceive  was  hostile  to  him,  with  lessening  self-command  and 
growing  wrath.  His  father's  departure  had  sobered  him  out  of  the 
first  burst  of  passion,  but  he  was  not  a  man  to  fight  a  losing  battle. 
He  went  on,  however,  repeating  his  i)lea.  '  I  can't  go  into  it  now, 
before  ladies.  Name  a  man,  and  I'll  explain  everything.  I  can't 
speak  before  ladies.  A  man  would  soon  see  it  was  all  a  made-up 
story.  Send  for  old  Gavelkind,  or  somebody.  I'll  explain  to  a 
man.' 

'  You  are  not  upon  your  trial  here,  Captain  Mitford,'  remarked 
Elizabeth.  '  We  have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  It  has  been  all  very 
unexpected  and  very  painfid.'  She  turned  to  Edmund  with  an 
appealing  gesture.  'It  would  be  much  better  if  it  could  end 
here.  There  is  nothing  more  for  us  to  do ;  it  is  no  business  of 
ours.' 

'  That  is  to  say,'  cried  Stephen  quickly,  '  I  am  to  consent  to  a 
slur  ujoon  my  character  because  there  isn't  a  man  in  the  house  to 
whom  I  can  speak,  nor  any  one  who  can  see  through  a  made-up 
story.  I  sha'n't  do  that !  Send  that  little  devil  away,  and  not  me. 
You  can't  know  her  half  so  well  as  I  know  her.  How  should  you  1 
She  puts  on  one  face  to  her  backers-up,  but  quite  a  different  one 
to  me.     She's ' 

'  Captain  Mitford,'  Mrs.  Travers  said,  '  you  seem  to  think,  after 
all,  that  you  know  Lily  very  well.' 

He  stopped  short,  confounded,  and  looked  at  the  old  lady  with 
a  dangerous  glitter  in  his  eyes — like  a  bull  putting  down  its  head 
before  it  charges. 

'  You  think  you  know  Lily  very  well,'  she  repeated ;  '  and  how 
should  you  know  her,  unless  what  she  says  is  true  1  I'm  very  sorry, 
for  you  are  a  near  neighbour,  and  I  always  thought  I  should  like 
you  best  of  the  family.  If  you  please.  Captain  Mitford,  will  you 
go  away  1  I  don't  want  to  hurt  your  feelings,  but  there's  no  man 
in  the  house,  as  you  say.  We  are  only  ladies ;  we  have  ourselves 
to  take  care  of.  Please  go.  And  I  don't  think,'  added  the  old 
lady,  upon  whose  face  there  had  come  a  little  colour,  a  flush  of  roused 
temper  and  feeling,  '  that  so  long  as  this  is  my  house  I  shall  want 
to  see  you  here  again.' 

He  burst  out  suddenly  into  a  loud  laugh.  He  was  exasperated 
by  her  little  air  of  authority,  her  precise  words,  the  majestic  aspect 
she  put  on,  and  he  was  half  mad  with  the  efforts  he  had  made  to 
restrain  himself,  and  the  sense  that  he  had  failed,  and  the  fury  and 
shame  of  the  exposure.  No  one  had  listened  to  what  he  said  in  his 
own  defence;  but  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  startle  them  into 
listening  to  him  at  last.      'Your  house?'  he  cried,  hurling  the 
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words  at  her  as  if  they  had  been  a  stone  picked  up  in  haste; 
'you've  no  house,  any  more  than  you  have  the  right  to  judge  me  !' 

'  No  house  !  The  man  must  be  going  mad  ! '  Mrs.  Travers  ex- 
claimed. 

'  Captain  Mitford,'  cried  Elizabeth,  '  if  you  have  any  sense  of 
honour,  go,— go  away!' 

'  I'll  not  allow  myself  to  be  insulted,'  he  returned,  '  not  even 
by  an  old  woman.  Her  house  !  It's  no  more  hers  than  it's  mine. 
She's  got  no  house, — she  has  not  a  penny  but  what  you  give  her. 
Do  you  think  I  don't  know  1  Do  you  think  that  everybody  doesn't 
know  ?  Let  go,  Ned.  I'll  not  be  put  out,  either  by  her  or  you. 
By  Jove !  to  order  me  out  of  her  house,  when  she's  a  pauper,  a 

pensioner,  a Good-evening,  Mrs.  Travers.    I  hope  I've  given 

you  a  piece  of  information  which  is  as  good  as  yours  to  me  !' 

The  little  old  lady  had  risen  to  her  feet.  It  was  not  possible 
for  the  small,  worn  face  in  the  white  circle  of  her  widow's  cap  to 
be  paler  than  it  habitually  was ;  but  her  eyes  were  opened  more 
widely  than  usual,  and  her  lips  were  apart.  '  Lizzy  ! '  she  said, 
with  a  gasp,  putting  out  her  hands.  She  paused  until  Stephen 
had'  gone  out  of  the  room  before  she  said  any  more.  Then  she 
resumed  :   '  Lizzy  !     Is  that  true  V 

'  Mrs.  Travers,'  replied  Edmund,  '  my  brother  is  entirely  in  the 
wrong.  He  has  received  a  dreadful  blow.  I  am  dazed  and  con- 
fused by  it,  though  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  He  did  not 
know  what  he  was  saying.  He  wanted  to  revenge  himself  on 
some  one.  It  was  a  dastardly  thing  to  do ;  but  that  is  all.  Don't 
think  of  it  more.' 

'I  am  asking  Lizzy.     Lizzy,'  said  the  old  lady,  'is  that  true?' 

'  Aunt,  listen  to  him,  he  knows  everything,  and  we've  done  him 
injustice!'  cried  Elizabeth,  with  an  effort,  scarcely  conscious,  to 
turn  the  discussion  into  another  channel.  'Ask  him  to  forgive 
me.  I  thought  he  was  involved  in  all  this  dreadful  story.  I 
thought  it  was  all  different.' 

'Lizzy,'  said  Mrs.  Travers,  'is  that  truel' 

'  Aunt,  how  can  you  ask  me  1  It  is  nothing ;  it  is  revenge,  as 
he  tells  you.' 

'  What  docs  it  matter  what  he  tells  me,  or  the  other  1  The 
other  meant  what  he  said.     Lizzy,  is  it  true  V 

'  Aunt,  dear  aunt ! ' 

'  You  call  me  by  my  name,  but  that's  no  answer ;  nor  is  it  an 
answer,'  cried  the  old  lady,  liolding  Elizabeth  at  arm's  length, 
tlirusting  her  away,  '  to  come  and  coax  me  and  kiss  me.  Is  it 
true — trii£  V     She  grasped  Elizabeth's  shoulder  after  a  moment, 
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and  shook  her,  as  a  child  might  grip  a  woman  in  vain  passion. 
I  want  an  answer, — I  want  an  answer.  My  husband  thought  it 
right  to  leave  you  everything — after  me ;  that's  what  I've  been 
told,  and  I  thought  it  was  hard.  Was  there  more  than  that?  I'll 
not  be  deceived  any  longer !'  she  cried,  stamping  her  foot.  *  If  I'm 
a  pauper,  a  pensioner,  as  he  said,  tell  me.  I'U  not  be  deceived 
any  more !' 

'  Oh,  aunt !     Never,  never  that !     Oh,  never  that !' 
'  Never  what  1     There  may  be  degrees  of  lies,  but  there  can  be 
but  one  truth.     Whaf?     I  will  know  !' 

*  Aunt,'  said  Elizabeth,  who  had  grown  very  pale,  '  there  is  but 
one  truth,  but  I  might  tell  that  truth  so  that  it  would  be  almost 
a  lie.  If  you  wiU  sit  down,  and  have  patience,  and  let  me  ex- 
plain  ' 

*  Explain,  when  it's  a  simple  matter  of  yes  or  no  1  Mr.  Edmund 
Mitford,  this  is  between  my  niece  and  me ;  but  she  seems  to  wish 
you  to  remain,'  Mrs.  Travers  added  querulously.  'And  I  suppose 
you  know,  as  he  said  everybody  knows.  Oh,  that  Mr.  Gavelkind 
should  have  gone,  just  when  he  was  wanted!'  Mrs.  Travers 
began  to  moan.  She  clasped  her  little  attenuated  hands  together ; 
tears  began  to  gather  in  her  eyes.  'Lily  Ford,'  she  said,  'I've 
been  kind  to  you,  I've  asked  you  no  questions,  you've  been  living 

in  my  house In  my  house  1     I  don't  know  if  I  have  a  house. 

Oh,  what  am  I  to  do, — what  am  I  to  do '?'  She  sank  back  into 
her  chair,  and  began  to  whimper  and  cry.  '  I  was  his  faithful 
wife  for  forty  years.  I  brought  him  a  bit  of  money  that  was  of 
great  use  to  him  at  the  time.  I  was  never  extravagant, — never 
wanted  anything  that  he  wasn't  the  first  to  get !  The  plate-glass 
and  all  that, — was  it  my  doing  1  I  never  had  any  interest  but  his. 
And  now  he's  left  me  without  a  home,  without  a  home,  after  being 
his  wife  for  forty  years  !' 

'  Oh,  dear  aunt,'  cried  Elizabeth,  flinging  herself  on  her  knees 
beside  Mrs.  Travers's  chair,  '  he  never  thought  of  that.  You  were 
like  himself  to  him.  It  was  a  mistake,  it  was  some  delirium,  he 
never  thought.' 

'  Ah  !'  she  said,  'there's  mistakes;  yes,  there's  mistakes.  You 
asked  me,  Lily  Ford,  if  you  could  mistake  the  man  you  were  going 
to  marry ;  and  it  seemed  both  to  me  and  you  as  if  you  coiddn't. 
But  I  was  married  to  mine  for  forty  years,  and  I  was  mistaken  in 
him  all  the  time,  it  appears.  I  never  thought  he  woidd  leave  his 
wife  a — a  pauper,  a  pensioner,  as  that  villain  said.  Oh,  that 
villain  !  Get  up,  Elizabeth,  get  up ;  don't  hang  on  me.  I'll  be 
youi'  pensioner  no  more.' 
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Elizabeth,  repulsed,  stiU  knelt  at  her  aunt's  feet,  her  hands 
clasped,  the  tears  streaming  from  her  eyes.  Lily  Ford,  behind  the 
old  lady's  cliair,  put  her  arms  timidly  round  her,  caressing  her, 
crying  too.  Beside  all  these  weeping  women,  Mdiat  could  Edmund 
do  1  He  stood  irresolute  in  sheer  masculine  disability  to  bear  the 
sight  of  their  tears ;  and  yet  he  could  not  go  away,  nor  desert 
Elizabeth  at  this  crisis.  Not  a  word  had  been  said  between  them, 
and  yet  she  had  called  him,  bound  him  to  her  side.  He  turned 
from  them,  and  walked  about  the  room  in  the  confusion  of  despair. 

'  That's  what  marriage  is,'  Mrs.  Travers  resumed  after  an 
interval  of  sobs.  '  I'll  go  out  of  my  husband's  house  with  the  little 
bit  of  money  I  brought  into  it,  and  glad  to  have  that.  It  was  all 
mine  for  forty  years ;  but  what  was  I  all  the  time  ?  What's  a 
wife  but  a  pensioner,  as  that  man  said.  She  has  no  right  to  any- 
thing; it's  all  in  the  man's  hands,  though  she's  helped  him  to 
make  it,  though  she's  taken  care  of  it  and  saved  it,  and  done  her 
work  as  honest  as  he.  But  when  he  dies,  he  does  what  he  likes ; 
he  takes  her  home  from  her,  and  gives  it  to  some  one  else.  She's 
got  no  right  to  anything.  Oh,  talk  of  mistakes,  Lily  Ford  !  You 
might  well  mistake  the  man  you  were  going  to  marry,  when  I've 
mistaken  mine,  after  I've  been  his  wife  for  forty  years.' 

'  Aunt,'  Elizabeth  cried,  '  have  some  pity  upon  me  !  You  can- 
not have  the  heart  to  leave  me  !  I  would  have  died  rather  than 
let  you  find  out — anything  to  wound  you.  Every  word  you  say 
goes  to  my  heart.  It's  all  true ;  but  he  never  meant  it  so.  He 
never,  never  meant  it.  It's  true,  and  yet  it's  not  true.  And  why 
should  you  punish  me  1  What  have  I  done  1  Will  you  leave  me 
alone  in  the  world,  in  a  house  that's  no  longer  a  home,  because  I 
have  been  put  in  a  wrong  position,  and  because  his  mind  got  con- 
fused at  the  endl' 

'  Hold  your  tongue,'  said  Mrs.  Travers  angrily,  turning  sharply 
upon  her.  '  Don't  say  a  word  against  my  husband  to  me.  I  know 
what  I  think ;  but  it's  not  for  you  to  say  it, — you  that  he  was 
always  so  good  to.  Respect  your  uncle,  if  you  please.  You  shall 
not  say  a  word  against  him  to  me.  And  as  for  leaving  you,  why, 
what's  this  young  man'  here  for,  Lizzy  ?  He  wants  to  go  away, 
he  has  feeling  enough  to  see  he  has  no  business  here ;  but  you 
won't  let  him ;  you  keep  him  with  your  eye.  I  suppose  you'll 
marry  him,  and  then  you'll  want  nobody, — there  will  be  no  further 
need  for  an  old  woman ;  though  perhaps  she  is  wanted,  enough  to 
earn  her  living,  enough  not  to  be  a  pauper,'  Mrs.  Travers  said, 
drying  her  eyes  indignantly. 

'  I  must  speak,  if  I  am  to  be  here  at  all,'  said  Edmund,  coming 
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forward ;  '  let  me  be  of  some  use  now,  at  least.  You  are  all 
excited, — too  much  excited  to  decide  anything.  If  Elizabeth  will 
have  me,  I  have  been  long  at  her  disposal,  Mrs.  Travers ;  and  in 
that  case  I  can  sjieak  for  her  as  well  as  for  myself.  This  house 
will  never,  by  my  consent,  be  anybody's  but  yours.  She  will  never 
live  in  it,  with  my  approval,  except  as  your  daughter  should  live. 
It  is  better  this  should  be  cleared  up,  perhaps,  and  that  we  shoidd 
all  understand  each  other.  You  shall  never  leave  here  with  my  con- 
sent. I  can't  but  be  of  some  importance,  if  what  you  think  is  true. 
All  the  rest  is  little,  and  means  nothing.  These  are  the  facts  of 
the  case ;  you  are  here  at  home,  and  Elizabeth  lives  with  you. 
What  is  to  happen  after  shall  be  arranged  between  us, — you,  as 
the  head  of  the  house,  having  the  first  voice.  I  know  nothing 
about  wills  and  law  ;  in  nature  you  are  the  head  of  the  house  and 
the  mistress  of  the  house,  and  so  you  shall  always  be  for  me.' 

When  a  man  speaks  words  of  wisdom,  it  is  very  seldom  that 
they  are  not  received  by  the  women  about  him  as  oracles  from 
heaven.  Elizabeth  rose  from  her  knees,  and  came  and  stood  by 
his  side,  putting  her  arm  into  his  with  a  timidity  unusual  to  her. 
Mrs.  Travers  sat  up  in  her  chair,  with  her  face  raised  to  him,  in 
attention,  half  bewildered  but  wholly  respectful.  Even  Lily  Ford, 
behind  the  old  lady's  chair,  looked  up  as  if  her  salvation  depended 
upon  this  supreme  and  serious  statement.  When  he  stopped,  there 
was  a  breathless  pause. 

'  Well,  if  it's  any  satisfaction  to  you,  Lizzy,  I  think  he  speaks 
up  like  a  man,'  Mrs.  Travers  said. 


XLIV 

THE    SQUIRE    GOES   HOME 

The  Squire  went  out  of  the  house  like  a  man  distracted,  his 
brain  on  fire,  a  surging  as  of  a  flood  in  his  head.  He  passed  out 
into  the  hot  sun,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  feeling  the  rush  in  his 
ears  too  hot  and  terrible  to  permit  of  any  covering  ujDon  the  temples, 
which  throbbed  as  if  they  would  burst.  Very  few  times  in  his 
life  had  it  happened  to  him  that  the  fiery  commotion  within  dazed 
and  confused  him  as  to  what  was  going  on  without,  but  so  it  was 
to-day. 

He  had  been  without  any  premonition  of  trouble,  when  he 
climbed  that  slojie  with  Stephen.  He  was  going  to  smooth  over 
all  ofiience  on  Elizabeth's  part.  Stephen  was  to  tell  his  tale,  to 
explain,  as  he  seemed  convinced  he  could.  '  Let  me  alone.  I  hope 
I  know  how  to  talk  over  a  woman,'  he  had  said.  Mr.  Mitford 
had  been  such  a  fool  as  to  trust  to  him.  Such  a  fool !  he  said  to  him- 
self now.  As  if  Elizabeth  had  been  an  ordinary  woman,  as  if  the 
circumstances  had  been  so  simple  !  The  Squire  could  not  imagine 
how  he  had  been  such  a  fool,  forgetting  that  he  had  known  none 
of  the  circumstances.  Now  it  seemed  as  if  his  own  folly  were  the 
thing  most  apparent.  How  could  he  think  that  it  would  be  so 
easily  disposed  of !     How  coidd  he  imagine  that  all  would  be  well ! 

Mr.  Mitford  was  not  a  severe  judge.  He  had,  perhaps,  in  his 
heart  more  sympathy  with  Stephen's  errors  than  with  the  virtue 
of  his  other  sons.  He  was  not  a  man  to  make  any  fuss  about  a 
little  irregidarity,  about  what  had  been  called  youthful  folly  in  the 
days  when  he  was  himself  subject  to  such  temptations ;  so  long  as 
there  was  nothing  disgraceful  in  it,  he  had  said.  But  a  girl  upon 
his  property,  the  daughter  of  an  old  servant,  his  wife's  ftivourite, — 
nay,  good  heavens  !  the  girl  whom  Roger  had  meant  to  marry ! 
Was  there  ever  such  a  hideous  combination  !  To  entice  that  girl 
away  on  the  old  pretence  of  niarnagc,  wliat  a  scomulrel  !  and  to 
let  her  slip  through  his  fingers,  what  a  fool !     Everything  that  was 
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most  unbearable  was  involved  in  it.  It  would  be  over  the  whole 
county  to-morrow,  flying  on  the  wings  of  the  wind, — a  scandal  such 
as  had  not  happened  for  a  generation,  and  ridicule  worse  still  than 
the  scandal.  It  was  like  a  Surrey  melodrama,  the  Squire  said  to 
himself,  crossed  with  a  screaming  farce.  To  have  meant  to  outwit 
the  girl,  and  to  have  found  her  too  sharp  for  him  !  A  Lovelace 
plante-lh  !  a  brilliant  and  conquering  hero,  made  a  fool  of,  like  the 
old  nincompoop  in  the  plays.  Jove  !  and  this  was  his  son  !  And 
the  scandal  and  the  derision,  the  county  talk,  the  shaking  of  the 
wise  heads,  the  roar  of  ridicule  would  peal  round  the  house,  like  a 
storm.  The  laughter,  that  was  the  worst.  Had  Lily  been  alto- 
gether lost,  Mr.  Mitford  would  have  been  perhaps  not  much  less 
disturbed ;  he  would  have  felt  keenly  the  shame  of  such  a  scandal, 
the  noisy  echoes  awakened,  the  shock  of  that  overthrow  of  all  the 
decorums  and  betrayal  of  all  those  trusts  which  an  old  servant  puts 
in  his  master,  and  which  public  feeling  protects  and  authorises. 
But  that  the  laugh  should  be  added  to  the  shame ;  that  when 
people  heard  what  villainy  Stephen  had  been  about,  they  should 
also  hear  how  the  tables  had  been  turned  upon  him,  how  the  biter 
had  been  bit  and  the  deceiver  deceived, — that  was  more  unbearable 
still !  The  echoes  seemed  all  to  catch  it  up,  to  breathe  it  about 
him,  to  come  back  laden  with  derision  and  scorn.  Stephen,  who 
had  been  admired  in  the  county,  who  had  a  reputation  as  a  dash- 
ing fellow,  of  whom  his  father  had  been  proud  !  Proud  !  Jove  ! 
there  was  not  much  to  be  proud  of:  a  base,  abominable  seduction, 
and  not  even  a  successful  one,  the  laugh  turned  against  him,  the 
victim  holding  him  up  to  shame.  If  everything  had  been  put  to- 
gether that  could  most  humiliate  and  expose  the  family, — just  on 
the  edge  of  a  family  affliction,  too,  when  decorum  ought  to  have 
the  strongest  hold, — it  could  not  have  been  more  thoroughly  done  ! 
It  was  a  very  hot  day,  the  very  height  and  crown  of  summer, 
and  the  road  between  Mount  Travers  and  Melcombe  was  for  a 
great  part  of  the  way  quite  unshaded,  exposed  to  the  full  beating 
of  the  afternoon  sun.  It  was  afternoon,  but  the  sun  was  still  high 
in  the  heavens,  and  the  air  was  penetrated  by  the  fierceness  of  its 
shining.  Three  o'clock  is  almost  more  than  the  climax  of  day ;  it 
has  the  meridian  heat,  with  an  accumulation  of  all  the  fiery  ele- 
ments stored  up  in  every  corner  and  in  the  motionless  air,  which 
has  not  yet  been  freed  from  the  spell  of  noon.  After  a  while,  Mr. 
Mitford  put  on  his  hat  mechanically,  to  interpose  something 
between  him  and  that  glow  of  heat  and  brightness.  The  waves  of 
the  flood  of  passion,  of  coursing  blood  and  heat,  rose  one  after  an- 
other, ringing  and  surging  in  his  ears.     He  knew  what  his  doctors 
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had  told  him  about  that  overwhehning  sensation, — that  he  ought 
at  once  to  get  into  a  darkened  room,  and  lie  down  and  keep 
quiet,  when  he  felt  it.  None  of  these  things  could  he  do  now. 
This  rushing  along  in  the  full  sun,  with  his  head  uncovered  for 
part  of  the  way,  no  shade,  no  possibility  of  rest,  and  some  miles 
of  blazing  road  before  him,  was  enough  to  have  given  Dr. 
Robson  a  fit,  not  to  speak  of  the  patient,  whom  he  had  warned 
so  seriously.  The  Squire  felt  this  dully  in  his  confused  brain, 
but  also  felt  that  he  could  not  help  it ;  that  everything  was 
intolerable ;  that  he  must  get  home,  and  do  something  at  once. 
He  must  do  it  at  once ;  there  was  no  time  to  lose.  A  fellow  who 
had  exposed  himself  to  the  county,  to  the  whole  world,  like  that, 
could  not  be  permitted  to  be  the  representative  of  the  Mitfords. 
He  had  always  felt  uncomfortable  about  it,  always  since  poor  Roger 
was  taken  away.  Poor  Roger  !  It  seemed  to  the  Squire  that  only 
death  had  taken  his  eldest  son  away,  and  that  it  was  someliovv  a 
grievance  to  himself  that  Stephen  had  been  put  in  that  eldest  son's 
place ;  he  could  not  make  out,  in  his  confusion,  how  it  had  come 
about.     It  was  a  wrong  to  Edmund, — he  had  always  said  so, — a 

great  injustice,  an  injury,  a And  now  the  fellow  had  proved  how 

impossible  it  was  to  keep  up  such  an  arrangement.  It  was  all  his 
own  doing,  as  somehow  the  other,  the  injury  to  Edmund  appeared 
to  be  Stephen's  doing.  But  the  Squire  felt  that  if  he  could  only 
get  home  in  time,  only  reach  his  writing-table  and  his  quiet  lilirary 
and  the  cool  and  the  shade,  and  get  his  pulses  to  stop  beating,  and 
that  rushing  surge  out  of  his  ears,  things  might  still  be  put  right. 

But  the  road  stretched  out  white  before  him,  like  something 
elastic,  drawing  out  and  out  in  endless  lengths,  such  as  he  had 
never  been  conscious  of  before  ;  and  the  sun  blazed,  without  a  tree 
to  subdue  that  pitiless  glare.  He  had  a  vague  notion  that  there 
was  some  way  with  a  handkerchief  to  stop  the  beating  of  the  light 
upon  his  head,  but  his  thoughts  were  not  free  enough  to  arrange 
it,  or  think  how  it  could  be  done.  And  still,  the  fartl)cr  the 
Squire  walked,  the  farther  and  farther  before  him  seemed  to 
stretch  on  these  lengths  of  expanding  road.  If  he  could  but  get 
home  !  Presently  the  name  of  Pouncefort  surged  u])  into  his  head 
on  those  rising  waves.  Pouncefort ! — he  m\ist  send  for  Pouncefort : 
by  an  express,  a  man  on  horseback,  in  the  old  way,  or  by  the 
telegraph, — there  was  the  telegraph.  Vaguely  it  came  into  his 
mind  that  he  might  stop  at  the  station  which  he  had  to  pass,  and 
send  a  message ;  but  that  would  keep  him  longer,  would  prevent 
his  getting  home.  To  get  home  was  tlie  first  necessity, — into  the 
cool,  into  the  dark,  with  the  shutters  shut.     The  idea  of  shutting 
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the  shutters  came  with  a  sense  of  relief  to  his  brain.  Somebody 
could  go  to  the  office  and  send  the  message ;  or  a  man  could  go, 
on  horseback,  the  old  way. 

The  laughing-stock  of  the  county  !  It  seemed  to  him  now, 
somehow,  as  if  it  were  he  who  would  be  laughed  at,  he  who  had 
been  outwitted,  though  without  any  fault  of  his.  The  laugh  would 
be  turned  against  him  all  over  the  place,  who  had  meant  to  play 
the  gay  Lothario,  and  had  been  made  a  fool  of  by  a  little  cliit  of  a 
girl !  Something  of  the  mortification  and  rage  with  which  Stephen 
himself  thought  of  that  failure  entered  strangely  into  his  father's 
brain,  but  with  a  confused  sense  that  he  had  been  got  into  that 
position  without  any  fault  of  his ;  that  it  was  the  trick  of  an 
enemy ;  that  he  had  been  made  to  appear  ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of 
aU  men,  by  something  with  which  his  own  action  had  nothing  to 
do.  He  seemed  to  hear  the  ring  of  that  derision  all  about  him. 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  did  you  hear  that  story  about  Mitford  1  about  the 
Mitfords  1  about  old  Mitford  1  That  was  what  it  came  to  at  the 
last.  Old  Mitford  !  though  he  was  a  man  that  had  never  made  a 
laughing-stock  of  himself,  always  kept  clear  of  that ;  had  been 
respected,  feared,  if  you  like  ;  an  ugly  sort  of  fellow  to  be  affronted 
or  put  upon,  but  laughed  at,  never !  And  now  this  was  his  fete, 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  and  by  no  fault  of  his. 

How  good  it  would  be  to  have  the  shutters  closed,  all  along  the 
side  of  the  house  !  What  a  change  it  would  make  all  at  once  !  — 
out  of  that  beating  and  blazing,  the  pitiless  heat,  the  sound  of  the 
laughter;  for  somehow  the  laughter  appeared  to  come  in  too. 
Meanwliile,  the  road  did  notliing  but  grow  longer  and  longer, 
stretching  out  like  a  long  white  line,  endless  as  far  as  one  could 
see,  not  diminishing,  extending  as  one  rushed  on;  until  at  last, 
when  the  heat  was  at  its  highest,  the  sunshine  almost  blinding, 
the  surging  in  his  ears  worse  than  ever,  Mr.  Mitford  suddenly 
found  a  coolness  and  slielter  about  him,  and  saw  that  he  was 
stumbling  in  at  his  own  door. 

'  Shut  all  the  shutters,'  he  said  to  the  first  servant  he  saw. 

'  The  shutters,  sir  1 ' 

'  Every  shutter  in  the  house.  Don't  you  see  how  the  sun  is  blaz- 
ing 1     And  I  want  something  to  drink,  and  a  horse  saddled  at  once.' 

'  A  horse,  sir  1 ' 

'Don't  I  speak  plain  enough?  Send  Larkins, — he'll  under- 
stand; but  shut  the  shutters,  every  shutter;  keep  out  the  sun, 
or  we'll  go  on  fire,'  Mr.  Mitford  said. 

Larkins  was  sought  out  in  the  housekeeper's  room,  with  a 
message  that  master  had  come  in,  off  his  head,  as  mad  as  mad, 
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calling  for  the  shutters  to  be  shut,  and  for  a  horse.  The  butler 
had  been  dozing  pleasantly,  and  was  just  waking  up  to  enjoy  his 
afternoon  tea. 

'  Eubbish,'  he  said.  *  I  daresay  as  he's  hot  with  his  walk,  and 
wants  a  drink ;  they  allays  does,  when  a  man's  comfortable.' 

But  Mr.  Larkins  was  not  an  iU-natured  man,  and  he  had  a 
sympathy  for  people  who  wanted  a  drink.  He  sent  for  ice  and 
various  bottles,  and  there  was  a  popping  of  corks  which  occupied 
some  time ;  and  finally  he  took  in  himself  to  the  hbrary  a  tray, 
which  the  footman  carried  to  the  door.  He  found,  what  alarmed 
even  his  composure,  his  master  tugging  at  the  shutters  to  close 
them,  though  the  sun  had  passed  away  from  that  side  of  the  house. 

■ '  Bless  me,  sir,  let  me  do  that !  But  the  sun's  gone,'  he  said, 
hurrying  to  set  down  his  tray. 

The  Squire  was  purple.  He  fumbled  about  the  shutters  as  if 
he  did  not  see,  his  eyes  seemed  starting  out  of  his  head,  and  he 
was  panting,  with  loud,  noisy  breath.  'Every  shutter,'  he  said, 
'  or  we'll  go  on  fii-e ;  and,  Larkins,  have  a  horse  saddled,  and  send 
a  groom ' 

'  Yes,  sir,  ]jut  please  leave  all  that  to  me,  and  take  a  seat,  sir ; 
you're  rather  knocked  up  with  the  heat,  and  I've  brought  some  of 
that  Cup.' 

Larkins,  alarmed,  had  to  guide  his  master  to  his  big  chair,  and 
while  he  brought  him  a  large  glass  of  that  skilful  decoction,  with 
the  ice  jumbling  delightfully  and  making  a  pleasant  noise,  he 
resolved  within  himself  that  the  groom  shoidd  go  for  Dr.  Robson, 
and  that  without  a  moment's  delay. 

'  For  Pouncefort,  for  Pouncefort,'  said  the  Squire ;  '  a  man  on 
horse,  the  quickest  way.' 

'  If  I  were  to  send  a  telegram  1 '  said  Larkins,  more  and  more 
decided  that  the  doctor  should  be  the  groom's  errand. 

'  That's  it,'  said  Mr.  Mitford,  and  he  took  a  deep  and  long 
draught ;  then  repeated,  '  The  shutters,  the  shutters, — shut  the 
shutters ! '  Larkins  moved  away  to  humour  his  master.  But 
his  back  was  scarcely  turned  when  there  was  a  great  noise,  amid 
which  the  sharp  sound  of  the  glass  breaking  caught  the  butler's 
ear,  a  rumbling  as  when  a  tower  foils,  all  the  courses  of  the 
masonry  coming  down  upon  each  other ;  and  there  lay  the  Squire, 
all  huddled  on  the  floor,  with  his  purple  fice  fallen  back,  and  his 
breathing  like  the  sound  of  a  swollen  stream. 

Stephen  left  Mount  Travers  as  liastily,  and  not  much  more 
pleasantly,  than  his  father.     The  thing  had  come  upon  him  which. 

Y 
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with  horrible  premonitions  of  shame  and  discomfiture,  he  had 
feared,  ever  since  that  niglit  when  his  victim,  at  the  moment  of 
his  triumph,  had  slipped  out  of  his  hands.  The  sensation  had 
been  almost  worse  than  he  had  imagined  it  would  be.  The  sight 
of  Lily  had  filled  him  with  a  rage  which  he  felt  to  be  cowardly, 
and  which  he  would  have  resisted  had  he  known  how  to  do  so ;  a 
desire  to  strangle  her,  to  crush  her,  to  stop  that  explanation  by 
any  means,  however  brutal.  And  Elizabeth's  look  of  horror,  and 
even  the  little  white  face  of  Mrs.  Travers,  avowing  with  a  sigh  her 
partiality  for  military  men,  had  been  terrible  to  him.  But  after 
the  shock  and  sting  of  that  crisis,  there  came  to  Stephen  a  sense 
of  relief.  The  story  would  have  flown  to  all  the  winds,  if  but  one 
of  the  fellows  in  the  regiment  had  been  there,  or  any  man  who 
could  communicate  to  them  this  too  delightful  tale.  But  the 
ladies  would  not  spread  it  abroad, — they  were  too  much  horrified ; 
and  the  Squire  and  Edmund  would  be  silent.  They  would  know, 
and  would  not  forget  the  story  of  his  disgrace,  and  that  was  bad 
enough ;  but  they  would  not  tell  it,  for  their  own  sake,  if  not  for 
his.  Nor  would  she  repeat  it,  for  her  own  sake.  It  was  more 
safe  than  he  could  have  hoped ;  the  horrible  moment  of  the  dis- 
closure had  come,  but  it  was  over,  and  nothing  was  so  bad  as  he 
had  feared.  True,  Elizabeth's  money  was  not  for  him ;  the  tramp 
to  whom  he  threw  a  sixpence  was  as  likely  now  to  be  received  as 
a  wooer  as  he  was  ;  but  what  then  ?  There  were  as  good  fish  in 
the  sea  as  had  ever  been  drawn  out  of  it.  For  his  part,  he  had 
no  taste  for  such  women  ;  he  coidd  very  easily  make  up  his  mind 
to  the  loss  of  Elizabeth ;  a  prim  woman,  with  that  sanctimonious 
horror  in  her  eyes,  she  was  no  loss  at  all.  They  were  as  safe  an 
audience  as  he  could  have  chosen,  had  he  had  the  choosing  of  them. 
Not  one  of  them  would  repeat  it ;  and  that,  not  for  Stephen's 
sake,  but  for  their  own.  And  to  console  him  further,  he  had  the 
comfort  of  having  revenged  himself,  which  was  sweet.  He  had 
thrown  a  firebrand  among  them,  for  them  to  extinguish  as  best 
they  could.  On  the  whole,  he  said  to  himself,  with  fierce  exalta- 
tion, it  was  he  who  had  come  out  of  it  best. 

Therefore  his  excitement  calmed  down  more  easily  than  his 
father's.  There  remained  the  question  as  to  what  the  Squire 
would  do,  which  was  a  serious  one.  He  had  been  furious ;  he 
had  taken  it  as  Stephen  himself  did,  with  rage  and  a  sense  of  the 
mortification,  the  failure,  the  horrible  ridicule  to  which  he  would 
be  exposed.  But  Stephen  hoped  that  he  might  make  his  father 
see  what  he  so  clearly  saw  himself;  this  shameful  secret  had  been 
revealed  to  the  most  harmless  audience  that  could  have   been 
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chosen  ;  that  from  Mount  Travers  it  was  very  unlikely  to  spread 
or  be  repeated,  or  even  whispered  about ;  that  the  ladies  would  not 
do  it,  nor  Edmund  ;  and  that  the  little  devil  herself, — the  little — - — 
He  set  his  teeth  when  he  thought  of  her.  He  would  like  to  meet 
her  once  more,  only  once  more,  in  the  park,  and  see  what  she 
would  say  then. 

He  went  home  more  quickly  than  his  father  had  done,  thinking 
nothing  of  the  length  of  the  way,  nor  of  the  heat,  nor  of  the  want 
of  shade.  He  must  see  what  temper  his  father  was  in ;  and  if  it 
were  very  bad,  he  would  pack  up  and  be  off.  Happily,  he  had 
not  sent  in  his  papers ;  and  if  the  worst  came  to  the  worst,  there 
would  be  this  compensation  in  losing  his  heirship, — that  he  should 
no  longer  be  compelled  to  remain  at  home.  There  was  always 
that  to  be  said  on  the  other  side.  He  met  a  groom  on  horseback, 
tearing  down  the  avenue,  but  paid  no  particular  attention ;  nor 
was  he  roused  by  the  scared  face  of  Larkins  who  met  him  at  the 
door.  He  thought,  indeed,  that  Larkins  had  been  sent  to  warn 
him  that  the  Squire  would  not  see  him ;  but  this  alarm  lasted 
only  for  a  moment.  The  butler  looked  very  pale  and  frightened. 
He  came  forward  anxiously  as  soon  as  Stephen  appeared. 

'  I'm  very  thankful  as  you've  come,  sir.  I  didn't  know  how  to 
act  on  my  own  responsibility.     IMaster's  not  at  all  well.' 

'  Not  well  1     What  is  the  matter  ? '  Stephen  said. 

'  He  came  in  what  I  might  make  bold  to  call  very  queer,  sir, 
calling  out  to  shut  the  shutters,  to  keep  the  sun  out.  Now  the 
sun's  gone  from  the  library,  captain,  an  hour  ago,  as  you  know. 
John  Thomas  was  clean  scared,  and  came  and  told  me  as  master 
was  off  his  head.  I  says  "  Rubbish  !  "  and  I  carries  him  in  some  of 
his  own  particular  Cup  as  he's  fond  of.  He  was  an  awful  colour, 
sir, — purple-like,  and  breathing  hard.  He  told  me  to  shut  the 
shutters  and  then  to  send  a  man  on  horseback  for  Mr.  Pouncefort. 
I  turned  my  back  for  a  moment,  and  there  he  was,  smash  down 
upon  the  floor.' 

'  A  fit !  Did  you  send  for  the  doctor  ?  Have  you  got  the 
doctor?' 

'  I  didn't  lose  a  moment,  captain.  I  sent  off  the  groom  at  once. 
We  laid  him  on  the  sofa.,  and  ]\Irs.  Simmons  is  with  him.  He 
looks  awful  bad.     That's  his  breathing,  sir,  as  you  can  hear.' 

Stephen  steadied  himself  by  a  chair.  '  This  is  what  Robson 
feared,'  he  said. 

'  Yes,  cajitain,  doctor  always  said  as  his  was  a  risky  life  ;  and 
master's  feared  it  too.  Getting  in  a  passion's  bad  for  him,  sir, 
and  so  is  the  great  heat  and  being  out  in  the  sun.     Airs.  Simmons 
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has  got  ice  to  his  head,  and  we're  doing  all  we  know  till  the 
doctor  comes.  Had  master  been  badly  put  out,  sir,  by  anything '{ 
You  will  perhaps  know  ? ' 

Stephen  made  no  reply.  He  stood  and  listened  to  the  loud 
breathing,  with  which  the  very  house  seemed  to  vibrate.  '  Did 
you  send  for  Mr.  Pouncefort,  as  my  father  directed  1 ' 

'  We've  had  no  time  to  think  of  that.  I  thought  the  doctor 
was  the  first  thing.' 

'  You  were  right,  Larkins  ;  it  was  better  not  to  worry  him,  in 
that  state.' 

'  Sliall  I  telegraph  now,  sir,  to  Mr.  Pouncefort  1  I  thought  I'd 
wait  till  one  of  you  gentlemen  came  home.' 

Stephen  again  stood  silent  for  a  long  minute,  paying  no  atten- 
tion. At  length,  '  I  don't  think  you  need  trouble  yourself  further,' 
he  said. 
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AFTER    THE    STORM 

Tumult  and  trouble  seemed  to  have  died  out  of  the  house  ou 
the  hill ,  the  vacant  room  alone  showed  a  few  traces  of  the  passion 
and  conflict  that  had  been  there.  The  screen  had  been  pushed 
aside,  showing  the  little  table  and  chair  behind  it,  which  Lily  had 
used  all  the  time  she  had  been  at  Mount  Travers,  in  her  nervous 
dread  of  being  seen  by  any  visitors  ;  and  Mrs.  Travers's  chair  with 
its  cushions,  her  footstool,  and  the  pretty  stand  with  all  her  little 
requirements,  stood  astray,  as  they  had  been  thrust  to  one  side  and 
another,  in  the  sudden  commotion  which  StejAen,  before  his  exit, 
had  flung  into  the  enemy's  country.  There  Elizabeth  had  knelt, 
distracted,  imploring  her  aunt  not  to  believe  what  was  neverthe- 
less true ;  and  there  the  little  lady  had  stood,  thrustiiig  them  all 
away,  repulsing  her  footstool,  as  though  that,  too,  had  been  an 
enemy,  in  the  heat  of  her  indignation.  The  inanimaie  things 
showed  tliese  traces  of  human  emotion  in  a  way  which  was 
curiously  telling,  with  a  suggestiveness  partly  comic,  partly  pathetic. 
The  footstool  had  been  turned  over  with  the  vehemence  of  the 
foot  which  on  ordinary  occasions  rested  on  it  so  peacefully.  The 
chair  in  which  Stei^hen  had  first  seated  himself  kept  its  place, — 
turned  with  an  ingratiating  expression  towards  that  of  Elizabeth, 
which  had  been  pushed  back  a  little, — with  its  chintz  cover  all 
dragged  out  of  place  by  the  man's  impetuous  movements.  But  all 
was  perfectly  silent  here,  as  on  other  fields  of  battle ;  and  in  a 
few  minutes  the  butler,  coming  in  with  his  tea-tray,  had  it  all  put 
straight  again.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  sui'prise  of  that  respect- 
able functionary ;  no  bell  had  been  rung,  no  one  had  been  called 
to  ()p(!n  the  door ;  and  yet  the  gentlemen  whom  he  liad  admitted 
had  all  melted  away,  leaving  no  trace,  and  even  the  ladies  had 
forgotten  that  it  was  time  for  tea. 

Lily  Ford  came  into  the  room  while  he  was  in  the  act  of  calling 
upon  some  of  his  subordinates  to  rearrange  this  place  of  conflict. 
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Lily  had  become  Miss  Ford, — she  was  a  visitor,  and  had  no 
dealings  except  in  that  capacity,  with  the  servants ;  but  they  all 
knew  who  she  was,  and  had  a  certain  reluctance  in  serving  her. 
It  is  all  very  well  to  talk  of  rising  in  the  world,  and  bettering 
yourself ;  but  to  wait  upon  one  of  his  own  class  who  has  succeeded 
in  doing  this  is  more  than  any  free-born  servant  can  be  expected 
to  do. 

'  Will  you  kindly  take  up  tea  to  Mrs.  Travers's  room  ?  She  is 
not  coming  down,'  Lily  said. 

She  had  been  crying ;  her  lips  had  still  a  faint  quiver  in  them, 
and  something  like  the  echo  of  a  sob  came  into  her  voice  as  she 
spoke.  Though  it  had  been  her  mother's  delight  to  think  that  she 
was  quite  a  lady,  Lily,  in  fact,  had  rather  the  air  of  a  very  pretty, 
very  refined  lady's-maid.  That  is  not  saying  much,  for  it  is  some- 
times difficult  enough  to  tell  which  is  which,  especially  when  the 
inferior  in  position  is  the  prettier  by  nature,  as  sometimes  happens. 
It  is  only,  perhaps,  a  certain  want  of  freedom,  a  greater  self- 
restraint — such  as  is  not  unlikely  to  add  to  the  air  of  refinement 
— which  marks  the  difference.  Lily  was  very  quiet,  very  reticent 
and  subdued,  and  those  signs  of  emotion  seemed  to  betray  to  the 
man's  eyes  tokens  of  '  a  smash  up.'  That  his  two  mistresses  should 
have  quarrelled  did  not,  with  his  knowledge  of  them,  appear  very 
probable ;  but  that  Miss  Ford — Miss,  indeed  ! — should  have  found 
her  level  and  got  the  '  sack,'  according  to  the  phraseology  of  the 
servants'  hall,  was  the  most  natural,  not  to  say  pleasing  thing  in 
the  world. 

'  Tea  for  one,  miss  1 '  the  butler  said,  with  a  look  that  gave 
meaning  to  the  words. 

Lily  replied  only  with  a  wondering  glance,  but  she  said  in  a 
low  voice,  '  You  may  put  away  the  screen,  if  you  please.' 

It  was  very  evident  then  to  the  household,  through  which  the 
news  flashed  in  a  moment,  that  there  was  an  end  of  Miss  Ford ; 
that  she  had  got  the  sack,  and  would  trouble  them  with  her 
obnoxious  superiority  no  more. 

What  went  on,  however,  in  Mrs.  Travers's  room  during  the 
remainder  of  the  afternoon  was  little  like  this.  There  the  old  lady 
sat,  propped  up  with  more  cushions  than  usual,  in  a  state  of 
tearful  dignity  and  exaltation.  She  had  felt  the  blow  profoimdly, 
— as  much  as  nature  would  allow  her  to  feel.  But  there  is  this 
advantage  in  a  very  small  body,  possessed  by  a  not  very  great 
mind, — that  its  physical  capabilities  are  limited,  and  that  the 
greatest  anguish  wears  itself  out  proportionately  soon.  Mrs. 
Travers  had  been  deeply  wounded ;  she  had  been  very  indignant. 
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very  angry,  and  then  had  recurred  to  the  first  pang,  and  felt  the 
slight  and  the  cruelty  of  her  husband's  injustice  to  the  bottom  of 
her  little  but  aflectionate  heart.  But  when  she  had  gone  through 
that  round  of  feeling  twice  or  thrice  she  was  exhausted,  aud  for 
the  time  could  feel  no  more.  Everything  that  Elizabeth,  in  a 
compunction  which  was  very  deep  though  quite  uncalled  for,  since 
she  had  no  part  in  the  offence,  and  in  her  anxiety  to  soothe,  and 
in  her  real  gratitude  and  aflection,  could  do  had  been  lavished 
upon  her  aunt ;  while  Lily,  all  overwhelmed  still  by  the  event  in 
which  she  had  taken  so  great  a  share,  and  unable  to  restrain  her 
sobbing,  had  lingered  round  the  other  sufi'erer  with  that  fellowship 
which  trouble  has  with  trouble  and  pain  with  pain.  Mrs.  Travers, 
comforted  by  every  outward  appliance, — by  cushions  applied  skil- 
fully at  the  very  angles  of  her  back  which  wanted  support,  and 
tender  bathings  of  her  hot  eyes  and  forehead,  and  gentle  ministra- 
tions with  a  fan,  and  arrangements  of  blinds  and  curtains  to 
temper  the  light, — sank  at  last  into  a  condition  of  not  disagreeable 
weakness,  with  all  the  superiority  in  it  of  undeserved  affliction. 

*  Yes,  I  am  a  little  better  now.  I  believe  that  you  mean  well, 
Lizzy.  I  am  sure  you  would  never  be  unkind  to  me,  my  dear. 
Perhaps,  as  you  say,  it  was  all  a  muddle,  just  a  muddle  at  the 
end.  And  Edmund  Mitford  spoke  up  very  fair.  Oh,  I  don't  say 
it's  your  foult,  or  his  fault.  But  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  I'd  be 
better  with  Lily  for  a  bit ;  leave  me  with  Lily  for  a  bit.  We've 
both  been  badly  used ;  and  she's  very  feeling  ;  and  you  can't  be  ex- 
pected to  feel  just  the  same,  when  it's  all  to  your  advantage.  Oh,  I 
didn't  mean  to  say  anything  unkind.  Leave  me  for  a  bit  with 
Lily,  till  I  come  to  myself 

This  was  what  she  had  said,  sending  Elizabeth  away ;  and  then 
Mrs.  Travers  lay  back  in  her  chair,  with  that  sense  of  being  a 
martyr  which  is  never  without  a  faint  touch  of  pleasure  in  it. 
She  had  been  overwhelmed  by  sudden  trouble,  which  nobody 
could  say  she  had  deserved ;  she  had  deserved  nothing  but  good, 
and  evil  was  what  had  come  upon  her.  But  now  the  sensation 
of  quiet  after  a  storm,  of  rest  after  suffering,  was  softly  diffused 
through  the  atmosphere ;  the  storm  had  passed  over  the  gentle 
victim, — that  storm  which  she  had  done  nothing  to  bring  down  ;  her 
wrongs  had  subsided  into  that  quiescent  condition  in  which,  while 
ceasing  to  hm-t,  they  continued  to  give  her  a  claim  upon  the 
respect  and  sympathy  of  all  near.  She  said  in  a  half-audible 
voice,  '  Let  them  bring  the  tea  here,  Lily ; '  aud  after  her  docile 
companion  had  accomi^lished  tliat  commission,  she  called  her  close 
to  her  chair. 
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'  Sit  down  by  me,  my  poor  clear,  and  tell  me  everything,'  she  said. 

When  Saunders,  the  butler,  brought  in  the  tea  (whicli  after  all 
he  had  not  ventured  to  bring  in  for  only  one),  it  is  to  be  hoped  it 
was  a  lesson  to  him  to  see  Miss  Ford  seated  on  a  stool  close  to 
Mrs.  Travers's  side,  while  the  old  lady  held  her  hand,  and  patted 
it  from  time  to  time,  saying,  '  My  poor  dear,  my  poor  dear ! ' 
Saunders  said,  in  the  servants'  hall,  that  they  were  crying  together 
and  as  thick  as  they  could  be ;  and  that  he  shook  in  his  shoes  for 
fear  Mrs.  Travers  should  say  something  about  the  tea  for  one ; 
but  she  might  be  keeping  it  up  for  him,  for  another  time.  They 
stopped  talking  while  he  was  there,  so  he  couldn't  tell  what  the 
fuss  was  about ;  but  they  were  as  thick  as  thick, — that  he  could 
swear.  He  withdrew  very  quietly,  treading  as  lightly  as  a  man 
of  fourteen  stone  could  do,  not  to  call  Miss  Ford's  attention  to  him, 
and  never  was  more  thankful  than  when  he  found  himself  safe 
outside  the  door. 

Mrs.  Travers  heard  all  Lily's  story,  every  word,  with  the 
keenest  interest.  To  have  a  romance  in  real  life  thus  unfolded  to 
her  from  the  heroine's  own  lips,  more  exciting  than  any  novel, 
would  have  been  an  enchantment  to  her  at  any  time ;  and  now 
afforded  such  a  diversion  from  her  own  trouble  as  nothing  else 
could  have  supplied,  especially  as  her  curiosity  had  been  roused  by 
partial  revelations  before.  She  would  not  miss  a  detail  of  the 
terrible  night  in  the  street,  nor  of  how  the  poor  girl  felt  when  she 
found  herself  lying  on  a  sofa  in  the  railway  waiting-room,  with 
Miss  Travers  bending  over  her,  and  the  kind  woman  who  was  the 
attendant  there  standing  by  her  side  with  a  cup  of  tea.  Miss 
Travers  had  been  her  salvation,  Lily  said  with  tears ;  she  had 
telegraphed  at  once  to  the  mother,  making  it  all  appear  quite 
natural,  so  that  even  ber  own  people  knew  nothing,  except  that 
Miss  Travers  had  taken  her  to  town  and  was  making  a  companion 
of  her.  They  were  not  to  say  where  she  was,  at  first,  on  account 
of  poor  Mr.  Roger,  for  whose  sake  the  Fords  had  supposed  their 
daughter  had  run  away.  All  this  had  seemed  most  plausible  to 
her  father  and  mother ;  and  thus  Lily's  terrible  adventure  had 
turned  out  the  most  fortunate  incident  in  her  life.  Mrs.  Travers 
asked  and  was  told  much  more  than  this,  especially  about  the  state 
of  Lily's  heart,  and  how  she  now  believed  that  she  had  never  loved 
Stephen  at  all,  but  had  only  been  flattered  and  excited  by  his 
attentions  ;  for  the  sight  of  him,  Lily  declared,  had  not  called  her 
heart  back  to  him  at  all,  but  made  her  feel  that  she  wished  never 
to  see  him  again,  and  that  if  there  was  not  another  man  in  the 
world  !     This  she  protested  with  many  tears. 
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'  And  all  the  time  Lizzy  thought  it  was  poor  Roger,  aud  begged 
me  to  say  nothing,  for  he  was  dead ;  and  yet  couldn't  quite  forgive 
poor  Edmund,  thinking  he  knew  ;  and  was  angry,  something  about 
money  that  Roger  had  left,  thinking  they  wanted  to  make  it  up 
to  you  with  money.  It  has  been  hard  for  you,  my  poor  dear,' 
Mrs.  Travers  said ;  '  but  it  is  a  good  thing  for  Lizzy  that  all  this 
has  come  out.  It  shows  what  a  man  he  is,  that  in  his  revenge  he 
should  have  taken  it  out  on  me.  Lily,  my  child,  give  me  a  cup 
of  tea.  I  want  it  very  much,  and  so  must  you,  my  dear ;  there 
is  nothing  that  revives  one  so,  when  one  is  exliausted  with  crying 
and  trouble,  and  when  one's  nerves  are  shattered.  Lily,  there  is 
one  thing  this  discovery  has  done, — it  has  set  me  quite  free.  I 
always  thought,  whatever  happened,  I  was  bound  to  Lizzy,  and  to 
my  own  house,  and  all  that.  But  now  that  I  find  out  I  have  got 
no  house,  aud  Lizzy  will  be  getting  married,  how  should  you  like 
to  go  away  travelling,  to  Switzerland,  and  all  kinds  of  beautiful 
places,  Lily  Ford'?' 

'Oh,  Mrs.  Travers  !'  cried  Lily,  drying  her  eyes. 

'  You  needn't  say  any  more,  my  dear ;  it  has  brought  back  the 
light  into  your  face  in  a  moment.  We'll  go  away  and  travel,  you 
and  I.  I  have  thought  of  it  a  long  time,  but  I  have  never  said 
anything  about  it.  In  the  first  place,  Lizzy  never  cared  for  going 
abroad ;  and  then,  though  I'm  very  fond  of  Lizzy,  she  is  a  kind  of 
tall  character,  you  know,  that  does  not  always  do  to  go  about  with 
a  small  body  like  me.  I  have  always  been  ou  the  lookout  for  a 
nice  quiet  girl  that  I  could  be  fond  of,  that  wouldn't  be  too  serious 
or  distracted,  with  other  things  to  think  of.  Lily,  since  the  first 
day  you  came  here,  I  have  always  felt  I  could  get  on  with  you.' 
Mrs.  Travers  raised  herself  a  little  upon  her  cushions,  as  she  sipped 
her  tea,  and  a  faint  animation  came  into  her  face.  *  I  never  coi;ld 
have  done  Avith  a  companion  that  had  been  got  by  an  adver- 
tisement, or  recommended  by  a  clergyman,  or  anything  of  that  sort. 
But  getting  fond  of  you  before  one  ever  thought  of  anything  of  the 
sort, — it  is  just  a  Providence,  Lily  !  And  yoiu-  father  and  mother, 
— Lizzy  has  quite  settled  about  them,  so  they  can  have  no  objec- 
tions. We'll  go  abroad,  you  and  I ;  we'll  be  quite  comfortable, 
and  take  Martha,  and  pcrliaps  a  man  too,  if  you  think  that  Avould 
be  a  comfort, — for  I  liave  a  little  money  of  my  own,  enough  for  all 
we  shall  want.  We'll  make  no  plans,  but  just  go  wherever  it 
will  be  nicest,  wherever  we  like  best ;  we'll  be  quite  free  and  inde- 
pendent, for  we'll  be  company  for  each  other,  wliich  is  wliat  I  have 
always  wanted.  Don't  you  think  it  will  be  very  nice,  Lily  1  It's 
what  I've  always  wanted  but  never  have  seen  my  way  to,  till  now.' 
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'  Oh,  Mrs.  Travers,  it  is  like  a  dream ;  like  nothing  but  a 
dream  !'  Lily  cried. 

And  these  two  innocent  creatures  dried  their  tears,  and  began 
to  talk  of  travelling-dresses  and  the  most  beautiful  places  they  had 
ever  heard  or  read  about.  All  the  world  was  '  abroad'  to  them  ; 
it  meant  everything,  from  Boulogne  to  Bombay,  the  first  seeming 
about  as  far  off  as  the  last ;  and  in  the  novelty  and  delight  of  this 
thought,  their  troubles  floated  away. 

Elizabeth  had  left  her  aunt's  room  with  a  beating  heart.  To 
reckon  up  all  that  had  passed  in  this  eventful  afternoon  was  impos- 
sible :  the  one  thing  important  was  the  question  whether  she 
should  find  Edmund  waiting  for  her  downstairs.  The  current  of 
these  hasty  events  had  swept  the  two  together  in  a  way  she  had 
never  intended,  nor  thought  of  She  had  put  out  her  hand  to  him 
in  her  first  astonishment  in  the  shock  of  Lily's  revelation,  and  in 
the  force  and  impetuosity  of  her  feelings  had  called  him  by  his 
name.  V\:t  to  that  moment,  Elizabeth  had  sorrowfully  believed 
that  it  was  Roger  who  was  the  pitifid.  hero  of  Lily's  adventm-e. 
The  girl  had  not  said  it,  had  not,  as  Miss  Travers  now  perceived, 
given  any  indication  that  it  was  he ;  but  Elizabeth  had  convinced 
herself  of  it  by  reasonings  which  it  is  unnecessary  to  follow,  by 
one  piece  of  circumstantial  evidence  after  another.  In  all  that 
Roger  had  done,  Edmund  had  involved  himself  In  her  own  hear- 
ing he  had  spoken  of  money  which  Roger  had  destined  for  Lily, 
and  which,  Elizabeth  took  it  for  granted,  was  given  as  compensa- 
tion for  the  wrong  he  had  intended  to  do.  Her  heart  had  been 
hot  and  sore  with  the  secret  which  nobody  knew.  She  could  not 
bear  to  stand  by  and  witness  the  love  and  the  grief  and  the  honour 
with  which  Roger's  name  was  surrounded,-^Roger,  who  she  be- 
lieved had  stained  that  name  with  such  schemes  and  artifices  at 
the  very  end  of  his  life  !  It  had  been  intolerable  to  her  to  hear 
the  universal  praises  that  followed  him,  to  feel  herself  compelled 
to  acquiesce  in  what  was  said.  She  had  stood  silent,  in  painful 
repression,  unwilling  to  consent,  still  more  unwilling  to  condemn 
him  who  had  gone  before  a  higher  tribunal.  She  had  determined 
at  last,  that  very  day,  to  tell  Edmund  her  secret, — that  it  was  she 
who  had  recovered  Lily  and  brought  her  home,  and  that  she  knew 
everything.  When  the  discovery  came,  and  she  was  made  aware 
that  she  had  been  wronging  Roger  all  the  time,  Elizabeth's  gener- 
ous heart  had  turned,  with  a  bound  of  repentance  and  acknowledg- 
ment, to  Roger's  faithful  brother,  whom  she  had  been  holding  at 
arm's  length,  knowing  well — as  how  could  she  help  knowing  ? — 
what  was  on  his  lips.     Her  subdued  scream  of  horror  and  com- 
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puuction,  her  call  to  Edmund  to  forgive  her,  her  hand  put  into  his, 
had  all  been  signs  which  she  had  no  power  to  restrain.  She  had 
done  this  involuntarily,  throwing  herself  at  Edmund's  head,  as  the 
vulgar  say.  And  afterwards  it  had  all  seemed  to  be  taken  for 
granted  by  him  and  every  one,  she  could  not  tell  how.  He  had 
spoken  for  her,  and  she  had  accepted  his  guidance  with  proud 
humility,  standing  up  by  him,  putting  her  hand  on  his  arm.  It 
all  appeared  to  have  been  settled  for  them  without  a  word  said 
between  them,  without  anything  which  usually  constitutes  such  a 
bond.  He  had  not  said  that  he  loved  her,  nor  that  he  wanted 
her ;  there  had  been  no  asking,  no  consent.  If  there  had  been 
any  advance  made,  it  had  come  from  her,  wath  that  unconscious 
cry  of  '  Edmund  ! '  with  the  giving  of  her  hand.  When  she  left 
her  aunt's  room,  Elizabeth,  for  the  first  time  able  to  think  of  her- 
self, went  down  the  stairs  very  slowly,  in  great  agitation,  not  know- 
ing what  she  was  to  find.  Would  he  still  be  there  1  Would  he 
have  seized  the  opportunity  to  escape  from  a  position  which  was 
not,  after  all,  of  his  seeking  ?  Or  if  he  remained,  would  it  be  with 
an  embarrassed  acquiescence  in  what  had  haiDpened,  which  had 
been  none  of  his  doing  ?  She  could  not  tell.  Her  heart  was  beat- 
ing very  fast,  though  her  foot  was  slow.  She  was  not  a  humble 
girl,  ready  to  acknowledge  her  lord,  but  a  woman  full  of  natural 
pride  and  independence,  very  sensitive,  deeply  wondering  what  on 
his  side  the  man  had  thought  and  now  had  to  say. 

She  was  not  left  long  in  doubt.  Edmund  was  waiting  in  the 
hall,  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  The  first  thought  of  her  alarmed 
soul  was  that  he  was  on  his  way  out,  that  he  was  about  to  leave 
the  house ;  and  her  heart  stopped  beating  for  a  moment.  But 
Edmund  was  not  going  away ;  he  put  out  his  hands  to  take  hers, 
drawing  one  through  his  arm. 

'  Come  out,'  he  said ;  '  now  that  you  have  come,  I  don't  feel 
that  the  house  can  contain  me.  I  have  a  thousand  and  a  thousand 
more  things  to  say.' 

'  Oh  ! '  she  cried,  '  what  must  you  think  of  me  1  What  can  I 
say  to  you  1  Everything  seems  to  have  been  taken  out  of  our 
hands.' 

'  Think  of  you  ?  It  will  take  a  long  time  to  tell  you  all  that. 
Say  to  me  1  Everything,  whatever  comes  into  your  mind  ;  for 
now  you  are  I,  and  I  am  you.  Come  out  into  the  free  air ;  there 
is  too  much  of  me  to  be  contained  in  any  house.  Dear  Elizabeth, 
ever  dear,  there  is  no  ghost  to  stand  between  us  now  1 ' 

'  Did  you  feel  it,'  she  said,  '  that  spectre  1  Oh,  how  could  I 
ever  have  entertained  such  an  unworthy  thought !' 
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'  I  knew  it  was  not  Roger,'  lie  said.  '  Some  time  you  shall  hear 
what  he  said  of  you  and  me,  that  last  night.  But  in  tlie  mean- 
time we  have  everything  to  say  between  ourselves  and  about 
ourselves.  I  cannot  withhold  a  word  ;  events  seem  to  have  settled 
it  for  us.     Elizabeth,  I  am  going  to  begin  at  the  beginning.' 

They  took  refuge  from  the  wide  laudscaj^e  in  a  summer-house 
which,  but  that  nature  had  laden  it  with  a  wild  and  tangled  growth 
of  honeysuckle  and  jessamine,  would  have  been  an  entirely  cockney 
erection,  in  the  taste  of  the  late  Mr.  Travers,  and  there  reviewed 
the  complete  rise  and  j^rogress  of  a  love  which  was  now  by  mere 
force  of  development  clear  to  both  from  the  beginning,  conscious 
as  it  had  scarcely  been,  until  a  recent  period,  but  of  this  both 
were  now  completely  unaware.  The  sunny  afternoon  sped  over 
them,  the  shadows  lengthened,  a  cool  breeze  tempered  the  heat, 
blowing  straight  over  the  tree-tops  from  the  sea.  Everything  was 
sweet  to  them, — the  light  and  the  shadows,  the  heat  and  the 
coolness,  the  sun  and  the  breeze.  The  honeysuckle  breathed  out 
its  sweetness  into  the  air ;  and  so  did  the  birds,  singing  all  manner 
of  love  songs  and  bridal  ditties,  selecting  the  best  out  of  their 
stores,  such  as  they  had  used  on  their  own  account  in  spring. 
These  two,  sitting  wrapt  in  airs  of  heaven,  neither  heard  the  birds 
nor  smelt  the  flowers;  they  had  all  music  and  fragrance  and 
sweetness  in  themselves.  They  were  as  little  concerned  in,  as 
little  conscious,  as  little  prescient  of  the  scene  going  on  at  Mel- 
combe  as  if  they  had  lived  in  another  world. 

Thus  the  conflict  and  the  misery  which  for  an  hour  or  so  had 
seemed  to  concentrate  in  this  innocent  house,  and  which  had  over- 
shadowed it  with  gloom,  and  given  a  tragic  colom-  to  every  ray  of 
light,  passed  away,  being  in  no  manner  native  to  the  place. 
Within  doors,  the  two  injured  persons  who  had  been  the  chief 
suftcrers  forgot  everything,  and  planned  their  little  consolatory 
travels  with  the  freshness  of  delighted  children ;  while  here  every 
cloud  flitted  away  from  the  two  most  blest,  united  after  long, 
tantalising  drifts  asunder,  in  the  enjoyment  of  that  most  perfect 
hour  of  human  fellowship,  the  lovers'  first  mutual  understanding. 
It  does  not  always  happen  ;  but  here  for  once  life  and  the  hour 
brought  no  injustice.  The  clouds  passed  away  from  the  innocent 
household,  and  did  no  harm. 

The  other  house  on  the  plain  below  was  not  so  easily  delivered. 
It  was  not  innocent,  but  guilty ;  and  on  it  the  clouds  descended, 
full  of  lightning  and  thunder  and  storm. 
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Edmund  did  not  return  to  Melcombe  till  late.  He  stayed  all 
the  delightful  evening  through  at  Mount  Travers,  dining  there, 
as  in  his  present  i^osition  it  was  the  right  and  natural  thing  to  do. 
That  afternoon  and  evening  fled  like  a  dream.  Sometimes  it 
happens  that  to  two  people  thus  suddenly  brought  together,  after 
long  tending  towards  each  other,  and  when  the  first  flusli  of  youth- 
fid  security  has  passed,  the  moment  of  union  brings  a  completion 
as  well  as  a  beginning  of  life,  which  is  unique  in  its  perfection.  It 
combines  the  rapture  of  early  bliss  with  that  deep-seated  satisflxction 
of  maturity,  which  is  rarer,  and  if  not  so  exquisite,  yet  the  most 
real  version  of  happiness.  Up  to  this  moment,  they  had  not  lived 
for  themselves.  The  life  of  Elizabeth  had  been  spent  in  that  most 
perfect  of  filial  duty  which  is  exercised  towards  relations  who 
have  the  claims  of  love  and  kindness  without  those  of  warm 
sympathy  and  congeniality.  She  was  not  like  the  kind  old  couple 
who  had  been  so  good  to  her.  Both  in  what  they  had  done  for 
her  and  in  what  they  had  withheld,  they  had  often  wounded  a 
nature  which  was  not  like  theirs.  Her  uncle  had  been  generous 
beyond  measure  to  her  in  his  will,  but  had  put  her  into  the  most 
false  position,  and  made  her  the  apparent  instrument  of  a  wrong 
which  was  abhorrent  to  her.  Edmund,  on  the  other  side,  had 
lived  a  neutral-coloured  life,  because,  no  doubt,  of  a  certain  spcc- 
tatorship  of  nature,  which  often  betrays  a  man  who  is  without  any 
prick  of  necessity  or  strong  impulse  of  passion  into  indifference  and 
mediocrity.  He  was  one  of  those,  not,  perhaps,  the  least  happy 
nor  the  least  usefid,  who  stand  aside  out  of  the  conflicts  of  life 
and  look  on,  and  who  seem  to  attain  to  little  by  persistence  of 
wanting  little, — by  an  interest  which  they  have  rather  in  life  in 
the  general  than  in  any  special  objects  to  be  appropriated  to 
themselves.  Such  men  can  be  emancipated  and  brought  into  a 
warmer  existence  only  by  love,  which  gives  them  a  warmer  and 
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stronger  identity  by  adding  another  life  to  theirs.  Love  that 
'  smites  tlie  chord  of  self,'  till  it,  '  trembling,  passed  in  music  out 
of  sight,'  is  one  thing ;  but  there  is  another,  in  which  the  selfsame 
love,  not  less  noble,  takes  up  '  the  harp  of  life,  and  smites  on  all 
its  chords  with  might ;'  so  that  the  musing  spectator,  the  observer 
of  other  men,  becomes  himself  a  man  by  dint  of  the  woman  poured 
into  him,  filling  his  veins  and  his  soul  with  an  added  vitality. 
This  pair  found  themselves  increased  so,  with  a  wonder  and  a 
delight  beyond  the  reach  of  the  simjDler  boy  and  girl,  who  only 
know  themselves  happy.  They  had  each  expanded,  risen  into  a 
stronger  individuality,  become  more  in  themselves  by  throwing 
everything  into  each  other.  To  both  the  exquisite  novelty  of 
having  another  self  was  not  only  a  blessedness  indescribable,  but  a 
marvel,  an  exhilaration,  an  elevation  of  individual  being,  such  as 
no  prophecy  or  description  had  led  them  to  anticipate.  They 
both  seemed  to  begin  to  live  from  that  moment,  to  understand 
what  it  was  to  have  that  possession  of  human  capability  and 
power.  At  once  out  of  a  world  mysteriously  indifferent,  uncom- 
prehending, uninterested,  never  able  to  divine  what  they  would  be 
at,  to  possess  each  an  ear  into  which  to  pour  everything  that 
came  into  the  heart,  each  an  eye  always  awake  to  what  each  was 
doing,  each  another  who  was  themselves, — what  a  wonder,  what 
a  miracle,  what  an  expansion  of  living  ;  nay,  what  life  and  personal 
identity  !  This  day  was  a  revelation,  a  kind  of  gospel,  a  new  com- 
munication direct  out  of  heaven  for  both.  They  spent  those  sunny 
hours  together,  which  seemed  like  so  many  moments,  and  yet  were  of 
more  account  in  theu-  life  than  a  dozen  previous  years.  They 
dined  together  at  a  table  which  derived  a  curious  dignity  from  the 
thought  that  henceforth  it  was  to  be  the  centre  of  life  dispensed 
to  others ;  of  meeting  and  communion  ;  of  breaking  of  bread,  half 
sacramental  with  the  sacred  seal  of  domestic  unity,  of  possession 
in  common.  All  common  life  became  splendid  and  noble  in  this 
illumination ;  they  looked  at  each  other,  and  read,  radiant,  the 
exposition  of  what  existence  actually  was  in  each  other's  eyes. 

Edmund  walked  home  in  the  delicious  darkness  of  the  summer 
night.  The  road  was  white  under  his  feet,  the  dark  hedges  stand- 
ing up  on  either  hand,  the  immense  vault  of  sky  over  him  sparkling 
with  innumerable  stars.  In  his  present  mood,  moonlight  would 
have  been  too  much ;  it  would  have  introduced  a  more  dramatic 
element,  strong  shadows  along  with  the  intensity  of  its  white 
light.  He  loved  better  that  soft  shining  which  filled  the  heavens 
with  delightfid  company  and  silent  fellowship.  He  walked  along 
lightly,  as  if  he  trod  upon  air,  that  same  road  which  his  father  had 
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traversed  in  a  passion  of  physical  and  mental  excitement,  which 
made  of  it  an  awful,  half-delirious  pathway  from  life  to  death ; 
and  which  Stephen  had  trod  heavily,  with  anxious  thoughts, 
subsiding  rage,  and  rising  care.  He  thought  of  neither  of  them, 
nor  of  what  he  should  find  when  he  reached  home,  nor  of  how  he 
should  communicate  the  great  event  which  had  happened  to  him- 
self. None  of  these  things  disturbed  Edmund's  mind.  The  fact 
that  he  was  shut  out  from  his  inheritance  had  made  him  perfectly 
independent.  In  comparison  with  Elizabeth  he  was  poor ;  but 
that  did  not  trouble  him.  It  did  not  occur  to  him  that  any  mean 
or  mercenary  motive  could  ever  be  associated  vnth.  his  name ;  nor 
did  he  think  of  Elizabeth's  superior  wealth  any  more  than  he 
thought  of  the  dress  she  had  worn,  or  any  other  matter  of  insig- 
nificant detail.  Every  trifle  comes  to  be  important  in  its  time, 
and  no  doubt  the  day  would  come  when  he  would  be  critical  about 
his  wife's  dress,  and  like  her  to  wear  this  or  that.  But  in  the 
meantime  he  had  no  leism-e  in  his  mind  for  anything  but  herself, 
and  the  wonderful  possession  that  had  come  to  him  in  her,  Eliza- 
beth. He  said  the  name  over  to  himself,  looking  up  at  the  stars 
with  a  low  laugh  of  pleasure,  and  moisture  in  his  eyes.  Elizabeth, 
— that  was  enough.  Not  Lizzy ;  Lizzy  was  not  characteristic  of 
her,  as  some  pet  names  are.  Elizabeth, — a  name  to  be  said  slowly, 
savoured  in  all  its  syllables,  which  embodied  not  softness  only,  but 
strength  ;  a  cpieen's  name,  a  common  name,  liquid  in  the  beginning, 
coming  up  strong  on  the  rock  of  that  concluding  sound.  His  laugh 
sounded  into  the  silence,  a  low,  congenial  note,  subdued,  yet  the 
uttermost  expression  of  human  pleasure,  and  satisfaction,  and 
content.  He  was  not  laughing  at  himself  in  his  lover's  folly,  as 
perhaps  a  wiser  man  might  have  done,  but  only  for  happiness,  for 
pure  pleasure,  for  delight. 

The  door  was  still  standing  wide  open  when  Edmund  reached 
Melcombe,  and  a  dog-cart  stood  before  the  steps,  with  lamps, 
which  made  a  contradictory  yellow  glimmer  in  the  paleness  of  the 
night.  As  he  approached,  Larkins  came  out  upon  tlie  threshold. 
'  You  needn't  wait,'  he  said  to  the  driver.  '  Doctor's  going  to  stop 
all  night.' 

'  How's  master '? '  said  the  man. 

'  Don't  say  nothing  in  the  house,  but  it's  my  opinion  he's  a 

dead  man ;  and  if  Robson  don't  think  so,  too,   I'm  a But 

mind  you,  not  a  word ;  the  family  mightn't  like ' 

'  What's    that   you   are    saying,    Larkins  ? '     Edmund    laid    a 
sudden  hand  upon  the  butler's  shovdder,  which  made  him  jump. 

'  Mr.  Edmund !     I'm  sure  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.     I  didn't 
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see  you.     I  was  telling  James  to  put  up Dr.  Robson,  sir, 

he's  here,  and  will  not  be  going — not  for  a  bit.' 

'  Who  is  ill  1  My  father  1  What  is  it  1  You  said  he  was  a 
dead  man.' 

'  He's  had  a  fit,  sir.  There  was  nobody  there  but  me,  and  it's 
had  that  eff"ect  upon  me  that  I  don't  know  what  I'm  saying.  I 
hope  it  ain't  so  bad  as  that,  Mr.  Edmund.  Don't  go  to  master's 
room,  sir ;  Dr.  Robson  says  no  one's  to  go  in.  The  captain,  he's 
in  the  library.' 

Edmund  had  gone  half-way  up  the  stairs,  but  he  stopped  at 
this,  and  came  slowly  down  again.  The  shock  of  this  intimation 
dispersed  all  that  bright  atmosphere  about  him,  as  if  it  had  been 
a  bubble,  and  brought  him  back  with  a  sudden  jar  into  so  different 
a  sphere.  He  was  well  aware  of  the  significance  of  the  words  '  a 
fit,'  and  remembered,  with  a  throb  of  painful  sensation,  his  father's 
continual  preoccupation  on  this  subject,  his  occasional  attempts  at 
self-restraint,  because  of  what  had  been  said  to  him  of  the  risks  he 
ran.  Poor  father !  overwhelmed  at  last  by  that  tempest  of  rage 
and  shame.  His  exclamation  about  the  harm  that  had  come  to 
him  from  his  sons  recurred  to  Edmund's  mind.  The  Squire  had 
passed  safely  enough  through  the  contrarieties  brought  upon  him 
by  Roger :  he  had  seen  his  first-born  die,  and  buried  him,  without 
any  danger  from  emotion.  But  now — Edmund  approached  the 
library  very  unwillingly,  with  hesitating  steps.  The  very  sight  of 
Stephen  would,  he  felt,  be  intolerable ;  nor  did  he  know  how  his 
brother  could  look  him  in  the  face.  The  door  was  ajar,  and  he 
pushed  it  open  with  a  reluctant  hand.  The  apartment  was  dimly 
lighted  by  candles  on  the  mantelpiece,  which  was  at  the  opposite 
end  of  the  room  from  the  Squire's  writing-table,  usually  the  central 
point,  with  its  one  brilliant  lamp.  The  fact  that  the  lamp  had 
not  been  lighted  was  already  a  sign  of  approaching  change. 
Edmund  saw  with  relief  that  the  doctor  stood  with  Stephen  before 
the  fireplace, — two  dark  figiu-es  in  the  ineff"ectual  light. 

'  What  is  the  matter  ? '  he  asked.  '  Doctor,  I  am  most  thank- 
ful at  least  to  find  you  here.' 

'Not  for  much  good,  I'm  afraid,'  returned  the  doctor,  shaking 
his  head.  '  He  has  had  a  fit,  and  a  bad  one.  I  must  not  con- 
ceal from  you  that  he  is  very  ill.  I've  been  afraid  of  it  for 
some  time  back.  Nothing  we  have  done  has  been  of  any  avail 
as  yet.' 

Edmund  asked  anxiously  how  it  had  happened,  and  received 
from  the  doctor  Larkins's  story,  cut  short  of  various  details.  '  He 
seems  to  have  walked  a  considerable  distance  in  tlie  heat  of  the 


XLVi  THE  LAST  OF  THE  SQUIRE  337 

sun.  Your  brother  does  not  appear  to  be  aware  of  any  other 
circumstances.' 

'  He  had  been  very  much  excited, — he  had  made  a  painful 
discovery.' 

Stephen  turned  half  round,  with  a  dark  glance  from  under  his 
brows. 

'  Oh,'  exclaimed  the  doctor.  Then  he  added  quickly,  '  These 
things,  of  course,  would  be  but  secondary  causes.  I  have  warned 
him  repeatedly  that  he  must  take  the  utmost  care,  in  respect  of 
diet  and — many  other  things.  But  with  all  precautions,  disease 
cannot  be  staved  off.     It  was  bound  to  come,  sooner  or  later.' 

'  And  you  take  a  despondent  view  ? ' 

'  One  can  never  tell,'  replied  Dr.  Robson.  '  He  has  had  only 
threatenings,  no  attack  before,  and  his  strength  is  intact.     I  shall 

stay  all  night— or  until In  the  meantime,  I  have  been  saying 

to  your  brother,  if  you  would  like  to  get  a  physician  from  London. 
The  telegraph  is  closed  by  this  time ;  but  a  message  could  be  sent 
by  the  midnight  train.' 

'  I  think  it  would  be  well  to  send  one,  doctor,  notwithstanding 
our  perfect  confidence  in  you.' 

'  I  didn't  see  the  use,'  objected  Stephen,  with  averted  head. 

'  It  is  no  question  of  confidence  in  me.  I  should  prefer  it,'  the 
doctor  said. 

'Then  I'll  send  at  once.' 

Stephen  again  gave  his  brother  a  darkling  look.  There  was  in 
it  a  cm'ious  defiance,  yet  timidity.  Edmund  was  the  eldest ;  he 
had  the  first  right  to  act.  He  asked  no  advice  from  his  junior, 
who  was  tacitly  put  aside  altogether,  while  Edmund  consulted 
with  the  doctor,  after  sending  oft'  his  message,  which  was  des- 
patched by  a  servant,  with  authority  to  engage  a  special  train  to 
bring  down  the  great  physician  with  as  little  delay  as  possible. 
Stephen  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  while  everything  was  thus 
taken  out  of  his  hands.  He  might  have  attended  to  these  matters 
on  his  own  responsibility,  and  saved  himself  from  being  thus 
superseded  in  what  he  felt  with  a  sotird  mixture  of  anger  and 
alarm  and  satisfaction,  to  be  his  own  house.  He  did  not  wish  to 
deprive  his  father  of  any  care.  He  did  not  wish  him  to  die, 
though  that  would  be  a  solution  of  all  the  ditticulties  of  the 
moment,  which  it  was  scarcely  possible  not  to  desire.  Nothing  so 
bad  as  this,  however,  was  in  his  mind.  He  could  not  have  told 
why  he  had  not  acted  upon  the  doctor's  suggestion  and  telegraphed, 
so  long  as  there  was  time.  Perhaps  it  hud  been  with  a  vague 
idea  of  conciliating  Dr.  liobson,  of  having  the  doctor  on  his  side ; 
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perhaps  merely  from  a  reluctance  to  act,  a  hesitation,  a  resistance, 
of  which  he  was  now  ashamed  and  wroth  with  himself.  He  might 
have  done  it,  and  asserted  his  authority,  instead  of  letting  that 
fellow  cut  in,  as  if  he  had  any  right.  Meanwhile,  Edmund  acted 
as  if  he  had  the  sole  right.  He  went  up  with  Dr.  Robson  to  the 
patient's  room,  when  the  doctor  thought  it  time  for  another  visit, 
leaving  Stephen  still  pacing  about,  agitated  by  feelings  which  he 
did  not  dare  to  show.  His  position  was  one  to  try  the  strongest 
spirit.  The  j^robabilities  were  that  if  Mr.  Mitford  got  better 
everything  would  be  changed ;  and  though,  when  he  heard  from 
Larkins  his  father's  order  that  Pouncefort  should  be  sent  for,  he 
had  stopped  that  communication,  he  had  at  the  same  time  sent 
for  his  man,  and  ordered  that  everything  should  be  packed  up, 
that  he  might  be  ready  to  go  off  at  once,  if  that  was  what  was 
going  to  happen.  He  was  determined  he  would  not  endure  abuse 
and  loss  both.  So  that  if  the  Squire  got  well,  if  he  saw  his 
lawyer  and  carried  out  his  new  intentions,  Stejihcn  had  decided  to 
leave  the  house  in  an  hour's  time,  perhaps  never  to  return ;  while 
if  Mr.  Mitford  died,  in  a  moment  all  would  be  his,  without  question 
or  remark.  The  balance  of  possibilities  was  thus  a  very  exciting 
and  uncertain  one ;  to  be  reduced  to  the  position  of  a  son  banished 
from  the  paternal  home,  as  Roger  had  been,  or  to  be  the  master 
and  owner  of  all ;  to  feel  himself  set  aside  from  all  share  in  the 
matter  by  Edmund,  who  took  the  command  naturally,  by  a  right 
which  everybody  acknowledged,  or  to  be  the  master,  and  turn 
Edmund  out.  And  all  this  hanging  upon  a  thread,  upon  the 
living  or  dying  of  the  old  man  upstairs  !  Stephen  did  not  wish 
his  father  to  die.  It  was  something,  it  was  much,  that  he  coidd 
resist  that  temptation.  But  he  waited  with  sullen  excitement, 
low-flaming,  self-controlled.  He  was  angry  that  the  London 
physician  had  been  sent  for,  and  that  he  himself  had  not  sent  for 
him, — he  scarcely  knew  which  was  most  annoying, — and  went  on 
pacing  in  an  angry  mood,  till  Edmund  and  the  doctor  should  come 
downstairs  again,  perhaps  bringing  news. 

Edmund  saw  his  brother's  boxes  packed,  as  he  passed  Stephen's 
room  on  his  way  downstairs,  with  some  surprise.  He  would  have 
preferred,  had  it  been  practicable,  to  have  had  no  intercourse  with 
him ;  but  that,  it  was  evident,  could  not  be.  He  went,  once 
more  slowly  and  with  reluctance,  to  the  library,  where  he  knew 
that  Stephen  was  awaiting  him.  Captain  Mitford  stopped  in  his 
pacing  up  and  down,  and  turned  round,  when  Edmund  came  in. 
They  stood  and  looked  at  each  other  for  a  moment  silently ;  theu^ 
'  My  father  is  no  better,'  Edmund  said. 
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'  I  was  afraid  he  would  not  be,'  responded  SteiAen.  '  Robson,' 
he  added,  '  seems  to  have  very  little  hope.' 

'  Very  little  hope.     Did  you  see  him  before  the  seizure  ? ' 

'No.' 

'  Then  things  are  the  same  between  you  as  when  he  left  Mount 
Travers  1 ' 

'Yes.' 

After  this  brief  colloquy,  they  stood  for  another  moment  looking 
at  each  other.  To  think  that  this  fellow  should  confi-ont  him,  as 
if  he  were  the  master,  and  that  at  any  moment  it  might  be  he, 
Stephen,  who  was  the  master,  and  able  to  turn  Edmund  out ! 
This  was  the  thought  that  burned  in  Stephen's  mind.  On  the 
chance  of  a  moment !  But  as  yet,  uo  one  knew  how  that  cliance 
misrht  turn. 


XL  VII 

THE   BREAK-UP 

The  long  night  passed  in  discomfort  and  gloom,  in  broken  dozes 
and  broken  conversations,  with  long  pauses.  The  two  young  men 
sat  ojiposite  to  each  other,  obliged  to  keep  each  other  company, 
yet  with  nothing  to  say.  A  jealous  alarm  prevented  Stephen  from 
retiring  to  his  room.  He  felt  that  something  might  happen,  if  lie 
were  not  always  on  the  watch.  The  Squire  might  recover  his 
senses.  Pouncefort  might  arrive,  and  find  some  means,  which 
neither  doctor  nor  nurse  was  capable  of,  to  get  him  roimd.  Who 
could  tell  what  might  happen?  Edmund  remained  up  to  receive 
the  report  of  the  doctor,  to  watch  for  the  possible  arrival  of  the 
physician  from  town,  and  also  partly  because  he  could  not  sleep. 
Dr.  Robson  came  and  went  from  the  sickroom  to  the  library 
below,  throwing  himself  on  the  sofa  in  the  intervals,  to  take  that 
rest  which  doctors  as  well  as  niu'ses  know  to  be  so  indispensable 
in  face  of  eventualities.  The  doctor  thought  in  the  breaks  of  his 
sleep  that  he  had  never  seen  anything  more  strange  than  the 
aspect  of  the  two  brothers,  seated  each  in  his  corner,  exchanging 
few  words,  taking  little  notice  of  each  other,  while  their  father 
lay  between  life  and  death,  upstairs.  Was  it  feeling?  he  asked 
himself,  or  what  was  it  1  He,  too,  had  seen  the  packed  and 
strapped  portmanteaus  within  the  open  door  of  Stephen's  room,  and 
wondered  who  was  going  away,  and  why,  and  what  had  been  the 
'  painful  discovery '  the  patient  had  made,  which  one  brother  had 
not  mentioned,  and  the  other  had  at  once  identified  as  one  of  the 
causes  of  the  seizure.  This  wonder  did  not  prevent  Dr.  Robson, 
who  was  a  young  man  in  robust  health,  from  sleeping,  any  more 
than  anxiety  for  his  patient  did ;  but  it  passed  through  his  mind, 
with  some  half  guess  at  the  cause,  before  he  went  to  sleejD,  with 
these  two  dark  figures  before  him, — one  bolt  upright  in  his  chair, 
in  a  fictitious  watchfulness,  the  other  with  his  face  hid  in  the 
shadow  of  the  hand  which  supported   his  head.     There  was  no 


XLVii  THE  BREAK-UP  341 

reason  why  they  should  both  sit  up.  They  seemed  to  be  keeping 
a  watch  on  each  other,  like  sentinels  of  two  contending  parties. 
Their  aspect  was  so  strange,  and  the  consciousness  of  their  presence 
so  strong,  that  they  made  the  doctor  dream.  He  could  not  shake 
from  his  mind  the  certainty  that  they  were  there. 

The  Loudon  doctor  came  in  the  morning,  not  having  hurried 
himself  unduly,  and  regretting,  as  he  said,  the  great  additional 
expense  that  would  have  been  entailed  upon  the  survivors  had  a 
special  train  been  necessary.  He  arrived,  fresh  and  neat,  upon 
the  exhausted  and  excited  household,  and  with  a  mind  quite  free 
from  any  tortures  of  suspense.  But  his  examination  of  the  patient 
did  not  come  to  much.  He  said,  when  he  came  downstairs,  that 
it  was  impossible  to  tell — the  patient  might  linger  a  day  or  two  ; 
he  might  even  rally,  by  extreme  good  fortune ;  or  another  attack 
might  come  on,  and  terminate  the  matter  at  once. 

'  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  is  to  his  advantage  that  he  has 
survived  so  long,'  said  this  great  authority,  with  a  meaning  which 
was  comprehensible  enough.  '  To  be  sure,'  cried  Dr.  Robson,  who 
was  an  imprudent  young  man,  '  it  is  to  his  advantage  that  he  has 
survived,  or  he  would  be  dead  by  this  time.' 

But  the  fact  was  that  no  more  light  was  to  be  thrown  upon 
the  question  by  science,  and  the  London  physician  came  and  went, 
as  such  great  authorities  often  do,  in  a  case  which  is  beyond  the 
reach  of  mortal  power. 

The  only  incident  in  the  miserable  lingering  day  was  the 
arrival  of  Mr.  Pouncefort,  who  had,  by  some  mysterious  bird 
of  the  air  carrying  the  matter,  or  other  occult  agency,  found 
out  that  his  client  was  dying,  and  had  expressed  a  wish  that 
he  should  be  sent  for.  He  arrived  when  Stephen  had  permitted 
himself  to  believe  that  danger  was  over,  and  was  about  to  lie 
down  for  needful  rest.  But  the  sight  of  the  lawyer  roused  the 
heir  at  once. 

'  I  shouldn't  advise  you  to  stay,'  Captain  Mitford  observed. 
'  He'll  never  be  able  for  business  again.' 

'  It's  hard  to  tell,'  said  Mr.  Pouncefort.  '  I've  seen  a  man 
turn  everything  upside  down  in  his  succession  after  that  had  been 
said  of  him.' 

Stephen  stared  at  the  newcomer  witli  glazed  and  weary  eyes, 
in  which  a  sullen  fire  burned  behind  the  film  of  exhaustion,  but 
restrained  the  impulse  to  reply.  He  sat  down  again,  however,  in 
the  chair  which  he  had  occui)ied  all  night,  determined  to  keep 
tliis  dangerous  visitor  in  sight.  Mr.  Pouncefort  had  no  compassion 
for  the  supplanter  who  had  been  put  into  his  brother's  place,  in 
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spite  of  all  lie  had  himself  been  able  to  do  against  it.  He  asked 
a  hundred  questions :  how  the  attack  came  on ;  what  was  the 
cause ;  whether  there  had  been  any  '  worry '  at  the  bottom  of  so 
sudden  a  seizure.  '  People  say  something  occurred  to  put  him  out, 
but  of  course  you  must  know.' 

'I  don't  know;  he  was  out  in  the  sun,  on  one  of  those  hot 
days, — that's  what  the  doctor  thinks.' 

'  Oh  !  that's  what  the  doctor  thinks  1  Robson,  is  it  1  He  ought 
to  know  your  father's  constitution.  I  should  have  thought  the 
Squire  was  pretty  well  used  to  being  out  in  the  sun.' 

'  You  had  better  ask  Robson,'  said  Stephen ;  '  he'll  be  here 
presently;'  and  then  there  was  a  silence  between  them. 

The  lawyer  had  a  bag  with  papers,  which  he  opened  and  looked 
over,  perhaps  ostentatiously ;  he  had  no  desire  to  spare  the  young 
man.  Stephen  was  overcome  with  fatigue.  He  kept  dropping 
into  momentary  dozes,  from  which  he  started,  opening  wide  in 
defiance  his  red  and  heavy  eyes.  But  he  woidd  not  now  go  to 
bed  or  do  anything  to  refresh  himself;  he  was  like  a  jailer  in 
attendance  upon  some  troublesome  prisoner ;  he  would  not  let  this 
new  enemy  out  of  his  sight. 

This  suspense  lasted  till  far  on  in  the  second  night,  when  there 
was  a  sudden  stir  and  commotion  in  the  sickroom,  and  the  doctor 
was  hurriedly  called  upstairs.  In  a  veiy  short  time  the  others 
were  summoned.  They  stood  about  the  bed,  Mr.  Pouncefort 
placing  himself  at  the  foot,  with  an  anxious  intention  of  catching 
what  last  glimpse  of  intelligence  might  come  into  the  eyes  of  the 
dying  man.  But  it  was  too  late  for  anything  of  the  kind.  The 
Squire  had  been  stricken  down  by  another  and  more  violent 
seizure.  He  was  so  strong  in  vitality,  and  his  physical  forces  were 
so  little  impaired,  that  even  now  he  made  a  struggle  for  his  life  ;  but 
in  vain.  Presently  the  loud  breathing  stopped.  Silence  replaced 
that  awful,  involuntary  throbbing  of  the  human  mechanism,  from 
which  the  inspiring  force  had  gone.  Love  and  grief  had  little 
place  in  that  death-scene ;  but  there  is  something  overawing  and 
impressive  in  every  transit  from  life  to  death.  The  two  sons  stood 
side  by  side,  without  a  word.  Simmons,  the  housekeeper,  half 
with  a  feminine  sense  of  what  was  becoming,  half  perhaps  with  a 
real  human  regret  for  the  master  of  so  many  years,  sniffed  a  little 
behind  the  curtain.  The  others  all  stood  in  dead  silence,  while 
the  doctor  closed  those  staring,  troubled  eyes. 

Stephen  was  the  first  to  leave  the  room.  He  went  straight  to 
his  own,  where  his  servant  was  hanging  about,  in  the  agitation 
which  fills  a  household  at  such  a  moment.     He  kicked  the  port- 
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manteaus  with  his  foot,  and  said  loudly,  '  Undo  all  that,'  before 
he  closed  the  door.  He  wanted  rest  and  sleeji  above  all  things, 
but  he  could  not  refrain  from  that  one  token  of  an  anxiety  now 
laid  at  rest.  Only  Mr.  Pouncefort,  however,  took  any  notice  of 
this  symbolical  action.  Stephen  had  been  of  no  account  in  the 
house  during  these  two  days,  and  when  he  disappeared  without 
even  a  good-night,  without  a  sign  of  civility,  the  others  were  too 
much  preoccupied  to  notice.  Dr.  Robson  was  eager  to  get  home, 
— he  had  spent  the  greater  part  of  two  nights  out  of  his  house  ; 
and  Edmund  went  downstairs  with  him,  to  settle  and  arrange 
everything.  The  lawyer  stole  away  to  the  room  which  had  been 
prepared  for  him,  and  after  a  few  hours'  rest  left  the  house  in  the 
morning,  before  any  one  was  astir.  His  mission  had  been  a 
failure.  Sometimes  there  is  a  moment  of  possibility,  a  place  of 
repentance,  afforded  to  a  man  at  the  very  end  of  his  life.  But  in 
this  case  there  was  nothing  of  the  kind.  The  wrong  done  was 
done  permanently,  and  all  was  now  over.  That  strange  injustice 
which  lies  underneath  the  smface  of  life,  which  gives  the  lie  to  all 
the  optimisms  of  philanthropy,  which  is  restrained  by  no  law,  and 
is  so  often  permitted  to  establish  itself  in  absolute  impunity,  had 
again  gained  the  upper  hand.  There  was  no  appeal  to  be  made, 
no  redress  possible.  The  dead  man  might  have  repented,  had 
time  been  left  him.  But  all  the  stars  in  their  courses  had  fought 
for  the  unworthy.  Mr.  Pouncefort  felt  this  angrily,  almost  shaking 
his  fist  at  the  serene  heavens  which  overlooked  everything,  and,  so 
far  as  appeared,  took  no  heed.  To  Edmund  the  same  thought 
came,  but  in  a  different  form,  as  he  stood  at  his  window,  looking 
out  upon  a  firmament  all  living  with  innumerable  lights.  The 
real  sufferer  was  not  angry.  He  looked  out  with  a  profound  sad- 
ness, yet  with  that  half  smile  of  spectatorship  which  had  been 
habitual  to  him  all  his  life.  Perhaps  at  no  period  would  he  have 
felt  his  disinheritance  so  sharply  as  another  man  might ;  at  this 
moment  he  did  not  feel  it  at  all.  Poor  father !  was  what  he 
thought, — who  had  taken  that  step  of  injustice  in  vain  ;  who  had 
rewarded  the  evil-doer,  and  punished  him  to  whom  lie  intended  no 
wrong.  It  was  hard  to  think  of  the  Squire  as  changed  into  some 
heavenly  semblance,  a  spiritual  being  moved  by  spiritual  motives 
alone.  Edmund's  imagination  coukl  not  reach  so  far.  He  thought 
of  his  father  as  perhaps  suddenly  enlightened  as  to  this  irony  of 
fate,  cognisant  of  the  evil  he  had  done,  impotent  to  amend  it, 
obliged  to  bow  to  the  inexorable  fact  which  his  own  arbitrary  will 
had  created,  and  carrying  about  the  consciousness  of  this  tremen- 
dous mistake  and  failure  in  a  quickened  being,  to  which,  perhaps, 
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there  would  no  longer  belong  the  happy  human  faculty  of  forget- 
fulness.     Would  not  that  be  hell  enough, — or  jjurgatory,  at  least  1 

Things  went  on  at  Melcombe  without  further  change  for  some 
days.  Stephen  took  no  charge  in  respect  to  the  funeral,  or  any  of 
the  immediate  arrangements  which  had  to  be  made.  He  stood  by, 
passive,  while  Edmund  gave  all  the  orders  and  attended  to  everything. 
Not  a  word  was  said  while  the  father  lay  dead  in  the  house.  They 
even  dined  together  in  silence,  broken  only  l)y  a  few  conventional 
phrases  from  time  to  time.  The  brothers-in-law  were  abroad,  out 
of  reach  ;  and  though  the  entire  county  came  to  the  funeral,  there 
were  no  relations  except  a  distant  cousin  or  two,  and  no  one  in  the 
house  to  break  the  brothers'  tete-a-tete.  When  all  was  over,  they 
returned  alone  together  to  the  house.  Mr.  Pouncefort  was  the 
principal  executor,  and  there  was  no  question  between  them  about 
any  of  the  details.  Once  more  the  family  table  was  spread  for  the 
two  brothers,  who  had  walked  side  by  side  after  their  father's 
coffin.  It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  scarcely  contained 
excitement  of  Larkins  and  his  assistants  as  to  how  this  dinner 
would  go  off.  Stephen  solved  the  question  for  them  without 
delay.  He  came  in  first,  with  his  hands  plunged  deeply  into  his 
pockets,  and  his  eyebrows  lowered  over  his  eyes,  and  took  his 
father's  place.  Instead  of  the  restrained  and  formal  conversation 
of  the  intervening  days,  he  now  began  to  talk.  He  spoke  of  what 
he  was  going  to  do. 

'  I'll  very  likely  go  out  and  join  the  Stathams,  for  a  bit.  I'm 
not  fond  of  the  Continent,  but  one  doesn't  know  what  to  do  with 
one's  self,  just  at  first.  It's  too  early  for  Monte  Carlo  and  that 
sort  of  thing.  I  don't  know  what  sort  of  beastly  i^lace  they  may 
have  got  to,  but  Statham's  sure  to  look  out  for  himself,  and  get 
something  or  other  to  do.  And  one  can't  have  a  lot  of  fellows 
down  all  at  once  to  fill  up  the  old  place.' 

'  No,  that  would  hardly  do,'  Edmund  answered. 

His  brother  gave  him  a  surly  look  from  underneath  his  lowering 
brows.  '  I  don't  see  why  it  shouldn't  do,  if  one  made  up  one's 
mind  to  it.  I  don't  mind  gossip,  for  my  part.  But  there  would 
be  nothing  for  them  to  do.  I  mean  to  have  a  lot  of  men  down  for 
September.' 

'  Yes  1 '  said  Edmund,  for  Stephen  had  hesitated. 

'  And  I  think,'  he  went  on,  after  a  moment,  '  of  shutting  up 
the  house  till  then.  There's  an  idle  lot  of  servants  about.'  He 
had  paused  to  say  this  until  all  but  Larkins  were  out  of  the  room. 
'  I  rather  think  of  making  a  clean  sweep.  What  does  veiy  well 
for  an  old  lot,  don't  you  know,  doesn't  do  when  a  man's  young. 
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So  I  thought  may  be  it  woiddn't  be  a  bad  plan  to — let  it,  perhaps, 
for  a  month  or  two,  or  else  shut  up  the  house.' 

'To  let  it — for  a  month  or  two!'  exclaimed  Edmund  in  con- 
sternation. 

'  Well,  quantities  of  people  do ;  but  I  don't  say  I've  made  up 
my  mind  to  that.  Only,  I'll  either  take  that  course,  or  else  shut 
up.  It's  dull  enough  here,  Heaven  knows.  I  was  thinking, 
perhaps,  if  you  could  make  it  convenient — when  it  suits,  don't  you 
know^ — that  is,  as  soon  as  you  can  manage  it — to  clear  out.' 

'  That  is  exactly  what  I  had  meant  to  tell  j^ou.  I  think  of 
going  to-morrow.' 

'  All  right,'  rejoined  Stephen.  '  I  didn't  mean  to  put  on  the 
screw,  but  it's  always  best  that  fellows  should  understand  each 
other,  don't  you  know,  from  the  first.' 

'  Much  the  best,'  Edmund  said. 
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These  were  almost  the  last  words  which  passed  at  this  period 
between  Captain  Mitford  of  Melcombe  and  his  brotlier.  Stephen 
left  within  a  few  days,  having  succeeded  so  well  in  clearing  the 
house  that  the  servants  forestalled  him  by  giving  their  demission 
en  masse,  headed  by  Mr.  Larkins  and  Mrs.  Simmons,  whom 
Stephen's  speech  about  the  idle  lot,  duly  reported  by  the  equally 
oftended  Larkins,  had  wounded  to  the  quick.  He  was  obliged  to 
leave  the  i^lace  in  the  hands  of  some  of  the  lower  drudges  of  the 
kitchen,  who  had  no  feelings,  and  were  delighted  to  succeed  to  the 
positions  vacated  by  their  betters ;  and  to  have  the  house  set  up 
anew,  with  expensive  menials,  supplied  by  a  London  agent,  when 
he  returned.  He  failed  in  ousting  the  Fords,  for  the  excellent 
reason  that  they  had  finally  decided  to  take  advantage  of  his  first 
hasty  dismissal;  so  that  his  emissaries  found  nothing  but  an 
empty  house,  when  they  went  to  carry  his  decision  into  effect. 
Stei^en  was  not  aware  that  he  escaped  an  action  for  wages  and 
board  wages,  which  Ford  was  bent  on  bringing  against  him,  only 
by  means  of  Edmund's  entreaties  and  the  compensation  he  offered, 
in  order  that  the  family  name  should  not  be  dragged  through  the 
mire,  in  public  at  least.  But  notwithstanding  these  efforts,  the 
facts  of  the  case  got  breathed  about  in  the  county,  creating  not 
only  a  strong  feeling  against  the  new  lord  of  Melcombe,  but,  what 
he  dreaded  still  more,  a  wave  of  riotous  ridicule,  such  as  went  far, 
sweeping  through  half  the  mess-rooms  in  the  country  in  echoes  of 
inextinguishable  laughter :  '  Heard  of  Mitford  of  the  Red  Roans, 
—how  he  was  sold  1  Thought  he  had  got  a  simpleton  in  hand, 
that  knew  no  better ;  but,  by  Jove  !  out  she  marched,  colours 
flying,  and  left  him  'plante-la  !'  The  other  tales  about  him,  which 
roused  a  graver  indignation, — how  he  had  been  the  means  of  his 
brother  Roger's  death,  and,  by  a  sudden  discovery  of  his  ridiculous 
adventures  and  shameful  conduct,  of  his  father's, — though  these 
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rumours  were  bad  enough,  were  not,  either  iu  the  estimation  of 
his  si^ecial  public  or  in  his  own,  so  overwhehning  as  tlie  story  of 
Lily's  escape  and  the  ridicule  of  his  failure.  Even  Statham  and 
Markham,  his  brothers-in-law,  '  roared,'  as  they  described  it,  at 
Steve's  absurd  position. 

'  But  I'd  cut  the  whole  concern,  if  I  were  you,  for  a  year  or 
two,  old  fellow,'  Statham  said.  '  Don't  go  back  there  this  year. 
Have  a  go  at  the  big  game,  or  something.' 

'Try  Africa,'  said  Markham. 

'  By  Jove  !  I'll  do  neither  the  one  nor  the  other  ! — What  are 
you  talking  of  1  I'll  see  you  all  at^ — Jericho,  first !  And  if  you 
don't  care  to  come  to  Melcombe  for  September, — why,  you  can  try 
Africa  yourselves,'  Stephen  said. 

This  somewhat  changed  the  ideas  of  the  brothers-in-law,  who 
were  not  averse  to  coming  to  Melcombe  for  the  partridges.  They 
endeavoured  to  make  their  wives  laugh  too,  at  the  story  of  Lily, 
with  but  partial  success ;  for  women  are  certainly  destitute  of  a 
fine  sense  of  humour. 

'  It  was  odious  of  Stephen,  beyond  anything!'  Lady  Statham 
said ;  '  but  still,  that  little  set-up  thing  ! — what  did  she  expect,  I 
wonder?'  And,  'It  must  have  been  her  own  fault,'  Amy  said. 
Nina  told  her  little  tale  with  the  same  gravity,  without  seeing  the 
fun.  '  /  knew  Stephen  was  after  Lily,  when  he  used  to  go  out  in 
the  park  after  dinner.  What  shoidd  he  go  out  in  the  park  for,  if 
he  was  not  after  somebody  ?  To  smoke  his  cigar  !  Oh  !  as  if  a 
man  went  out  like  that  only  to  smoke  his  cigar  !  Simmons  alwaj's 
shook  her  head.  She  used  to  say  a  gentleman  was  up  to  no 
good,  when  he  went  out  in  the  evenings.  Would  you  let  Statham 
go  out  like  that,  if  you  knew  there  was  somebody  at  tlic  West 
Lodge,  Geraldine'?' 

'  Bertie's  got  his  smoking-room,'  said  Lady  Statham,  indignant, 
'  if  there  were  twenty  West  Lodges.  But  I  do  think  poor  i^apa 
was  to  blame  about  the  boys,  never  letting  them  smoke  at  home.' 

'  Boys  are  so  ready  to  go  wrong,'  sighed  Amy,  who  was  ten 
years  younger  than  her  brothers.  Then  the  party  melted  away, 
dispersing  in  different  directions,  and  leaving  only  Nina,  who 
knew  better  than  any  one  how  much  neglected  the  boys  had  been, 
and  how  natural  it  was  that  they  should  stray  to  the  West  Lodge, 
while  they  smoked  their  cigars. 

Stephen  came  back  in  September,  and  found  his  house  perfectly 
established  with  fine  footmen  from  London,  and  not  an  old  face  to 
remind  him  of  the  past.  His  friends  arrived  soon  after,  filling  the 
house.     But  though  the  covers  were  in  very  good  order,  and  tho 


348  THE  SECOND  SON  xlviii 

birds  abundant,  it  was  not  a  successful  performance,  on  the  whole. 
Even  the  Tredgolds  had  other  engagements,  when  he  asked  them 
to  dinner.  When  the  Stathams  and  tlie  Markharas  came,  there 
was  one  entertainment  which  did  well,  and  that  was  a  garden- 
party,  at  which  nobody  was  compelled  to  pay  any  particular  atten- 
tion to  the  master  of  the  house.  Otherwise  the  county  cut  him, 
to  his  intense  astonishment  and  rage.  And  after  that  he  took 
Statham's  advice,  and  went  abroad, — not  to  Africa,  in  search  of 
Ijig  game,  which  would  have  been  the  best  thing,  but  to  Monte 
Carlo  and  other  resorts  of  the  same  kind.  Meantime,  the  London 
servants  and  the  new  establishment  had  cost  him  for  three  months 
more  money  than  the  old  Squire  had  spent  in  a  couple  of  years. 
Altogether,  Stephen's  affairs  were  not  prosperous,  nor  his  prospects 
bright.  But,  no  doubt,  if  he  stays  away  for  a  time,  and  keeps  his 
estate  at  nurse,  and  especially  if  he  marries  well,  and  brings  home 
a  wife  acceptable  to  the  county,  the  weight  of  permanence  and 
continuation  will  tell  in  his  favour,  and  Captain  Mitford  will  be 
received,  if  not  with  open  arms,  at  least  back  again  into  a  tolerable 
place. 

Edmund  left  Melcombe  the  morning  after  his  father's  funeral. 
He  did  not  see  Stephen  again.  He  made  arrangements  for  the 
removal  of  all  his  special  belongings  and  went  away  without  much 
regret  from  the  house  that  should  have  been  his  home.  There  are 
some  who  feel  more  than  others  the  loss  of  houses  and  lands ;  and 
there  are  some  who  tear  themselves  with  difficulty  from  the  walls 
that  have  been  their  shelter  all  their  life.  In  both  points  Edmund 
was  a  little  at  fault.  He  felt  no  despair  at  the  loss  of  his  inherit- 
ance ;  he  had  never  thought  of  it  as  his.  All  the  emotion  he  had 
on  the  subject  he  had  spent  when  Roger  was  sent  away,  and 
perhaps  the  only  pang  that  had  moved  him  concerning  his  own 
share  of  the  loss  was  when  Roger,  imaware  of  what  had  passed, 
had  anticipated  for  Edmund  the  heirship  he  had  himself  lost. 
Edmund  had  experienced  a  constriction  of  his  heart  when  his 
brother  had  indulged  in  that  half-melancholy,  half-smiling  picture 
of  what  he  believed  was  to  be :  himself  with  Lily,  not  happy 
perhaps,  after  the  ordinary  meaning  of  the  word,  yet  feeling  his 
only  possibility  of  life  to  be  by  her  side ;  and  Edmund  and  his 
Elizabeth  in  Melcombe,  the  centres  of  a  wider  existence.  Tears, 
which  had  not  been  drawn  from  Edmund's  eyes  by  bis  own  deposi- 
tion, rose  at  the  thought  of  that  talk  of  things  that  were  not  to  be. 

He  went,  after  he  had  left  the  house,  to  the  corner  of  the 
parish  church  in  which  was  the  Melcombe  vault.  He  was  not 
unmindful   of  his    father   either.      What   disappointments,   what 
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self-deception,  what  vain  anticipations,  never  to  be  realised,  were 
shut  up  there  in  the  darkness,  in  that  gloomy  place  where  the 
ashes  of  the  Mitfords  were  kept  from  mingling  with  common  dust ! 
Edmund  could  not  think  of  any  failure  of  his  own,  in  the  presence 
of  the  failure  of  all  their  plans  and  wishes.  He  stood  leaning 
upon  the  old  brick  wall,  with  his  feet  among  the  rank  herbage ; 
then,  with  an  ache  in  his  heart  to  leave  there  all  that  had  been 
Roger,  all  the  human  hopes  and  wishes  that  were  never  to  be  ful- 
filled, and  with  that  ache  of  wonder  which  is  in  all  our  hearts 
as  to  what  they  know  of  us  who  have  left  us,  in  the  mystery  of 
their  new  existence,  Edmund  turned  away,  and  set  out  upon  his 
own.  Happy  Edmund  in  his  mourning,  in  his  deprivation,  with 
his  home  shut  against  him,  and  all  natural  expectation  cut  oft" ! 
He  passed  through  these  troubles  lightly  enough,  having  his  own 
happiness  to  fall  back  upon,  which  waited  serenely  for  him  after  all 
was  over ;  holding  open  the  gates  of  another  paradise,  the  indi- 
vidual inheritance,  which  is  for  every  man  who  has  a  centre  of 
love  to  turn  to,  and  a  meet  companion  awaiting  him  there. 

Stephen,  as  it  turned  out,  had  been  of  the  greatest  use  to  the 
household  at  Mount  Travers,  by  the  firebrand  he  had  thrown  into 
the  midst  of  it.  Mrs.  Travers  did  not,  indeed,  recover  from  the 
shock  all  at  once ;  at  least,  she  did  not  relinquish  the  pleasure  of 
taking  up  that  exhausted  firebrand,  and  thrusting  it  at  Elizabeth, 
as  a  sort  of  off'ensive  weapon,  inflicting  a  wound  which,  when  she 
saw  how  it  hurt,  the  old  lady  wept  over  and  kissed  to  make  it 
well,  with  an  alternation  of  reproach  and  conciliation  which  was 
not  without  its  enjoyment.  Elizabeth,  delivered  from  the  incessant 
strain  of  keeping  this  secret  from  her  aunt,  was  now  free  to  use 
what  means  she  could  to  set  the  wrong  right, — a  tiling  which  in 
her  ignorance  she  had  supposed  to  be  attended  by  endless  difficulties, 
but  which,  with  Edmund's  help  and  backing  up,  became  the  easiest 
matter  in  the  world.  Before  they  were  married  Elizabeth  settled 
upon  Mrs.  Travers  the  great  house  on  the  hill,  with  its  plate-glass 
windows  and  all  its  luxuries,  with  an  income  sufficient  to  make  the 
keeping  up  of  the  establishment  possible  to  the  widow.  This  was 
a  serious  diminution  of  her  wealth,  but  Edmund  liked  it  all  the 
better.  They  were  still  rich  enough  for  all  their  desires.  They 
had  the  luck  to  get  possession  of  an  old  house  which  had  been  tlie 
Melcombe  dower-house,  a  picturesque,  old-fashioned  place,  which 
had  passed  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Mitfords  several  generations 
before,  and  now  came  suddenly  into  the  market,  to  the  great 
satisfaction  of  the  disinherited  son.  We  will  not  deny  that  it  gave 
Elizabeth  a  pang  to  think  of  her  husband  settling  down  in  the 
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same  county,  on  a  little  bit  of  property  so  much  inferior  to  Mel- 
combe,  and  in  a  house  which  was  nothing  but  a  dependency  of  the 
family  home  possessed  by  his  younger  brother.  But  Edmund  only 
laughed  at  this  feminine  grudge. 

'  Whatever  he  does,  he  must  always  carry  that  mark  of  cadency/ 
he  said.  'It  frightened  my  poor  father  almost  out  of  changing 
his  will,  but  it  does  not  seem  to  impress  you,  Lizzy.'  By  this 
time,  om-  young  man  had  got  so  familiar  with  his  own  good  fortune, 
and  so  possessed  by  the  ease  of  his  happiness,  and  felt  it  so  difficult 
to  realise  that  she  had  not  always  belonged  to  him,  that  he  had 
forgotten  that  superlative  sentiment  of  his  about  the  name  of 
Elizabeth,  and  called  her  Lizzy,  like  other  people,  with  the  best 
grace  in  the  world. 

'  If  that  were  the  only  sign  of  cadency,  as  you  call  it,  I  shoidd 
not  care  much  about  it,'  said  his  wife  indignantly ;  '  but  when  I 
think  what  you  are,  Edmund,  and  what  he  is ' 

'  I  am  no  such  great  things,  if  I  had  not  you  to  back  me  up.  But 
whatever  poor  Steve  has,  he  can't  get  rid  of  that  little  mark.  I 
must  be  the  head  of  the  family,  though  I  have  nothing,  and  he 
has  all.' 

'And  you  say  "poor  Steve"  ! '  cried  Elizabeth,  with  a  flash  of 
disdain  in  her  eyes. 

'  Yes,  my  dearest,'  Edmund  said,  '  poor  Steve.  And  when  he 
thinks,  as  he  must  do  now  and  then,  you  may  be  sure  he  feels  it 
too.' 

Mrs.  Mitford  shook  her  head  indignantly  (it  was  very  certain 
that  she  was  Mrs.  Mitford,  and  that  the  lady  of  Melcombe,  when 
there  might  come  to  be  one,  could  be  nothing  but  Mrs.  Stephen), 
and  perhaps  hers,  though  the  less  generous,  was  the  truer  estimate. 
Stephen  had  sundry  pricks  to  put  up  with,  but  in  the  end,  no 
doubt,  people  would  forget,  and  he  would  remain  the  most  im- 
portant personage  in  the  consciousness  of  many  persons  Avho  forgot 
that  old  story.  It  is  much  to  be  doubted  whether  Edmund  him- 
self, though  he  produced  it  laughing,  to  smooth  down  his  wife's 
indignation,  thought  very  much  of  the  mark  of  cadency,  or  of  the 
fact  that  he  himself  bore  the  family  coat  without  a  diff'erence. 
What  pleased  him  most  was  that  he  had  possession  of  certain 
simpler  things ;  that  is  to  say,  that  he  had  got  the  wife  he  wanted,  • 
and  the  happiness  which  he  had  long  despaired  of,  and  a  home  such 
as  he  had  dreamed  of,  but  up  to  his  marriage  had  never  known. 
He  tliought  these  things  were  enough  for  a  man,  with  or  without 
the  position  which  befits  the  head  of  the  family ;  and  a  number  of 
persons,  we  hope,  will  think  that  Edmund  was  right. 
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Lily  Ford  remaiued  Mrs.  Travers's  companion,  and  a  most  con- 
genial one, — more  congenial  than  Elizabeth,  though  it  was  not 
necessary  to  say  so.  When  the  old  lady  received  the  deed  of  gift 
which  reinstated  her  in  full  possession  of  what  her  husband  ought 
to  have  left  her,  she  accejjted  it  with  difficulty  and  much  resistance, 
and  would  really  have  preferred  to  keep  her  grievance  instead, 
which  was  a  thing  that  involved  no  responsibilities.  She  managed 
to  retain  a  little  of  that,  however,  by  making  her  will  instantly, 
and  leaving  her  property  again  to  Elizabeth.  '  What  coidd  I  do  ?' 
she  said.  '  Of  course,  whatever  I  wished,  she  left  me  no  alterna- 
tive, after  the  step  she  took.'  The  plate-glass  windows  were  all 
shut  up  for  a  long  time,  and  the  house  stood  blindly  staring  out 
upon  the  landscape,  with  no  eyes  to  see  it,  while  Mrs.  Travers  and 
her  companion  went  abroad.  It  would  be  difficult  to  say  which  of 
the  two  more  completely  enjoyed  these  travels.  Lily,  with  the 
honest,  peasant  foundation  of  her  character,  found  it  indispensable 
to  give  an  equivalent  for  what  she  received,  by  bestowing  double 
care  and  attention  upon  the  old  lady,  who  was  not  her  mistress, 
but  yet  depended  upon  her  for  a  great  j^art  of  the  comfort  of  her 
life.  As  she  was  quick  and  intelligent,  and  soon  able  to  make  her 
smattering  of  boarding-school  French  useful,  and  pretty,  and  well- 
dressed,  and  pleasant  to  behold,  and  incapable  of  conceiving  any- 
thing happier  or  more  elevated  than  the  little  course  of  common- 
place tours,  which  were  to  both  the  most  exciting  of  travels,  she 
satisfied  Mrs.  Travers's  eveiy  requirement  as  a  companion.  No 
mother  and  daughter  could  have  been  more  happy  together.  To 
travel  about  in  first-class  carriages,  to  live  in  grand  hotels,  to  be 
looked  up  to  as  one  of  the  simple  tourist  ladies,  to  whom  every 
innkeeper  was  obsequious,  filled  Lily  with  an  elation  which  had, 
after  all,  something  more  in  it  than  personal  aggrandisement ;  it 
was  the  ideal  after  which  she  had  sighed,  the  plan  that  pleased  her 
childish  thought.  Perhaps  the  aspiration  to  be  a  lady,  in  the  ac- 
ceptation of  the  word  which  occurs  to  a  gamekeeper's  daughter, — 
to  live  among  beautiful  things,  according  to  what  her  imagination 
holds  for  beautiful, — to  have  the  leisure,  the  grace,  the  softness,  the 
brightness,  of  ladyhood  about  her,  instead  of  inhabiting  a  cottage 
and  working  at  needlework  for  a  living, — is  not,  after  all,  an  as- 
piration to  be  despised.  It  was  the  best  thing  she  knew,  just  as 
travelling  on  the  Continent  was  the  finest  occupation  she  knew,  the 
thing  which  the  finest  people  did.  She  would  not  have  bought 
that' elevation,  as  she  had  proved,  in  anything  but  an  honest  way. 
Meantime,  her  father  and  mother  had  charge  of  IMount  Travers, 
Mrs.  Ford  occupying  the  fine  position  of  housekeeper,  while  the 
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'  ladies ' — oh  !  the  delight  of  that  word,  which  the  mother,  with 
profound  self-abnegation,  turned  over  in  her  mouth  like  a  sweet 
morsel,  as  she  said  it — were  absent  on  their  tour.  Lily  had  now  a 
little  fortune  of  her  own, — the  money  which  Roger  had  meant  to 
settle  upon  her  when  she  should  be  his  wife.  She  was  not  sure 
that  she  could  have  chosen  anything  more  desirable  for  herself,  had 
she  been  permitted  to  choose  her  own  fate. 

Poor  Roger  !  This  was  all  his  foolish  love  had  come  to, — the 
love  which  he  knew  to  be  foolish ;  which  had  cost  him  his  inherit- 
ance, and,  in  a  manner,  his  life.  Was  not  his  fate,  perhaps,  the 
best  after  all, — to  escape  from  all  the  network  of  misery  which 
would  have  caught  his  feet,  the  unsuitable  companionship  which 
never  could  have  satisfied  his  mind,  and  to  begin  over  again  in  a 
world  where  at  least  the  same  mistakes  cannot  be  possible  ?  But 
it  is  hard  for  men  to  think  so,  to  whom  it  must  always  seem  a 
better  thing  to  fulfil  the  mortal  course  set  before  them,  through 
whatever  pains  and  troubles,  and  live  out  their  life. 


THE  END 
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The  Alphabet  of  the  Principles  of 
Agriculture,  (id.  —  Further  Steps  in 
the  Principles  of  *V.griculture.  is. — 
Elementary  School  Readings  on  the 
Principles  of  Agriculture  for  the 
Third  Stage.     \s. 

The  Abbot's  Farm  ;  or,  Practice  with 

Science.    Cr.  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

ANATOMY,  Human.     [See  Physiology.) 

ANTHROPOLOGY. 

BROWN  (J.  Allei,).— Paleolithic  Man  in 
North-West  Middlesex.     Svo.     7^.  6d. 

DAWKINS  (Prof.  W.  Boyd).— Early  Man 
IN  Britain  and  his  Place  in  the  Ter- 
tiary Period.     Med.  Svo.     25.5. 

FINCK  (Henry  T.). — Romantic  Love  and 
Personal  Beauty.     2  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     iSj. 

FISON  (L.)and  HOWITT  (A.  W.).— Kami- 
LAROi  AND  KuRNAi  Group.  Group-Mar- 
riage  and  Relationship,  and  Marriage  by 
Elopement.    Svo.     i^s. 

FRAZER(J.  G.).— The  Golden  Bough:  A 
Study  in  Comparative  Religion,  a  vols. 
Svo.     28J. 

GALTON  (Francis).— English  Men  of  Sci- 
ence :  their  Nature  and  Nurture. 
Svn.     8.r.  6d. 

INQUIR1F.S  into  Human  Faculty  and 

ITS  Development.     Svo.     i6j. 

Life-History  Album  :  Being  a  Personal 

Note-book,  combining  Diary,  Photograph 
Album,  a  Register  of  Height,  Weight,  and 
other  Anthropometrical  Observations,  and  a 
Record  of  Illnesses.  4tc.  3^.6^.— Or  with  Cards 
of  Wool  for  Testing  Colour  Vision.     4^.  6rf. 


GALTON  (Francis). —Natur.\l  Inherit- 
ance.    Svo.     gj. 

Record  of  Family  Faculties.    Cod- 

sisting  of  Tabular  Forms  and  Directions  for 
Entering  Data.     410.     2s.  td. 

— ;—  Hereditary  Genius  :  An  Enquiry  iiico 
its  Laws  and  Consequences.  Ext.  cr.  Svo. 
■js.  net. 

Finger  Prints.     Svo.     ts.  net. 

Blurred  Fingerprints.  Svo.  2.r. 6^/.  net. 

M'LENNAN    (J.    F.).— The    Patriarchal 

Theory.    Edited  and  completed  by  Donald 

M'Lennan,  M.A.     Svo.     14^-. 

Studies  in  Ancient  History.  Com- 
prising "  Primitive  Marriage."     Svo.     ifrj. 

MONTELIUS— WOODS. —The  Civilisa- 
tion OF  Sweden  in  Heathen  Times. 
By  Prof.  Oscar  Montelius.  Translated 
by  Rev.  F.  H.  Woods.     Illustr.     Svo.     us. 

ORR  (H.  B.). — Theory  op  Development 
AND  Heki-dity.     Cr.  Svo.     oi'.  net. 

TURNER(Rev.  Geo.).— Samoa,a  Hundred 
Years  ago  and  long  before.    Cr.  Svo.    gj 

TYLOR  (E.  B.).  — Anthropology.  With 
Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo.     7^.  6d. 

WESTERMARCK  (Dr.  Edward).— The  His- 
tory OF  Human  Marriage.  With  Preface 
by  Dr.  A.  R.  Wallace.     Svo.     us.  net. 

WILSON  (Sir  Daniel). — Prehistoric  Ann  ali 
OF  Scotland.    Illustrated.  2  vols.   Svo.  3bj. 

Prehistoric  Man:  Researches  into  the 

Origin   of  Civilisation  in  the  Old  and  New 
World.     Illustrated.     2  vols.     Svo.     j6j. 

The  Right  Hand:  Left-Handedness. 

Cr.  Svo.    4J.  6d. 

ANTIQUITIES. 

(See  also  Anthropology.) 
ATKINSON  (Rev.  J.  C.).— Forty  Ylars  in 
A  Moorland  Parish.    Ext.  cr.  Svo.    3i.  td. 
net. — Illustrated  Edition.     12.S.  net. 
^.BURN    (Robert). — Ro.van    Literature    in 
Relation  TO  Roman  Art.     With  Illustra- 
tions.    Ext.  cr.  Svo.     \\s. 
DILETTANTI     .SOCIETY'S     PUP.LICA- 
TIONS. 
Antiquities  of  Ionia.  Vols.  I. — III.  aA  w. 
each,  or  5/.  ^s.  the  set,  net. — Vol.  IV.  Folio, 
half  morocco,  3/.  13J.  M.  net. 
An  Investigation  of  the  Princp-les  or 
Athenian    .Vrchitecture.       Bv    F.   C. 
Penrose.    Illustrated.    Folio.    7/.  -js.  nrl. 
Specimens  of  .\ncient  Sculpture  :  Euvf. 
TiAN,   Etruscan,  Greek,  and  Roman. 
Vol.  II.     Folio.     5/.  5^.  net. 


ANTIQUITIES— ASTRONOMY. 


ANTlQUnmS-ccnttnued. 

DYER  (Louis). — Studies  of  the  Gods  in 
Greece  at  certain  Sanctuaries  rb 
GENTLY  Excavated.  Ext.  cr.  8vo.  Ss.td.aet. 

FOWLER  (W.  W.).— The  City-State  of 
THE  Greeks  and  Romans.     Cr.  8vo.     5.J. 

GARDNER  (Percy).— Samos  and  Samian 
Coins  :  An  Essay.     8vo.     js.  td. 

GOW(J.,  Litt.D.).— A  Companion  to  School 
Classics.    Illustrated.   3rd  Ed.   Cr.  8vo.   ts. 

HARRISON  (Miss    Jane)  and   VERRALL 

(Mrs. ).— Mythology  and  Monuments  op 
Ancient  Athens.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  its. 

HELLENICSOCIETY'S  PUBLICATIONS 

— Excavations  at  Megalopolis,  1890— 
1891.  By  Messrs.  E.  A.  Gardner,  W. 
LoRiNG,  G.  C.  Richards,  and  W.  J.  Wood- 
house.  With  an  Architectural  Description 
by  R.  W.  ScHULTZ.     4to.     25.?. 

Ecclesiastical  Sites  in  Isauria(Cili- 

ciA  Trachea).  By  the  Rev.  A.  C.  Head- 
lam.     Imp.  4to.     SJ'. 

LANCIANI  (Prof.  R.).— Ancient  Rome  in 

THE  Light  of  Recent  Discoveries.  410. 24J. 

Pagan-  and  Christian  Rome.    410.    24.?. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).— A  Primer  of 
Greek  Antiquities.     Pott  8vo.     is. 

— —  Social  Life  in  Greece  from  Homer 
to  Menander.    6th  Edit.    Cr.  8vo.    gi. 

Rambles  and  Studies  in  Greece.     Il- 
lustrated.   3rd  Edit.    Cr.  8vo.     las.  dd. 
(See  also  History,  p.  11.) 

HEWTON  (Sir  C.  I.).— Essays  on  Art  and 
Arch.«ology.     8vo.     i2i.  6d. 

SCHUCHHARDT(C.).— Dr.  Schliemann's 
Excavations  AT  Trov,  Tiryns,  Mycenae, 
Orchomenos,  Ithaca,  in  the  Light  of 
Recent  Knowledge.  Trans,  by  Eugenie 
Sellers.  Preface  by  Walter  Leaf,  Litt.D. 
Illustrated.     8vo.     i8.r.  net. 

STRANGFORD.  (See  Voyages  &  Travels.) 

WALDSTEIN  (C.).— Catalogue  of  Casts 
IN  the  Museum  of  Classical  Archeo- 
logy, Cambridge.  Crown  8vo.  is.  6d. — 
Large  Paper  Edition.     Small  4to.     ss. 

WHITE  (Gilbert).    (See  Natural  History.) 

WILKINS  (Prof.  A.  S.).— A  Primer  of  Ro- 
man Antiquities.     Pott  8vo.     is. 

ARCH^ffiOLOGY.    (See  Antiquities.) 

ARCHITECTURE. 

FREEMAN  (Prof.  E.  A.).— History  of  the 
Cathedral  Church  of  Wells.  Cr.  8vo. 
31.  6d. 

HULL  (E.). — A  Treatise  on  Ornamental 
AND  Building  Stones  of  Great  Britain 
AND  Foreign  Countries.     8vo.     12^. 

MOORE  (Prof.  C.  H.).— The  Development 
AND  Character  of  Gothic  Architec- 
ture.    Illustrated.     Med.  8vo.     i8s. 

PENROSE  (F.  C).    (See  Antiquities.) 
STEVENSON  (].   J.).— House    Architec- 
ture.    With    Illustrations.     2    vols.     Roy. 
3vo.      lis.  each. — Vol.    I.   Architecture  ; 
Vol.   II.  House  Planning. 


ART. 

(See  also  Music.) 
ART    AT     HOME    SERIES.      Edited    by 

W.  J.  LoFTiE,  B.A.     Cr.  8vo. 

The   Bedroom   and   Boudoir.     By   Lady 
Barker.    2.s.  td. 

Needlework.     By  Elizabeth  Glaister. 
Illustrated,     is.  hd. 

Music  in  the  House.     By  John  Hullah. 
4th  edit.    2s.  td. 

The     Dining-Room.       By    Mrs.    Loftie. 
With  Illustrations.     2nd  Edit.     2s.  td. 

Amateur  Theatricals.     By  Walter  H. 
Pollock  and  Lady  Pollock.     Illustrated 
by  Kate  Gref.naway.     2s.  td. 
ATKINSON   (J.    E.).— An    Art    Tour   to 

Northern  Capitals  of  Europe.  8vo.  xzs. 
BURN  (Robert).     (See  Antiquities.) 
CARR(J.C.)— Papers  on  Art.  Cr.Svo.  is.td. 
COLLIER  (Hon.  John).— A  Primer  of  Art. 

Pott  8vo.     IS. 
COOK  (E.  T.).— A  Popular  Handbook  to 

THE  National  Gallery.     Including  Notes 

collected   from  the  Works  of  Mr.   Ruskin. 

4th    Edit.     Cr.    Svo,    half   morocco.     14J. — 

Large  paper  Edition,  250  copies.  2  vols.  Svo. 
DELAMOTTE  (Prof  P.  H.).— A  Beginner's 

Drawing- Book.    Cr.  Svo.    3^.  td. 
ELLIS  (Tristram). — Sketching    from    Na- 
ture.    lUustr.  by  H.  Stacy  Marks,  R.A., 

and  the  Author.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    y.  td. 
HAMERTON   (P.    G.).— Thoughts    about 

Art.     New  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     Zs.  td. 
HOOPER (W.  H.)and  PHILLIPS  (W.  C  1  - 

A  Manual  of  Marks  on  Pottery  and 

Porcelain.     i6mo.  •  ^s.td. 
HUNT  (W.).— Talks  about  Art.     With  a 

Letter  from  Sir  J.  E.  Millats,  Bart.,  R.A 

Cr.  Svo.     3J.  td. 
HUTCHINSON  (G.  W.  C.).— Some  Hints 

on  Learning  to  Draw.    Roy.  Svo.    Zs.td. 
LECTURES  ON  ART.     By  Rvxio.  Stiakt 

Poole,  Professor  W.  B.  Richmond,  E.  J 

PoVNTER,     R.A.,     J.     T.     MlCKLETHWAlTE, 

and  William  Morris.     Cr.  Svo.     4^.  td 
NEWTON  (Sir  C.  T.).-{See  Antiquities.) 
PALGRAVE  (Prof.  F.  T.).— Essays  on  Art. 

Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     ts. 
PATER  (W.).— The  Renaissance  :  Studies 

In  Art  and  Poetry.  5th  Edit.  Cr.  Svo.  los.  td. 
PROPERT   (J.    Lumsden).— A    History   -^f 

Miniature  Art.     Illustrated.     Super  roy. 

410.3/.  i3.f.  td. — Bound  in  vellum.  4/.  14J  td. 
TAYLOR  (E.  R.).— Drawing  and  Design. 

Ob.  cr.  Svo.      25-.  td. 
TURNERS    LIBER    STUDIORUM :     A 

Description  and  a  Catalogue.    By  W.  G. 

Rawlinson.     Med.  Svo.     I2j.  td. 
TVRWHITT     (Rev.     R.     St.     John).— OuR 

Sketching  Club.  5th  Edit.  Cr.  Svo.  7J.  td. 
WVATT    (Sir    M.    Digby).— Fine    Art:    A 

Sketch  of  its  History,  Theory,  Practice,  and 

Application  to  Industry'.     Svo.     ^s. 

ASTRONOMY. 

AIRY  (Sir  G.  B.).— Popular  Astronomy. 
Illustrated.     7th  Edit.     Fcp.  Svo.     4J.  td. 

Gravitation.  An  Elementary  Explana- 
tion of  the  Principal  Perturbations  in  the 
Solar  System.     2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     js.  td. 


ATLASES— BIOGRAPHY. 


BLAKE  (J.  F.). — Astronomical  Myths. 
With  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.     gs. 

CHEYNE  (C.  H.  H.).-An  Elementary 
Treatise  on  the  Planetary  Theory. 
Cr.  8vo.     7^.  6ci. 

CLARK  (L.)  and  SADLER  (H.).— The  Star 
Guide.     Roy.  8vo.     ss. 

CROSSLEY  (E.),  GLEDHILL  (J.),  and 
WILSON  (J.  M.).— A  Handbook  of  Dod- 
ble  Stars.     Svo.     21s. 

Corrections   to   the    Handbook    of 

Double  Stars.     Svo.     is. 

FORBES  (Prof.  George).— The  Transit  of 
Venus.     Illustrated.    Cr.  Svo.    3s.  6d. 

GODFRAY  (Hugh).— An  Elementary 
Treatise  on  the  Lunar  Theory.  2nd 
Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     sj.  6d. 

A  Treatise  on  Astronomy,  for  the 

OSE  of  Colleges  and  Schools.  Svo.  12s.  6d. 

LOCKYER(J.  Norman,  F.R.S.).— A  Primer 
of  Astronomy.    Illustrated.    Pott  Svo.    is. 

Elementary  Lessons  in  Astronomy. 

Illustr.     New  Edition.     Fcp.  Svo.     55. 6d. 

Questions  on  the  same.    By  J.  Forbes 

Robertson.     Fcp.  Svo.     i^-.  td. 

The  Chemistry  of  the  Sun.  Illus- 
trated.    Svo.     145. 

The  Meteoritic  Hypothesis  of  the 

Origin  of  Cosmical  Systems.    Illustrated. 
Svo.     i-js.  net. 

The  Evolution  of  the  Heavens  and 

the  Earth.    Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo. 

Star-Gazing  Past  and  Present.  Ex- 
panded from  Notes  with  the  assistance  of 
G.  M.  Seabroke.     Roy.  Svo.     21.J. 

LODGE  (O.  J.).— Pioneers  of  Science.  Ex. 
cr.  Svo.     Ts.  bd. 

MILLER  (R.  Kalley).— The  Romance  of 
Astronomy.     2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     45-.  (id. 

NEWCOMB  (Prof.  Simon).— Popular  As- 
tronomy.   Engravings  and  Maps.    Svo.   tZs. 

RADCLIFFE  (Charles  B.).— Behind  the 
Tides.     Svo.     4^-.  td. 

ROSCOE— SCHUSTER.    (See  Chemistry.) 

ATLASES. 

(See  also  Geography). 

BARTHOLOMEW  (J.  G.).-Elementary 
School  Atlas.    4to.     u. 

Physical  and  Political  School  Atlas. 

80  maps.     4to.     %s.  6d.  ;  half  mor.  10s.  6d. 

-  Library  Reference  Atlas  of  the 
World.  With  Index  to  100,000  places. 
Folio.  52.S.  6d.  net. — Also  in  7  parts.  $s.  net ; 
Geographical  Index.     7^.  6d.  net. 

LABBERTON  (R.  H.).— New  Historical 
Atlas  and  General  History.    410.     15*. 

BIBLE.    (See  under  Theology,  p.  33.) 

BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

A  BIBLIOGRAPHICAL  CATALOGUE  OF 
MACMILLAN  and  CO.'S  PUBLICA- 
TIONS, 1S43— 89.    Med.  Svo.     loj.  net. 


BIBLIOGRAPHY-  «« tinued. 
MAYOR  (Prof  John  E.  B.).— A  Bibliogra- 
phical Clue  to  Latin  Literature.     Cr. 
Svo.     laf.  td. 

RYLAND  (F.). — Chronological  Outlines 
OF  English  Literature.     Cr.  Svo.     i>s. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

(See  also  History.) 
For  otker  subjects  0/  Biography,  see  English 
Men    of    Letters,    English    Men    of 
Action,  Twelve  English  Statesmen. 

ABBOTT  (E.  A.).-The  Anglican  Career 
of  Cardinal  Newman,  ivols.  Svo.  25j.net. 

AGASSIZ  (Louis):  His  Life  and  Corres- 
pondence. Edited  by  Elizabeth  Cary 
Agassiz      2  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     iS.f. 

ALBEMARLE  (Earl  of).— Fifty  Years  of 
My  Life.  3rd  Edit.,  revised.  Cr.  Svo.  TS.dd. 

ALFRED  THE  GREAT.  By  Thomas 
Hughes.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

AMIEL(H.F.)-The Journal Intime.  Trans. 
Mrs.  HuMPHKf  Ward.  2nd  Ed.  Cr.  Svo.  6j. 

ANDREWS  (Dr.  Thomas).    (See  Physics.) 

ARNAULD,  ANGELIQUE.  By  Frances 
Martin.     Cr.  Svo.     45.  kd. 

ARTEVELDE.  James  and  Philip  van 
Artevelde.  By  W.  J.  Ashley.  Cr.  Svo.  6j. 

BACON  (Francis)  :  An  Account  of  his  Life 
and  Works.    By  E.  A.  Abbott.    Svo.    14J. 

BARNES.  Life  of  William  Barnes,  Poet 
AND  Philologist.  By  his  Daughter,  Lucy 
Baxter  ("  Leader  Scott  ").    Cr.  Svo.    TS.td. 

BERLIOZ  (Hector) :  Autobiography  of. 
Trns. by  R.&  E.Holmes.  2vo1s.  Cr.Svo.  2W. 

BERNARD  (St.).  The  Life  and  Times  of 
St.  Bernard,  .\bbot  of  Clairvaux.  By 
J.  C.  Morison,  M.A.     Cr.  Svo.     6j. 

BLACKBURNE.  Life  of  the  Right  Hon. 
Francis  Blackburne,  late  Lord  Chancellor 
of  Ireland,  by  his  Son,  Edward  Black- 
burne.    With  Portrait.     Svo.     i2j. 

BL.'^KE.  Life  of  William  Blake.  With 
Selections  from  his  Poems,  etc.  Illustr.  from 
Blake's  own  Works.  By  Alexander  Gil- 
christ.    2  vols.     Med.  Svo.    42J. 

BOLEYN  (Anne) :  A  Chapter  of  English 
History,  1527—36.  By  Paul  Fried.mann. 
2  vols.     Svo.     2S.r. 

BROOKE  (Sir  Jas.),  The  Raja  of  Sara- 
wak (Life  oQ.  By  Gertrude  L.  Jacob. 
2  vols.     Svo.     25J. 

BURKE.    By  John  Morley.   Globe  Svo.    5*. 

CALVIN.     (See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

CAMPBELL  (Sir  G.). -Memoirs  of  my  In- 
dian  Career.  Edited  by  Sir  C.  E.  Ber- 
nard.    2  vols.     Svo.     21.J.  net. 

CARLYLE  (Thomas).  Edited  by  Charles 
E.  Norton.    Cr.  Svo. 

Reminiscences.    2  vols.     i2.f. 

Early  Letters,  1814—26.    2  vols.    iftj. 

Letters,  1S26 — 36.     2  vols.     \%s. 

Correspondence     between     Goethb 

AND  CaRLVLE.      Qf. 


BIOGRAPHY. 


BIOGRAPEY— continued. 

CARSTARES  (Wm.):  A  Character  and 
Career  of  the  Revolutionary  Epoch 
(1649 — 1715).     By  R.  H.  Story.     8vo.     12s. 

CAVOUR.    (See  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 

CHATTERTON:  A  Story  of  the  Year 
1770.   By  Prof.  David  Masson.  Cr.  8vo.   5^. 

A  Biographical  Study.    By  Sir  Daniel 

Wilson.     Cr.  8vo.     6s.  (xi. 

CLARK.  Memorials  from  Journals  and 
Letters  of  Samuel  Clark,  M.A.  Edited 
by  His  Wife.     Cr.  8vo.     7.?.  6d. 

CLEVELAND  (Duchess  of).— True  Story 
of  K.\spar  Hauser.     Cr.  8vo.     4.?.  6d. 

CLOUGH  (A.  H.).    {See  Literature,  p.  21.) 

COMBE.  Life  of  George  Combe.  By 
Charles  Gibbon.     2  vols.     8vo.     32J. 

CROMWELL.    (5"^f  Select  Biography,  p.  6.) 
DAMIEN  (Father) :  A  Journey  from  Cash- 
mere to  his  Home  in  Hawaii.  By  Edward 
Clifford.     Portrait.     Cr.  8vo.    2s.  6d. 

DANTE :  and  other  Essays.  By  Dean 
Church.     Globe  8vo.     5J. 

DARWIN  (Charles)  :  Memorial  Notices, 
By  T.  H.  Huxley,  G.  J.  Romanes,  Sir 
Arch.  Geikie,  and  W.  Thiselton  Dyer. 
With  Portrait.     Cr.  8vo.     2S.  6d. 

DEAK  (Francis) :  Hungarian  Statesman. 
A  Memoir.     8vo.     12s.  6d. 

DRUMMOND  of  HAWTHORNDEN.  By 
Prof.  D.  Masson.     Cr.  8vo.     los.  6d. 

EADIE.  Life  of  John  Eadie,  D.D.  By 
James  Brown,  D.D.     Cr.  8vo.     7^.  6d. 

ELLIOTT.  Life  of  H.  V.  Elliott,  of 
Brighton.     ByJ.  Bateman.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

EMERSON.  Life  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son.   By  J.  L.Cabot.    2  vols.    Cr.  8vo.    i&s. 

ENGLISH    MEN    OF  ACTION.     Cr.  8vo. 

With  Portraits.     2^.  6d.  each. 
Clive.     By  Colonel  Sir  Charles  Wilson. 
Cook  (Captain).     By  Walter  Besant. 
Dam  PIER.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Drake.     By  Julian  Corbett. 
Gordon  (General).  By  Col.  Sir  W.  Butler. 
Hastings  (Warren).     By  Sir  A.  Lyall. 
Havelock  (Sir  Henry).     By  A.  Forbes. 
Henry  V.     By  the  Rev.  A.  J.  Church. 
Lawrence  (Lord).     By  Sir  Rich.  Temple. 
Livingstone.     By  Thomas  Hughes. 
Monk.     By  Julian  Corbett. 
Montrose.    By  Mowbray  Morris. 
MooRE(SiRjoHN).ByCol. Maurice. [/«/>-<'/. 
Napier    (Sir  Charles).     By   Colonel   Sir 

Wm.  Butler. 
Peterborough.     By  W.  Stebbing. 
Rodney.     By  David  Hannay. 
Simon    de   Montfort.      By   G.   W.   Pro- 

THERO.  \Inprep. 

Strafford.     By  H.  D.  Traill. 
Warwick,  the  King-Maker.     By  C.  W. 

Oman. 
Wellington.     By  George  Hooper. 

ENGLISH   MEN   OF   LETTERS.     Edited 
by  John  Morley.     Cr.  8vo.     2S.  6d.  each. 
Cheap  Edition,  -is-  6d.  ;  sewed,  is. 
Addison.     By  W.  J.  Courthopk. 
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METRic  Analysis.  Transl.  with  Additions, 
by  M.  M.  P.  MuiR,  F.R.S.E.  Cr.Svo.  is.td. 

FRANKLAND  (Prof.  P.  F.).  (See  Agri- 
culture.) 


GLADSTONE  (J.  H.)  and  TRIBE  (A.).- 
The  Chemistry  of  the  Secondary  Bat- 
teries of  Plant6  and  Faure.  Cr.Svo.  2.sA>d. 

HARTLEY  (Prof.  W.  N.).— A  Course  of 
Quantitative  Analysis  for  Students. 
Globe  Svo.     5J. 

HEMPEL  (Dr.  W.).  —  Methods  of  Gas 
Analysis.  Translated  by  L.  M.  Dennis. 
Cr.  Svo.     IS.  td. 

HOFMANN  (Prof.  A.  W.).— The  Life  Work 
of  Liebig  in  Experimental  and  Philo- 
sophic Chemistry.     Svo.     s^- 

JONES  (Francis). —  The  Owens  College 
Junior  Course  of  Practical  Chemistrt- 
lUustrated.     Fcp.  Svo.     2.r.  6d. 

Questions  ON  Chemistry.  Fcp.Svo.  ji. 

LANDAUER  (J.)-  —  Blowpipe  Analysis. 
Translated  by  J.  Taylor.     G1.  Svo.     \s.  6a. 

LOCKYER  (J.  Norman,  F.R.S.).  —  The 
Chemistry  of  the  Sun.    Illustr.    Svo.    i4J. 

LUPTON  (S.).  —  Chemical  Arithmetic 
With  1200  Problems.     Fcp.  Svo.     \s.  6d. 

MANSFIELD(C.B.).— A  Theory  OF  Salts. 
Cr.  Svo.     14X. 

MELDOLA  (Prof.  R.).— The  Chemistry  op 
Photography.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     6*. 

MEYER  (E.  von).— History  of  Chemistry 
from  Earliest  Times  to  the  Present 
Day.    Trans.  G.  McGowan.    Svo.     us.  net. 

MIXTER  (Prof  W.  G.).— An  Elementary 
Text-Book  of  Chemistry.  Cr.Svo.  7^.60 

MUIR  (M.  M.  P.).— Practical  Chemistry 
FOR  Medical  Students  (First  M.B.  Course). 
Fcp.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

MUIR  (M.  M.  P.)  and  WILSON  (D.  M.).- 
Elements  OF  Thermal  Chemistry.  i2f.6c. 

OSTWALD  (Prof.).— Outlines  of  General 
Chemistry.  Trans.  Dr.  J.  Walker,  ioj.  net. 

RAMSAY  (Prof.  William).— Experimental 
Proofs  of  Chemical  Theory  for  Begin- 
ners.    Pott  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

REMSEN  (Prof.  Ira).— The  Elements  or 
Chemistry.     Fcp.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

An   Introduction  to  the  Study  of 

Chemistry  (Inorganic  Chemistry).     Ci 
Svo.     6.t.  6d. 

A  Text-Book  of  Inorganic  Chemis 

try.     Svo.     i6.r. 

Compounds  of  Carbon  ;  or,  An  Intro- 
duction to  the  Study  of  Organic  Chemistry 
Cr.  Svo.     6.5.  6d. 

ROSCOE  (Sir  Henry  E.,  F.R.S.).— A  Primbb 
of  Chemistry.     Illustrated.     Pott  Svo.    is. 

Lessons   in   Elp;mentarv  Chemistri, 

Inorganic  and  Organic.    Fcp.  Svo.  ^s.td 

ROSCOE  (Sir  H.  E.)and  SCHORLEMMER 
{Prof.  C.).— A  Complete  Treatise  on  In 

ORGANIC  AND  ORGANIC  CHEMISTRY.    IlluStI 

Svo. — Vols.  I.  and  II.  Inokganic  Chemis 
try:  Vol.  I.  The  Non-Metai.lic  Elk 
ments,  2nd  Edit.,  2-Ls.  Vol.  II.  Parts  I 
and  II.  Metals,  iSi.  each.— Vol.  III.  Ob 
GANic  Chemistry:  The  Chemistry  ofth* 
Hvdko-Cakbons  and  their  Derivatives. 
Parts  I.  II.  IV.  and  VI.  21s.  \  Parts  IILwd 
V.  ;8^.  each. 


DICTIONARIES— EDUCATION. 


ROSCOE  (Sir  H.  E.)  and  SCHUSTER  (A.). 
— Spectrum  Analysis.  By  Sir  Henry  E. 
RoscoE.  4th  Edit.,  revised  by  the  Authoj- 
and  A.  Schuster,  F.R.S.  With  Coloured 
Plates.     8vo.     21s. 

THORPE  (Prof.  T.  E.)  and  TATE  (W.).— 
A  Series  of  Chemical  Problems.  With 
Key.     Fcp.  8vo.     zs. 

THORPE  (Prof.  T.  E.)  and  RDCKER  (Prof. 
A.  W.). — A  Treatise  on  Chemical  Phy- 
sics.    Illustrated.     8vo.        [In  preparation. 

WURTZ  (Ad.).— A  History  of  Chemical 
Theory.  Transl.  by  H.  Watts.  Cr.  Svo.  6j. 

CHRISTIAN  CHURCH,  History  of  the. 

{See  under  Theology,  p.  34.) 

CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND.  The. 

(See  under  Theology,  p.  35.) 

COLLECTED  WORKS. 

{See  under  Literature,  p.  20.) 

COMPARATIVE  ANATOMY. 

{See  under  ZoOhOGV,  p.  43.) 

COOKERY. 

{See  under  Domestic  Economy,  below.) 

DEVOTIONAL  BOOKS. 

{See  «W«r  Theology,  p.  35.) 

DICTIONARIES  AND  GLOSSARIES. 

AUTENRIETH  (Dr.  G.).— An  Homeric 
Dictionary.  Translated  from  the  German, 
by  R.  P.  Keep,  Ph.D.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

BARTLETT  (J.).— Familiar  Quotations. 
Cr.  Svo.     I2i.  bd. 

GROVE  (Sir  George).— A  Dictionary  of 
Music  and  Musicians.    {See  Music.) 

HOLE  (Rev.  C.). — A  Brief  Biographicai 
Dictionary.     2nd  Edit.     Pott  Svo.     4J.  td. 

MASSON  (Gustave). — A  Compendious  Dio 

TJONARY       OF      THE      FRENCH      LANGUAGE. 

Cr.  Svo.     'is.  6d. 
PALGRAVE  (R.  H.  I.).— A  Dictionary  of 

Political      Economy.      {See     Political 

Economy.) 
WHITNEY  (Prof.  W.  D.).— A  Compendious 

German  and  English  Dictionary.     Cr. 

Svo.     5^. — German-English  Part  separately. 

3J.  (>d. 

WRIGHT  (W.  Aldis).— The  Bible  Word- 
Book.     2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     7^.  6d. 

VONGE  (Charlotte  M.).— History  of  Chris- 
tian Names.     Cr.  Svo.     ts.  td. 

DOMESTIC  ECONOMY. 

Cookery — Nursing — Needleivork. 

Cookery. 

BARKER  (Lady). — First  Lessons  in  the 
Principles  of  Cooking.  3rd  Edit.  Pott 
Svo.     IS. 

BARNETT  (E.  A  )  and  O'NEILL  (H.  C.).— 

Primer    of    Domestic    Economy,       Pott 
Svo.     IS. 


MIDDLE-CLASS  COOKERY  BOOK,  The, 
Compiled  for  the  Manchester  School  of 
Cookery.     Pott  Svo.     li.  6d. 

TEGETMEIER  (W.  E.).— Household  Man- 
agement AND  Cookery.     Pott  Svo.     is. 

WRIGHT   (Miss    Guthrie). —The    School 

CoOKERY-BoOK.       Pott  Svo.      IS. 

Nursing. 
CRAVEN  (Mrs.  Dacre).— A  Guide  to  Dis- 
trict Nurses.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

FOTHERGILL(Dr.  J.  M.).— Food  for  the 
Invalid,  the  Convalescent,  the  Dyspep- 
tic, and  the  Gouty.     Cr.  Svo.     3J.  (id. 

JEX-BLAKE  (Dr.  Sophia).— The  Care  of 
Infants.     Pott  Svo.     is. 

RATHBONE  (Wm.).— The  History  and 
Progress  of  District  Nursing,  from  1S59 
TO  the  Present  Date.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  dd. 


RECOLLECTIONS   OF   A   NURSE. 
E.  D.     Cr.  Svo.     ■zs. 


By 


STEPHEN  (Caroline  E.).— The  Service  of 
the  Poor.     Cr.  Svo.     ds.  dd. 

Needlework. 

GLAISTER  (Elizabeth).— Needlework.  Cr. 
Svo.     IS.  dd. 

GRAND'HOMME.  — Cutting  Out  and 
Dressmaking.  From  the  French  of  Mdlle. 
E.  Grand'homme.     Pott  Svo.     i.r. 

GRENFELL  (Mrs.)— Dressmaking.  Pott 
Svo.     IS. 

ROSEVEAR  (E.).  — Needlework,  Knitt- 
ing, AND  Cutting  Out.     Cr.  Svo.     ds. 

DRAMA,  The. 
{See  under  Literature,  p.  14.) 

ELECTRICITY. 
{See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 

EDUCATION. 

ARNOLD  (Matthew).— Higher  Schools  and 
Universities  in  Germany.     Cr.  Svo.     ds. 

Reports    on    Elementary    Schools, 

1852-S2.  Ed.  by  Lord  Sandford.  Svo.  y.dd. 

A   French   Eton  :   or   Middle  Class 

Education  and  the  State.    Cr.  Svo.    ds. 

BLAKISTON  (J.  R.).— The  Teacher:  Hints 
on  School  Management.    Cr.  Svo.    2j.  dd. 

CALDERWOOD  (Prof.  H.).— On  Teach- 
ing.     4th  Edit.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     2.?.  dd. 

COMBE  (George). — Education  :  Its  Prin- 
ciples AND  Practice  as  Developed  bv 
George  Combe.  Ed.  by  W.  Jolly.  Svo.  15*. 

CRAIK  (Henry).— The  State  in  its  Rela- 
tion TO  Education.     Cr.  Svo.     ns.  dd. 

FEARON  (D.  R.).— School  Inspection. 
6th  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  dd. 

FITCH  (J.  G.).  — Notes  on  American 
Schools  and  Training  Colleges.  Re- 
printed by  permission.     Globe  Svo.     is.  dd. 

GLADSTONE  (J.  H.).— Spelling  Reform 
FROM  AN  Educational  Point  of  View. 
3rd  Edit.     Cr.  8vo.     i.f.  dd. 


ENGINEERING— GEOLOGY. 


HERTEL  (Dr.). — Overpressure  in  High 
Schools  in  Denmark.  With  Introduction 
by  Sir  J.  Crichton-Browne.  Cr.  8vo.  ^s.td. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— Health  and  Edu- 
cation.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

LUBBOCK  (Sir  John,  Bart.).— Political  and 
Educational  Addresses.     8vo.     Zs.  td. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.).— Learning  and  Work- 
ing.    Cr.  8vo.     4i.  6d. 

RECORD  OF  TECHNICAL  AND  SE- 
CONDARY EDUCATION.  Crown  8vo. 
Sewed,  2s.  net.     No.  I.     Nov.  1891. 

THRING  (Rev.  Edward).— Education  and 
School.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  8vo.    6j. 

ENGINEERING. 

ALEXANDER  (T.)  and  THOMSON  (A.W.) 
— Elementary  Applied  Mechanics.  Part 
II.  Transverse  Stress.    Cr.  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

CHALMERS  (J.  B.).— Graphical  Deter- 
mination of  Forces  in  Engineering 
Structures.     Illustrated.     Svo.     24J. 

COTTERILL  (Prof.  J.  H.).— Applied  Me- 
chanics :  An  Elementary'  General  Introduc- 
tion to  the  Theory  of  Structures  and  Ma- 
chines.    3rd  Edit.     Svo.     iSj. 

COTTERILL  (Prof.  J.  H.)  and  SLADE 
(J.  H.). — Lessons  in  Applied  Mechanics. 
Fcp.  Svo.    ss.  dd. 

KENNEDY  (Prof.  A.  B.  W.).— The  Me- 
chanics of  Machinery.     Cr.  Svo.     Zs.  6d. 

LANGMAID  (T.)  and  GAISFORD  (H.).— 
Steam  Machinery.     Svo.     (>s.  net. 

PEABODY(Prof.  C.  H.).— Thermodynamics 
OF  THE  Steam  Engine  and  other  Heat- 
Engines.     Svo.     21s. 

SHANN  (G.).— An  Elementary  Treatise 
ON  Heat  in  Relation  to  Steam  and  the 
Steam-Engine.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  4^.6^. 

WEISBACH  (J.)  and  HERRMANN  (G.).— 
Mechanics  of  Holsting  Machinery. 
Transl.  K.  P.  Dahlstrom.   Svo.   izs.dd.n^l. 

WOODWARD  (C.  M.).— A  History  of  the 
St.  Louis  Bridge.     410.     2/.  2.?.  net. 

YOUNG  (E.  W.).— Simple  Practical  Me- 
thods OF  Calculating  Strains  on  Gir- 
ders, Arches,  and  Trusses.     Svo.     TS.td. 

ENGLISH  CITIZEN  SERIES. 

(See  Politics.) 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  ACTION. 

(See  Biography.) 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS. 

(See  Biography.) 

ENGLISH  STATESMEN,  Twelve. 

(See  Biography.) 

ENGRAVING.    (See  \kt.) 
ESSAYS.    (See  under-  Literature,  p.  20.) 

ETCHING.    (SeePiKT.) 
ETHICS.     (See  under  Philosophy,  p.  27.) 

FATHERS,  The. 

(See  tinder  Theology,  p.  36.) 

FICTION,  Prose. 
(See  «n(/fr  Literature,  p.  18.) 


GARDENING. 
(See  also  Agriculture  ;  Botany.) 
BLOMFIELD  (R.)  and  THOMAS  (F.  I.).— 
The  Formal  Garden  in  England.    Illus- 
trated.    Ex.  cr.  Svo.     ys.  td.  net. 
BRIGHT  (H.  A.).— The  English   Flower 
Garden.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  (>d. 

A  Year  in  a  Lancashire  Garden.   Cr. 

Svo.     35.  dd. 

HOBDAY  (E.).  — Villa  Gardening.  A 
Handbook  for  Amateur  and  Practical  Gar- 
deners.    Ext.  cr.  Svo.     (iS. 

HOPE  (Frances  J.). — Notes  and  Thoughts- 
ON  Gardens  and  Woodlands.  Cr.  Svo.  6j. 

WRIGHT  (J.).— A  Primer  of  Practical. 
Horticulture.     Pott  Svo.     i^. 

GEOGRAPHY. 

(See  also  Atlases.) 
BLANFORD  (H.   F.).— Elementary   Geo- 

graphy  of   India,   Burma,  and  Ceylon. 

Globe  Svo.     2j.  td. 
CLARKE  (C.  B.). — A  Geographical  Reader 

and  Companion  to  THE  Atlas.  Cr.  Svo.  is. 

A  Class-Book  of  Geography.    With  18 

Coloured  Maps.    Fcp.  Svo.   31'.  ;  swd.,  is.  6d. 

DAWSON (G.  M.)  and  SUTHERLAND(A.), 

Elementary  Geography  of  the  British 

Colonies.    Globe  Svo.     y. 
ELDERTON    (W.    a.).— Maps    and    Map- 

Dr.\wing.     Pott  Svo.     IS. 
GEIKIE  (Sir  Archibald).— The  Teaching  op 

Geography.    A  Practical  Handbook  for  the 

use  of  Teachers.     Globe  Svo.     is. 

Geography    of    the    British    Isles. 

Pott  Svo.     IS. 

GREEN  (J.  R.  and  A.  S.).— A  Short  Geogra- 
phyofthe  British  Islands.  Fcp.Svo.  ;}s.6d. 

GROVE  (Sir  George).— A  Primer  of  Geo- 
graphy.    Maps.     Pott  Svo.     IS. 

KIEPERT  (H.).  — Manual  of  Ancient 
Geography.     Cr.  Svo.     sj. 

MILL  (H.  R.). — Elementary  Class-Book 
of  General  Geography.    Cr.  Svo.     3J.  6d. 

SIME  (James). — Geography  of  Europe. 
With  Illustrations.     Globe  Svo.     3.5. 

STRACHEY  (Lieut.-Gen.  R.).— Lectures  on 
Geography.     Cr.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

SUTHERLAND  (A.).— Geography  of  Vic- 
toria.    Pott  Svo.     IS. 

TOZER  (H.  F.).— A  Primer  of  Classical. 
Geography.     Pott  Svo.     i.f. 

GEOLOGY  AND  MINERALOGY. 

BLANFORD  (W.  T.).  —  Geology  and- 
Zoology  of  Abyssinia.     Svo.     its. 

COAL :  Its  History  and  Its  Uses.  By- 
Profs.  Green,  Miall,  Thorpe,  ROcker,. 
and  Marshall.     Svo.     jis.  6d. 

DAWSON  (Sir  J.  W.).— The  Geology  op- 
Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick,  and 
Prince  Edward  Island;  or,  Acadian  Geo- 
logy.    4th  Edit.     Svo.     us. 

GEIKIE(Sir  Archibald).— A  Primer  of  Geo- 
logy.    Illustrated.     Pott  Svo.     is. 

Class-Book   of  Geology.     Illustrated. 

Cr.  Svo.     4J.  6rf. 


HISTORY. 


GEOLOGY  AND  MmERALOGY -contd. 
GEIKIE  (Sir  A.). — Geological    Sketches 
AT  Home  AND  Abroad.    Illus.    8vo.    los.td. 

Outlines   of    Field   Geology.      With 

numerous  Illustrations.     Gl.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

Text-Book    of    Geology.     Illustrated. 

3rd  Edit.     Med.  Svo.     28J. 

The  Scenery  of  Scotland.    Viewed  in 

connection  with  its  Physical  Geology.     2nd 
Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     I2S.  6d. 

HULL  (E.). — A  Treatise  on  Ornamental 
AND  Building  Stones  of  Great  Britain 
AND  Foreign  Countries.     Svo.     12^-. 

PENNINGTON  (Rooke).— Notes  on  the 
Barrows  and  Bone  Caves  of  Derbyshire. 
Svo.     6s. 

RENDU— WILLS.— The  Theory  of  the 
Glaciers  of  Savoy.  By  M.  Le  Chanoine 
Rendu.  Trans,  by  A.  Wills, Q.C.  Svo.  7S.6<i. 

WILLIAMS  (G.  H.).— Elements  of  Cry- 
stallography.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

GLOBE  LIBRARY.  (See  Literature,  p.  21.) 

GLOSSARIES.    {See  Dictionaries.) 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERIES. 

(See  Literature,  p.  21.) 
■GRAMMAR.    (See  Philology.) 

HEALTH.    (See  Hygiene.) 
HEAT.    (See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 
HISTOLOGY.     [See  Physiology.) 

HISTORY. 

(See  also  Biography.) 
ANDREWS  (C.    M.).— The    Old    English 
Manor:  A  Study  in  Economic  History. 
Royal  Svo.     6i-.  net. 

ANNALS  OF  OUR  TIME.  A  Diurnal  of 
Events,  Social  and  Political,  Home  and 
Foreign.  By  Joseph  Irving.  Svo. — Vol.1. 
June  20th,  1S37,  to  Feb.  28th,  1S71,  i8j.  ; 
Vol.  II.  Feb.  24th,  1871,  to  June  24th,  1SS7, 
•i8i.  Also  Vol.  II.  in  3  parts:  Part  I.  Feb. 
24th,  1S71,  to  March  19th,  1874,  4^.  6d.  ;  Part 
II.  March  20th,  1S74,  to  July  22nd,  1S78, 
4J.  6d.  ;  Part  III.  July  23rd,  1878,  to  June 
24th,  18S7,  9^.  Vol.  III.  By  H.  H.  Fvfe. 
Part  I.  June  25th,  1887,  tn  Dec.  30th,  1890. 
4r.  6d. ;  sewed,  3^.  6d.  Part  II.  1891,  \s.  6d. ; 
sewed,  i^. 

ANNUAL  SUMMARIES.  Reprinted  from 
the  Times.     2  Vols.     Cr.  Svo.     ^i.  6d.  each. 

ARNOLD  (T.).— The  Second  Punic  War. 
By  Thomas  Arnold,  D.D.  Ed.  by  W.  T. 
Arnold,  M.A.    With  S  Maps.    Cr.  Svo.    55. 

ARNOLD  (W.  T.).— A  History  of  the 
Early  Roman  Empire.   Cr.  Svo.    \.In prep. 

BEESLY  (Mrs.). — Stories  from  the  His- 
tory OF  Rome.     Fcp.  Svo.     2.S.  6d. 

BLACKIE  (Prof.  John  Stuart).— What  Does 
History  Teach?        Globe  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

BRETT  (R.  B.).— Footprints  of  States- 
men during  the  Eighteenth  Century 
IN  England.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

BRYCE  (James,  M.P.).— The  Holy  Roman 
Empire.  8th  Edit.  Cr.  Svo.  ■js.6d.— 
Z-iirafy  Edition.     Svo.     14J. 


BUCKLEY  (Arabella).— History  of  Eng- 
land for  Beginners.     Globe  Svo.     3J. 

Primer    of    English    History.      Pott 

Svo.     IS. 

BURKE  (Edmund).    (See  Politics.) 

BURY  (J.  B.). — A  History  of  the  Later 
Roman  Empire  from  Arcadius  to  Irene, 
A.D.  390 — 800.     2  vols.     Svo.     32J. 

CASSEL  (Dr.  D.).— Manual  of  Jewish 
History  and  Literature.  Translated  by 
Mrs.  Henry  Lucas.     Fcp.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

COX  (G.  v.). — Recollections  of  Oxford 
2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

ENGLISH       STATESMEN,       TWELVE. 

(See  Biography,  p.  4.) 
FISKE   (John).— The   Critical  Period  in 

American    History,    1783—89.      Ext.    cr 

Svo.     10^.  6d. 

The   Beginnings   of   New   England  ; 

or.  The  Puritan  Theocracy  in  its  Relations  to 
Civil  and  Religious  Liberty.   Cr.  Svo.    js.  6d. 

The  American   Revolution.     2  vols. 

Cr.  Svo.     i8j. 

The  Discovery  of  America.     2  vols. 

Cr.  Svo.     i8.f. 

FRAMJl     (Dosabhai).  —  History    of     the 

PARSts,  INCLUDING  THEIR  MANNERS,  CUS- 
TOMS, Religion,  and  Present  Position. 
With  Illustrations.     2  vols.     Med.  Svo.     36*. 

FREEMAN  (Prof.  E.  A.).— History  of  the 
Cathedral  Church  of  Wells.  Cr.  Svo. 
3 J.  6d. 

Old  English  History.  With  3  Coloured 

Maps,    glh  Edit.,  revised.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    6*. 

Historical  Essays.     First  Series.     4th 

Edit.     Svo.     loi.  6d. 

Second     Series.       3rd    Edit.,    with 

Additional  Essays.     Svo.     \os.  6d. 

Third  Series.     Svo.     12s. 

Fourth  Series.     Svo.     i2j.  6d. 

The  Growth  of  the  English  Consti- 
tution from  the  Earliest  Times.  5th 
Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     5^. 

Comparative  Politics.    Lectures  at  the 

Royal  Institution.  To  which  is  added  "  The 
Unity  of  History.''     Svo.     us. 

Subject    and    Neighbour    Lands   of 

Venice.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     lof.  6d. 

English    Towns    and    Districts.     A 

Series  of  Addresses  and  Essays.     Svo.     14s. 

The  Office  of  the  Historical  Pro- 
fessor.    Cr.  Svo.     2.?. 

Disestablishment     and     Disendow- 

MENT  ;  What  are  they?     Cr.  Svo.     2S. 

Greater  Greece  and  Greater  Bri- 
tain :  George  Washington  the  Ex- 
pander of  England.  With  an  Appendix 
on  Imperial  Federation.    Cr.  Svo.    3^.60?. 

The  Methods  of  Historical  Study. 

Eight  Lectures  at  Oxford.     8vo.     lar.  6d. 

The  Chief  Periods  of  European  His- 
tory. With  Essay  on  "  Greek  Cities  under 
Roman  Rule."     Svo.     loi.  6d. 

Four  Oxford  Lectures,  1887;   Fifty 

Years  of  European  History;  Teutonic 
Conquest  in  Gaul  AND  Britain.    Svo.    $s. 

History  of  Federal  Government  in 

Greece  and  Italy.     New  Edit,  by  J.  B. 
Bury,  M.A.     Ex.  crn.  Svo.     12s.  6d. 
FRIEDMANN  (Paul).    (.See  Biography.) 
GIBBINS  (H.  de  B.).— History   of   Com- 
merce IN  Europe.     Globe  Svo.     3J.  6d. 


HISTORY. 


GREEN  (John  Richard).— A  Short  History 
OF  THE  English  People.  New  Edit.,  re- 
vised. 159th  Thousand.  Cr.  8vo.  Ss.6ii. — 
Alsoin  Parts,  with  Analysis.  3J.  each. — Part  I. 
607 — 1265;  II.  1204 — 1553;  III.  1540 — 1689; 
IV.  i66o — 1873.  —  I llust7-ated  Edition,  in 
Parts.  Super  roy.  8vo.  i^.  each  net. — Part 
I.  Oct.  1891.    Vols.  I.  II.  III.   I2J.  each  net. 

History  of  the  English  People.     In 

4  vols.     8vo.     i6j.  each. 

The  Making  of  England.     8vo.     i6j. 

The   Conquest    of    England.      With 

Maps  and  Portrait.     8vo.     iZs. 

Readings  in  English  History.     In  3 

Parts.     Fcp.  8vo.     i^.  dd.  each. 
GREEN   (Alice   S.).— The   English    Town 

IN  THE  15TH  Century.     2  vols.     8vo. 
GUEST  (Dr.  E.).—Origines  Celtics.  Maps. 

2  vols.     8vo.     32J. 
GUEST  (M.  J.)  — Lectures  ON  the  History 

OF  England.     Cr.  8vo.     6j. 
HISTORY   PRIMERS.      Edited    by    John 

Richard  Green.     Pott  8vo.     i^.  each. 

Europe.     By  E.  A.  Freeman,  M.A. 

Greece.     ByC.  A.  Fyffe,  M.A. 

Rome.     By  Bishop  Creighton. 

France.     By  Charlotte  M.  Yonge. 

English  History,     (ly  A.  V>.  Buckley. 

HISTORICAL  COURSE  FOR  SCHOOLS. 
Ed.  by  E.  A.  Freeman,  D.C.L.  Pott  8vo. 
General  Sketch  of  European  History. 

By  E.  A.  Freeman.    Maps.    jr.  dd. 
History  of  England.    By  Edith  Thomp- 
son.    Coloured  Maps.     is.  (id. 
History  of   Scotland.      By   Margaret 

Macarthur.     2^. 
History  of  Italy.    By  the  Rev.  W.  Hunt, 

M.A.     With  Coloured  Maps.     3^.  dd. 
History  of  Germany.     By  James  Sime, 

M.A.     3J. 
History  of  America.     By  J.  A.  Doyle. 

With  Maps.     ^s.  td. 
History    of    European    Colonies.      By 

E.  J.  Payne,  M.A.     Maps,     i^s.dd. 
History  of  France.     By  Charlotte  M. 

Yonge.     Maps.     3J.  dd. 

HOLE  (Rev.  C). — Genealogical  Stemma 
OF  THE  Kings  of  England  and  France. 
On  a  .Sheet.     i.r. 

SNGRAM  (T.  Dunbar).— A  History  of  the 
Legislative  Union  of  Great  Britain 
and  Ireland.     8vo.     \os.  6d. 

Two  Chapters  of  Irish  History:   i. 

The  Irish  Parliament  of  James  II.  ;  2.  The 
Alleged  Violation  of  the  Treaty  of  Limerick. 
8vo.     6^. 

JEBB  (Prof.  R.  C.).— Modern  Greece.  Two 
Lectures.     Crown  8vo.     ^s. 

JENNINGS  (A.  C.).— Chronological  Ta- 
bles of  Ancient  History.     8vo.     5.5. 

KEARY   (Annie). — The    Nations   Around 

Israel.     Cr.  Bvo.     3^.  6d. 
KINGSLEY   (Charles).— The    Roman    and 

THE  Teuton.     Cr.  8vo.     -^s-od. 

Historical     Lectures    and    Essays. 

Cr.  8vo.     3J.  6d. 

LABBERTON  (R.  H.).     [See  Atlases.) 

LEGGE  (Alfred  O.).— The  Growth  of  the 
Temporal  Power  of  the  Papacy.  Cr. 
Bvo.     Zs.  dd. 


LETHBRIDGE(SirRoper).— A  Short  Man- 
ual of  the  History  of  India.    Cr.  8vo.    it. 

The  World's  History.  Cr.8vo,swd.  11. 

Histor\  of  India.  Cr.  8vo.  2^.  ;  sewed, 

IS.  6d. 

Historyof  England.  Cr.8vo,swd.  is.td. 

Easy  Introduction  to  the  History 

AND  Geography  of  Bengal.  Cr.8vo.  xs.dd. 

LYTE(H.  C.  Maxwell).— .\  History  of  Eton 
College,  1440 — 1884.    Illustrated.  8vo.  21s. 

A    History    of    the    University    of 

Oxford,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to 
the  Year  1530.     8vo.     i6f. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).— Greek  Life 
AND  Thought,  from  the  Age  of  Alex- 
ander TO  the  Roman  Conquest.  Cr. 
8vo.     I2J.  dd. 

Social  Life  in  Greece,  from  Homer 

TO  Menander.     6th  Edit.     Cr.  8vo.     gs. 

The    Greek    World    under    Roman 

Sway,  from  Polybius  to  Plutarch.  Cr. 
8vo.     T.OS.  dd. 

Problems  in  Greek  History.     Crown 

8vo.     js.  dd. 

MARRIOTT  (J.  A.  R.).  {See  Select  Bio- 
graphy, p.  6.) 

MICHELET  (M.).— a  Summary  of  Modern 
History.  Translated  by  M.  C.  M.  Simp- 
son.    Globe  Bvo.     ^s.  dd. 

MULLINGER(J.B.).— CambridgeCharac- 

TERISTICS  IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH  CeNTURY. 

Cr.  8vo.     i\s.  dd. 

NORGATE  (Kate).— England  under  the 
Angevin  Kings.     In  2  vols.     8vo.     ^2j. 

0LTPHANT(Mrs.  M.  O.  W.).— The  Makers 
of  Florence:  Dante,  Giotto,  Savona- 
rola,   AND    THEIR    CiTY.      IlluStr.      Cr.  BvO. 

lar.  dd. — Edition  de  Luxe.     Bvo.     2i.r.  net. 

The  Makers  of  Venice  :  Doges,  Con- 
querors, Painters,  and  Men  of  Letters. 
Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     loj.  dd. 

Royal      Edinburgh  :      Her     Saints, 

Kings,  Prophets,  and  Poets.  Illustrated 
by  Sir  G.  Reid,  R.S..A.     Cr.  Bvo.     los.  dd. 

Jerusalem,    its   History   and   Hopb. 

lUust.  Cr.  Svo.  los.  dd. — Large  Paper 
Edit.     50J.  net. 

OTTE  (E.  C.).— Scandinavian  History 
With  Maps.     Globe  Svo.     ds. 

PALGRAVE  (Sir  F.).— History  of  Nor- 
mandy and  of  England.  4  vols.  Svo.  4/.4J. 

PARKMAN  (Francis).  —  Montcalm  and 
Wolfe.  Library  Edition.  Illustrated  with 
Portraits  and  Maps.  2  vols.  Bvo.  12.?.  6^/.  each. 

The   Collected    Works    of    Francis 

Parkman.  Popular  Edition.  In  10  vols. 
Cr.  Svo.  -js.  dd.  each  ;  or  complete,  3/.  13^.64/. 
— Pioneers  of  France  in  the  New  World, 
I  vol.  ;  The  Jesuits  in  North  America, 
I  vol.  :  La  Salle  and  the  Discovery  of 
the  Great  West,  i  vol.  ;  The  Oregon 
Trail,  i  vol. ;  The  Old  Regime  in  Canada 
under  Louis  XIV.,  i  vol.;  Count  Fron- 
TENAC  and  New  France  under  Louis 
XIV.,  I  vol.  ;  Montcalm  and  Wolfe,  3 
vols.  ;  The  Conspiracy  of  Pontiac,  2  vols. 

A  Half  Century  of  Conflict.    2  vols. 

Svo.     i$s. 

The  Oregon  Trail.    Illustrated.    Med. 

Svo.      2t.f. 

PERKINS  (J.  B.).— France  under  thb 
Re<.;ency.     Cr.  Svo.     %s.  dd. 
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POOLE  (R.  L.).— A  History  of  the  Hugue- 
nots OF  THE  Dispersion  at  the  Recall 
OF  the  Edict  of  Nantes.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

RHODES  (J.  F.). — History  OF  the  United 
States  from  the  Compromise  of  1850  to 
1880.     2  vols.     8vo.     24J. 

ROGERS  (Prof.  J.  E.  Thorold).— Historical 
Gleanings.  Cr.  Svo.— ist  Series.  4^.  ed.— 
2nd  Series.     6s. 

SAYCE  (Prof.  A.  H.).— The  Ancient  Em- 
pires of  the  East.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

SEELEY  (Prof.  J.  R.).  —  Lectures  and 
Essays.     8vo.     10s.  6d. 

^—  The  Expansion  of  England.  Two 
Courses  of  Lectures.     Cr.  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

——  Our  Colonial  Expansion.  Extracts 
from  the  above.     Cr.  Svo.     is. 

SEWELL  (E.  M.)  and  YONGE  (C.  M.).— 
European  History,  narrated  in  a 
Series  of  Historical  Selections  from 
THE  best  Authorities.  2  vols.  3rd  Edit. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s.  each. 

SHUCKBURGH  (E.  S.).— A  School  His- 
tory of  Rome.    Cr.  Svo.      \^Inpreparation. 

SMITH  (G.).    (See  under  Politics,  p.  32.) 

STEPHEN  (Sir  J.  Fitzjames,  Bart.).— The 
Story  of  Nuncomar  and  the  Impeach 
MENT  OF  Sir  Elijah  Impey.  2  vols.  Cr 
Svo.     15,9. 

TAIT  (C.  W.  A.). — Analysis  of  English 
History,  based  on  Green's  "Short  His 
TORY  of  the  English  People."  Cr.  Svo 
3J.  6d. 

TOUT  (T.  F.).— Analysis  of  English  His 

TORY.      Pott  Svo.      IJ. 

TREVELYAN  (Sir  Geo.  Otto).— Cawnpore 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
WHEELER  (J.    Talboys).— Primer   of  In 

dian   History,   Asiatic  and   European 

Pott  Svo.     IS. 

College   History   of   India,  Asiatic 

AND  European.     Cr.  Svo.    y.;  swd.  is.6d. 

A  Short  History  of  India.  With  Maps 

Cr.  Svo.     I2J. 

India  under  British  Rule.  Svo.  \is.6d. 

WOOD  (Rev.  E.  G.).— The  Regal  Power 

OF  the  Church.  8vo.  41.  6d. 
YONGE  (Charlotte).— Cameos  from  English 
History.  Ext.  fcp.  Svo.  5^.  each. — Vol.  i. 
From  Rollo  to  Edward  II.  ;  Vol.  2.  The 
Wars  in  France  ;  Vol.  3.  The  Wars  of 
the  Roses  ;  Vol.  4.  Reformation  Times  ; 
Vol.  5.  England  and  Spain  ;  Vol.  6.  Fortv 
Years  of  Stewart  Rule  (1603 — 43) ;  Vol.  7. 
The  Rebellion  and  Restoration  (1642 — 
1678). 

The   Victorian   Half-Century.     Cr. 

Svo.     ij.  6d. ;  sewed,  is. 

The   Story   of   the   Christians   and 

Moors  in  Spain.     Pott  Svo.     ■zs.  6d.  net 

HORTICULTURE.    (See  Gardening.) 

HYGIENE. 

BERNERS(J.>— First  Lessons  ON  Health. 

Pott  Svo.     \s. 
BLYTH  (A.  Wynter).— A  Manual  of  Public 

Health.     Svo.     \-]s.  net. 

Lectures    on    Sanitary    Law.      Svo. 

Si.  6d.  net. 


BROWNE  (J.  H.  Balfour).— Water  Supply. 

Cr.  Svo.     IS.  6d. 
CORFIELD(Dr.  W.  H.).— The  Treatment 

and  Utilisation  of  Sewage.     3rd  Edit. 

Revised   by  the  Author,   and   by  Louis  C. 

Parkes,  M.D.     Svo.     \6s. 

GOOD  FELLOW(J.).— The  Dietetic  Value 
OF  Bread.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— Sanitary  and  So- 
cial Lectures.     Cr.  Svo.     3.?.  6d. 

Health  and  Education.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

MIERS  (H.  A.)  and  CROSSKEY  (R.).— The 
Soil  IN  Relationto  Health.  Cr.Svo.  ^.6d. 

REYNOLDS  (Prof.  Osborne).— Sewer  Gas, 

AND  How  to  keep  it  out  of  Houses.    3rd 

Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  6d. 
RICHARDSON  (Dr.   B.  W.).— Hygeia  :   A 

City  of  Health.     Cr.  Svo.     is. 
The   Future   of   Sanitary    Science 

Cr.  Svo.     IS. 

On  Alcohol.     Cr.  Svo.     is. 

WILLOUGHBY  (E.   F.).— Public  Health 

AND  Demography.     Fcp.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

HYMKOLOGY. 

(See  under  Theology,  p.  36.) 

ILLUSTRATED  BOOKS. 
BALCH    (Elizabeth).  —  Glimpses    of    Old 

English  Homes.  G1.  410.  14J. 
BLAKE.  (See  Biography,  p.  3.) 
BOUGHTON  (G.  H.)  and  ABBEY  (E.  A.). 

(See  Voyages  and  Travels.) 
CHRISTMAS    CAROL    (A).       Printed    in 

Colours,  with  Illuminated  Borders.    4to.    215. 
DAYS  WITH  SIR  ROGER  DE  COVER- 

LEY.     From  the  Spectator.     Illustrated  by 

Hugh  Thomson.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. — Also  witb 

uncut  edges,  paper  label.     6^. 

DELL  (E.  C). — Pictures  from  Shelley. 
Engraved  by  J.  D.  Cooper.    Folio.   q.is.  net. 

GASKELL  (Mrs.).— Cranford.  Illustrated 
bv  Hugh  Thomson.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. — Also 
with  uncut  edges   paper  label.     6s. 

GOLDSMITH  (Oliver).  —  The  Vicar  op 
Wakefield.  New  Edition,  with  1S2  Illus- 
trations by  Hugh  Thomson.  Preface  by 
Austin  Dobson.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. — Also  witb 
Uncut  Edges,  paper  label.     6.?. 

GREEN  (John  Richard).  —  Illustrated 
Edition  of  the  Short  History  of  the 
English  People.  In  Parts.  Sup.  roy.  Svo. 
IS.  each  net.  Part  I.  Oct.  1S91.  Vols.  I.  II. 
and  III.     I2S.  each  net. 

GRIMM.   (See  Books  for  the  Young,  p.  41.) 

HALLWARD  (R.  F.).— Flowers  of  Para- 
dise. Music,  Verse,  Design,  Illustration.  6s. 

HAM  ERTON  ( P.  G.).— Man  in  Art  Witb 
Etchings  and  Photogravures.  3/.  13J.  6d.  net. 
— Large  Paper  Edition,     lol.  10s.  net. 

HARRISON  (F.).— Annals  of  an  Old  Ma- 
nor House,  Sutton  Place,  Guildpord. 
4to.     42^^.  net. 

HOOD  (Thomas).— Humorous  Poems.  Illus- 
trated by  C.  E.  Brock.  Cr.  Svo.  dr.— Also 
with  uncut  edges,  paper  label.     6s. 
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IRVING  (Washington).— Old  Christmas. 
From  the  Sketch  Book.  Illustr.  by  Randolph 
Caldecott.  Gilt  edges.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. — Also 
with  uncut  edges,  paper  label.  6j.— Large 
Paper  Edition.     30^^.  net. 

Bracf.bridge  Hall.  Illustr.  by  Ran- 
dolph Caldecott.  Gilt  edges.  Cr.  8vo. 
6s. — Also  with  uncut  edges,  paper  label.     6s. 

Old     Christmas     and     Bracebridge 

Hall.     Edition  de  Luxe.     Roy.  8vo.     2if. 

Rip  Van  Winkle  and  the  Legend  of 

Slbepy  Hollow.  Illustr.  bs  G.  H.  Bough- 
tom.  Cr.  Svo.  6.t. — Also  with  uncut  edges, 
paper  label.  6s.— Edition  de  Luxe.  Roy. 
8vo.     305.  net. 

Kl  NGSLEY  (Charles).— The  Water  Babies. 

(See  Books  for  the  Young.) 
The  Heroes.  (.Sc^  Books  for  the  Young.) 

Glaucus.     {See  Natural  History.) 

LANG  (Andrew).— The    Library.     With   a 

Chapter    on     Modern    English     Illustrated 

Books,  by  Austin  Dobson.  Cr.  Svo.  4^.  6d. 

—  Large  Paper  Edition.     21s.  net. 
LYTE  (H.  C.  Maxwell).     (See  History.) 
MAHAFFY  (Rev.  Prof.  J.  P.)  and  ROGERS 

(J.  E.).    {See  Voyages  and  Travels.) 

MEREDITH  (L.  A.).— Bush  Friends  in 
Tasmania.  Native  Flowers,  Fruits,  and 
In.sects,  with  Prose  and  Verse  Descriptions. 
Folio.     52J.  6d.  net. 

MITFORD  (M.  R.).— Our  Village.  Illus- 
trated by  Hugh  Thomson.  Cr.  Svo.  6^-. — 
Also  with  uncut  edges,  paper  label.     6s. 

OLD  SONGS.  With  Drawings  by  E.  A. 
Abbey  and  A.  Parsons.  4to,mor.  gilt.  ^\s.6d. 

PROPERT  (J.  L.).    {See  Art.) 

STUART,  RELICS  OF  THE  ROYAL 
HOUSE  OF.  Illustrated  by  40  Plates  in 
Colours  drawn  from  Relics  of  the  Stuarts  by 
William  Gibe.  With  an  Introduction  by 
John  Skelton,  C.B.,  LL.D.,  and  Descrip- 
tive Notes  by  W.  St.  John  Hope.  Folio, 
half  morocco,  gilt  edges.     10/.  los.  net. 

TENNYSON  (Lord).— Jack  and  the 
Bean-Stalk.  English  Hexameters.  Illus- 
trated by  R.  Caldecott.    Fcp.  4to.    3^.  6d. 

TRISTRAM  (W.  O.).— Coaching  Days  and 
Coaching  Ways.  Illust.  H.  Railton  and 
Hugh  Thomson.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. — Also  with 
uncut  edges,  paper  label,  6s. — Large  Paper 
Edition,  30.?.  net. 

TURNER'S  LIBER  STUDIORUM :  A 
Description  and  a  Catalogue.  By  W.  G. 
Rawlinson.     Med.  Svo.     las.  6d. 

WALTON  and  COTTON— LOWELL.— Thb 
Complete  Angler.  With  Introduction  by 
Jas.  Russell  Lowell.  2  vols.  Ext.  cr.  Svo. 
52^.  6d.  net. 

WINTER  (W.).— Shakespeare's  England. 
80  Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo.     6^. 

LANGUAGE.    {See  Philology.) 

LAW. 

BERNARD  (M.).— Four  Lectures  on  Sub- 
jects connected  with  Diplomacy.  8vo.  gs. 

iSIGELOW  (M.  M.).— History  of  Proce- 
dure IN  England  from  the  Norman 
Conquest,  1066-1204.     Svo.     i6s. 


BOUTMY  (E.).  —  Studies  in  Constitu- 
tional Law.  Transl.  by  Mrs.  Dicey.  Pre- 
face by  Prof  A.  V.  Dicey.    Cr.  Svo.    6^. 

The   English  Constitution.     Transl. 

by  Mrs.  Eaden.  Introduction  by  Sir  F. 
Pollock,  Bart.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

CHERRY  (R.  R.).  —  Lectures  on  the 
Growth  of  Criminal  Law  in  Ancient 
COMMU.NITIES.      Svo.      s-?-  net. 

DICEY  (Prof.  A.  V.).  —  Introduction  to 
THE  Study  of  the  Law  of  thf.  Consti- 
tution.    4th  Edit.     Svo.     i2.r.  6d. 

ENGLISH  CITIZEN  SERIES,  THE. 
(.SVe:  Politics.) 

HOLLAND(Prof.T.E.).— The  Treaty  Re- 
lations of  Russia  and  Turkey,  from 
1774  to  1853.     Cr.  Svo.     2s. 

HOLMES  (O.  W.,  jun.).  — The  Common 
Law.     8vo.     i2.f. 

LIGHTWOOD  {J.  M.).— The  Nature  of 
Positive  Law.     Svo.     12s.  6d. 

MAITLAND(F.W.).— Pleas  of  the  Crown 
FOR  the  County  of  Gloucester,  a.d.  1221. 
8vo.     ys.  6d. 

Justice  and  Police.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

MONAHAN  (James  H.).— The  Method  of 

Law.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

MUNRO  (J.  E.  C.)— Commercial  Law. 
Globe  Svo.     2S.  6d. 

PATERSON  (James). — Commentaries  on 
the  Liberty  of  the  Subject,  and  the 
Laws  of  England  relating  to  the  Se- 
curity of  the  Person.  2  vols.  Cr.  Svo.  21J. 

The  Liberty  of  the  Press,   Speech, 

AND  Public  Worship.     Cr.  Svo.     t2s. 

PHILLIMORE  (John  G.).— Private  Law 
among  the  Romans.     Svo.     6s. 

POLLOCK  (Sir  F.,  Bart.).— Essays  in  Juris- 
prudence and  Ethics.    Svo.    ios.6d. 

The  Land  Laws.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

-  Leading  Cases  done  into  English. 
Cr.  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

RICHEY  (Alex.  G.).— The  Irish  Land  Laws. 
Cr.  Svo.     3.?.  6d. 

STEPHEN  (Sir  J.  F.,  Bart.).— A  Digest  of 
THE  Law  OF  Evidence.  6th  Ed.  Cr.  Svo.  61. 

A    Digest    of    the    Criminal    Law: 

Crimes  AND  Punishments.  4th  Ed.  Svo.  i6s. 

A  Digest  of  the   Law   of  Criminal 

Procedure  in  Indict-^vble  Offences.  By 
Sir  J.  F.,  Bart.,  and  Herbert  Stephen, 
LL.M.     Svo.     12s.  6d. 

A  History  of  the  Criminal  Law  of 

England.     3  vols.     Svo.     485. 

A   General  View    of   the    Criminal 

Law  of  England.     2nd  Edit.     Svo.     i+r. 

STEPHEN  (J.  K.).— International  Law 
AND  International  Relations.  Cr. 
Svo.     6.f. 

WILLIAMS  (S.  E.).— Forensic  Facts  and 
Fallacies.     Globe  Svo.    4J.  6d. 

LETTERS.     {See  under  Literature,  p.  20.) 

LIFE-BOAT. 

GILMORE  (Rev.  John).— Storm  Warriors; 

or.  Life- Boat  Work  on  the  Goodwin  Sands. 

Cr.  8vo.     3^^.  6d. 
LEWIS  (Richard). — History  of  the  Lifb- 

BOAT  AND  ITS  WoRK.      Cr.  SvO.      ^S. 
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LIGHT.    (See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 

LITERATURE. 

History  and  Criticism  of — Commentaries^ 
etc. — Poetry  and  the  Drama — Poetical  Col- 
lections and  Selections — Prose  Fiction — Co.- 
lected  Works,  Essays,  Lectures,  Letters, 
Miscellaneous  Works. 

History  and  Criticism  of. 

(See  also  Essays,  p.  20.) 
ARNOLD  (M.).    (See  Essays,  p.  21.) 
BROOKE  (Stopford  A.).— A  Primer  of  Eng- 
lish  Literature.     Pott   8vo.     u.— Large 
Paper  Edition.     8vo.     -js.  td. 

A  History  of  Early  English  Litera 

TURE.     2  vols.     8vo.     20s.  net. 

CLASSICAL  WRITERS.     Edited  by  John 
Richard  Green.     Fcp.  8vo.     u.  ()d.  each. 
Demosthenes.     By  Prof.  Butcher,  M.A. 
Euripides.     By  Prof.  Mahaffy. 
LivY.     By  the  Rev.  W.  W.  Capes,  M.A. 
Milton.     By  Stopford  A.  Brooke. 
Sophocles.     By  Prof.  L.  Campbell,  M.A. 
Tacitus.  ByMessrs.CnuRCHand  Brodribb. 
Vergil.     By  Prof.  Nettleship,  M.A. 
ENGLISH    MEN    OF    LETTERS.      (See 

Biography,  p.  4.) 
HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE. 
In  4  vols.     Cr.  8vo. 

Early  English   Liter.\ture.     By  Stop- 
ford Brooke,  M.A.         [In preparation. 
Elizabethan     Literature    (1560 — 1665). 

By  George  Saintsbury.     7^.  6d. 

Eighteenth  Century  Literature  (1660 

— 1780).    By  Edmund  Gosse,  M.A.    js.td. 

The  Modern  Period.     By  Prof.  Dowden. 

[/«  preparation. 

JEBB  (Prof.  R.  C.).— A  Primer  of  Greek 

Literature.    Pott  8vo.    is. 

The  Attic  Orators,  from  Antiphon 

to  Isaeos.    2nd  Edit.    2  vols    8vo.    25J. 

JOHNSON'S  LIVES  OF  THE  POETS. 
Milton,  Dryden,  Pope,  Addison,  Swift, 
AND  Gray.  With  M.icaulay's  "Life  of 
Johnson  "  Ed.  by  M.Arnold.  Cr.Svo.  ^s.6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).  —  Literary  and 
General  Lectures.     Cr.  8vo.     3^.  dd. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).— A  History  of 
Classical  Greek  Literature.  2  vols. 
Cr.  Bvo.— Vol.  I.  The  Poets.  With  an 
Appendix  on  Homer  by  Prof.  Sayce.  In  3 
Parts. — Vol.  2.  The  Prose  Writers.  In  2 
Parts.     4^-.  6d.  each. 

MORLEY  (John).  (See  Collected  Works, 
P-  23-) 

NiCHOL(Prof.  J.)  and  Mccormick  (Prof 

(W.  S.). — A  Short  History  of   English 

Literature.    Globe  8vo.    [In  preparation. 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.  M.  O.  W.).— The  Lite- 

RARY  History  of  England  in  the  End 

OF  THE  i8tH   and   BEGINNING  OF  THE  19TH 

Century.     3  vols.     8vo.     2ts. 

RYLAND  (F.). — Chronological  Outlines 
of  English  Literature.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

WARD  (Prof.  A.  W.).— A  History  of  Eng- 
lish Dramatic  Literature,  to  the 
Death  of  Queen  Anne.    2  vols.    8vo.    32J. 

WILKINS(Prof.  A.  S.).— -A.  Primer  of  Ro- 
MAN  Literature.    Pott  8vo.    is. 


Commentaries,  etc. 

BROWNING. 

A  Primer  ON  Browning.  By  Mary  Wilson. 
Cr.  8vo.     2^.  6d, 
CHAUCER. 

A  Primer  of  Chaucer.     By  A.  W.  Pol- 
lard.    Pott  8vo.     IS. 
DANTE. 

Readings  on  the  Purgatorio  of  Dantb. 
Chiefly  based  on  the  Commentary  of  Ben- 
venuto  da  Imola.  By  the  Hon.  W.  W. 
Vernon,  M..\.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Dean  Church.     2  vols.     Cr.  8vo.     24J. 

Companio.n  to  Dante.    P'rom  G   A.  Scar- 
TAZziNi.     By  A.   J.    Butler.     Cr.    8vo. 
lOi.  6d. 
HOMER. 

Homeric  Dictionary.  (.^^^  Dictionaries.) 

The  Problem  of  the  Homeric  Poems. 
By  Prof.  W.  D.  Geddes.     8vo.     I^s. 

Homeric  Synchronism.  An  Inquiry  into 
the  Time  and  Place  of  Homer.  By  the 
Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone.    Cr.  8vo.   ts. 

Primer  of  Homer.   By  same.    Pott  8vo.  n. 

Landmarks  OF  Homeric  Study,  together 
WITH  AN  Essay  on  the  Points  of  Con. 
tact  between  the  Assyrian  Tablets 
AND  THE  Homeric  Text.  By  the  same. 
Cr.  Svo.     2S.  i>d. 

Companion  to  the   Iliad   for   English 
Readers.    Bv  W.  Leaf,  Litt.D.     Crown 
8vo.     7i.  (>d. 
HORACE. 

Studies,  Literary  and  Historical,  in 
THE  Odes  of  Horace.     By  A.  W.  Ver. 
RALL,  Litt.D.     Svo.     %s.td. 
SHAKESPEARE. 

A  Primer  of  Shakspere.  By  Prof.  Dow- 
den.   Pott  Svo.    IS. 

A  Shakespearian  Grammar.  By  Rev. 
E.  A.  Abbott.     Ext.  fcp.  8vo.     ks. 

Shakespeareana  Genealogica  ByG.  R. 
French.     Svo.     15.?. 

A  Selection  from  the  Lives  in  North's 
Plutarch  which  illustrate  Shakes- 
peare's Plays.  Edited  by  Rev.  W.  W. 
Skeat,  M.A.     Cr.  Svo.     6j. 

Short  Studies  of  Shakespeare's  Plots. 
By  Prof.  Cyril  Ranso.me.  Cr.Svo.  ^s.6d. 
^Also  separately  :  Hamlet,  <jd. ;  Mac- 
bet  K,  i)d.  ;  Tempest,  qd. 

Caliban:  A  Critique  on  "The  Tempest" 
and  "A  Midsunmer  Night's  Dream.  '  By 
Sir  Daniel  W.lson.    Svo.    lof.  td. 

TENNYSON. 

A   Companion  to  "  In  Memoriam."     By 

Elizabeth  R.  Chapman.    Globe  Svo.   zj. 
Essays  on  the  Idylls  of  the  King.     By 

H.  Littledale,  M.A.     Cr.  Svo.     45.  td. 
A  Study  of  the  Works  of  Alfred  Lord 

Tennyson.    By  E.  C.  Tainsh.    New  Ed. 

Cr.  Svo.     6f. 

WORDSWORTH. 

WoRDSVi'ORTHiANA :  A  Selection  of  Papers 
read  to  the  Wordsworth  Society.  Edited 
by  W.  Knight.     Cr.  Svo.     7^.  td. 

Poetry  and  the  Drama. 

ALDRICH  (T.  Bailey).— The  Sisters'  Tra- 
gedy :  with  other  Poems,  Lyrical  and  Dra- 
matic.    Fcp.  Svo.     3i.  td.  net. 


POETRY  AND  THE  DRAMA. 


IS 


AN  ANCIENT  CITY:  and  other  Poems. 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.     6s. 
ANDERSON  (A.).— Ballads  and  Sonnets. 

Cr.  8vo.     5s. 
ARNOLD      (Matthew).  —  The     Completb 
Poetical  Works.     New  Edition.     3  vols. 
\      Cr.  8vo.     7^.  6d.  each. 

Vol.  1.  Early  Poems,  Narrj^tive  Poems 

and  Sonnets. 
Vol.  2.  Lyric  and  Elegiac  Poems. 
Vol.  3.  Dramatic  and  Later  Poems. 

Complete    Poetical    Works,     i    vol. 

Cr.  8vo.     7^'.  6d. 

-—  Selected  Poems.    Pott  8vo.   zs.  6d.  net. 

AUSTIN  (Alfred).— Poetical  Works.    New 

Collected  Edition.  6  vols.    Cr.  8vo.    5*.  each. 

Vol.  I.  The  Tower  of  Babel. 

Vol.  2.  Savonarola,  etc. 

Vol.  3.  Prince  Lucifer. 

Vol.  4.  The  Human  Tragedy. 

Vol.  5.  Lyrical  Poems. 

Vol.  6.  Narrative  Poems. 

Soliloquies  in  Song.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

At  the  Gate  of  the  Convent:   and 

other  Poems.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

Madonna's  Child.     Cr.  4to.    3^-.  6d. 

Rome  or  Death.     Cr.  4to.     gs. 

The  Golden  Age.     Cr.  8vo.     55. 

The  Season.     Cr.  8vo.     55. 

Love's  Widowhood.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

English  Lyrics.     Cr.  8vo.     $s.  6d. 

Fortunatus  the  Pessimist.  Cr. 8vo.  6j. 

BETSY  LEE  :  A  Fo'c's'le  Yarn.     Ext.  fcp. 

8vo.     3J.  6d. 
BLACKIE    (John    Stuart).— Messis    Vitae  : 
Gleanings  of  Song  from  a  Happy  Life.     Cr. 
8vo.     4.?.  6d. 

The  Wise  Men  of  Greece.    In  a  Series 

of  Dramatic  Dialogues.     Cr.  8vo.     9^. 

Goethe's  Faust.  Translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse.     2nd  Edit.     Cr.  8vo.     <js. 

BLAKE.    (See  Biography,  p.  3.) 
BROOKE  (Stopford  A.).— RiQUET   of   the 
Tuft  :  A  Love  Drama.     Ext.  cr.  8vo.     6s. 

Poems.     Globe  8vo.     6.?. 

«ROWN  (T.  E.).— The  Manx  Witch  :  and 
other  Poems.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

Old  John,  and  other  Poems.     Crown 

8vo.     6s. 

BURGON(Dean).— Poems.  Ex.fcp.8vo.  4.5.6^. 

BURNS.  The  Poetical  Works.  With  a 
Biographical  Memoir  by  Alexander  Smith. 
In  2  vols.  Fcp.  8vo.  lor.  {See  also  Globe 
Library,  p.  21.) 

BUTLER  (Samuel).— Hudibras.  Edit,  by 
Alfred  Milnes.  Fcp.  8vo. — Part  I.  ss.6d. ; 
Parts  II.  and  III.  4s.  6d. 

BYRON.  (See  Golden  Treasury  Series, 
p.  22.) 

CALDERON.— Select  Plays.  Edited  by 
Norman  Maccoll.     Cr.  8vo.     14s. 

CAUTLEY  (G.  S.).— A  Century  of  Em- 
blems. With  Illustrations  by  Lady  Marion 
Alford.     Small  4to.     10^.  6d. 

CLOUGH  (A.  H.).— Poems.    Cr.  8vo.    7s. 6d. 

COLERIDGE:  Poetical  and  Dramatic 
Works.  4  vols.  Fcp.  8vo.  31s.  6d. — Also 
an  Edition  on  Large  Paper,  2/.  z2s.  6d. 

Complete  Poetical  Works.  With  In- 
troduction by  J.  D.  Campbell,  and  Portrait. 
Cr.  8vo.     js.  6d. 


COLQUHOUN.— Rhymes  AND  Chimes.    By 

F.  S.  CoLQUHOUN  (nee  F.  S.  Fuller  Mait- 

land).     Ext.  fcp.  8vo.     -zs.  6d. 
COWPER.      (See    Globe    Library,   p.    21; 

Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  22.) 
CRAIK  (l\Iis.).— Poems.     Ext.  fcp.  8vo.     6s. 
DAWSON    (W.    J.). -Poems    and    Lyrics. 

Fcp.  8vo.     4s.  6d. 

DE  VERE  (A.).— Poetical  Works.  7  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.     5.J.  each. 

DOYLE  (Sir  F.  H.).— The  Return  of  the 
Guards  :  and  other  Poems.    Cr.  8vo.    75.  6d. 

DRYDEN.    (See  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 
EMERSON.    (See  Collected  Works,  p.  21.) 
EVANS    (Sebastian).  —  Brother     Fabian's 
MANUSCRiPT:and  other  Poems.  Fcp.Svo.  6s. 

In  the  Studio  :   A   Decade  of  Poems. 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.     5J. 

FITZ  GERALD  (Caroline).— Venetia  Vic- 
TRix  :  and  other  Poems.  Ext.  fcp.  8vo.  3J.  6d. 

FITZGERALD  (Edward).— The   Rubaiyat 
of  Omar  KhAyyam.    Ext.  cr.  8vo.    \os.6d. 
FOAM.     Pott  Svo.     ■IS.  6d.  net. 

FO'C'SLE  YARNS,  including  "  Betsy  Lee," 
and  other  Poems.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

FRASER-TVTLER.  —  Songs  in  Minor 
Keys.  By  C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler  (Mrs. 
Edward  Lii:>dell).   2nd  Edit.  Pott  Svo.  6s. 

FURNIVALL  (F.  J.).— Le  Morte  Arthur. 
Edited  from  the  Harleian  MSS.  2252,  in  the 
British  Museum.     Fcp.  Svo.     7^.  6d. 

GARNETT  (R.).— Idylls  and  Epigrams. 
Chiefly  from  the  Greek  Anthology.  Fcp. 
Svo.     IS.  6d. 

GOETHE.— Faust.    (See  Blackie.) 

Reynard  the  Fox.    Transl.  into  English 

Verse  by  .-V.  D.  Ainslie.     Cr.  Svo.     7J.  6d. 

GOLDSMITH. — The  Traveller  and  the 
Deserted  Village.  With  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  Arthur  Barrett,  B.A.  is.  gd.  ; 
.sewed,  is.6d. — The  Traveller  (separately), 
sewed,  is.— By  J.  W.  Hales.  Cr.  Svo.  6d. 
(See  also  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

GRAH.UI  (David).— King  James  I.  An 
Historical  'Tragedy.     Globe  Svo.     ys. 

GRAY. — PoE.Ms.  With  Introduction  and  Notes, 
by  J.  Bradshaw,  LL.D.  G1.  Svo.  is.  gd.  ; 
sewed,  is.  6d.  (See  also  Collected  Works, 
p.  22.) 

HALLWARD.    (See  Illustrated  Books.) 
HAYES  (A.).— The   March  of  Man:   and 
other  Poems.     Fcp.  Svo.     3J.  6d.  net. 

HERRICK.  (Sec  Golden  Treasury  Se- 
ries, p.  22.) 

HOPKINS  (Ellice).— Autumn  Swallows: 
A  Book  of  Lyrics.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     6s. 

HOSKEN  (J.  D.).— Phaon  and  Sappho,  and 
NiMRon      Fcp.  Svo.     51-. 

JONES    (H.    A.).— Saints    and    Sinners. 

Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     3J.  6d. 
The  Crusaders.     Fcp.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

KEATS.  (See  Golden  Treasury  Series, 
p.  22.) 
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LITERATURE. 
Poetry  and  the  Dra,ii^3i— continued. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— Poems.  Cr.  8vo. 
3S.  td.— Pocket  Edition.  Pott  8vo.  is.  td.— 
Eversley  Edition.     2  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     10s. 

LAMB.     {See  Collected  Works,  p.  23.) 

LANDOR.  {See  Golden  Treasury  Series, 
p.  22.) 

LONGFELLOW.  {See  Golden  Treasury 
Series,  p.  22.) 

LOWELL  (Jas.  Russell).— Complete  Poeti- 
cal Works.     Pott  Svo.     ^s.  bd. 

With  Introduction  by  Thomas  Hughes, 

and  Portrait.     Cr.  Svo.     ts.  6d. 

Heartsease  and  Rue.     Cr.  Svo.     sj. 

Old  English  Dramatists.  Cr.  Svo.  zs. 

{See  also  Collected  Works,  p.  23.) 

LUCAS  (F.).— Sketches   of   Rural    Life. 

Poems.     Globe  Svo.     5.?. 
MEREDITH    (George).  —  A    Reading    of 

Earth.  Ext.  fcp.  Svo.  5^. 

Poems  and  Lyrics  of  the  Joy  of 

Earth.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     ds. 

Ballads  and  Poems  of  Tragic  Life. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Modern  Love.     Ex.  fcap.  Svo.     $s. 

The  Empty  Purse.     Fcp.  Svo.     5^. 

■MILTON.— Poetical  Works.    Edited,  with 

Introductions  and  Notes,  by  Prof.  David 
Masson,  M.A.  3  vols.  Svo.  2/.  2i-.— [Uni- 
form with  the  Cambridge  Shakespeare.] 

Edited   by  Prof.  Masson.     3  vols. 

Globe  Svo.     15^. 

Globe    Edition.      Edited    by    Prof. 

Masson.     Globe  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

Paradise  Lost,  Books  i  and  2.    Edited 

by  Michael  Macmillan,  B.A.  is.  i)d.  ; 
sewed,  is.  6rf.— Books  i  and  2  (separately), 
IS.  'id.  each  ;  sewed,  i.f.  each. 

L' Allegro,    II    Penseroso,    Lycidas, 

Arcades,  Sonnets,  etc.  Edited  by  Wm. 
Bell,  M.A.     is.  gd.  ;  sewed,  i^.  6d. 

■ Comus.     By  the  same.     u.  3d.  ;  swd.  is. 

Samson  Agonistes.     Edited  by  H.  M. 

Percival,  M.A.     2S.  ;  sewed,  is.  gd. 

MOULTON  (Louise  Chandler).  —  In  the 
Garden  of  Dreams  :  Lyrics  and  Sonnets. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Swallow  Flights.     Cr.  Svo.     6.r. 

MUDIE  (C.  E.). — Stray   Leaves:    Poems. 

4th  Edit.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 
MYERS    (E.).— The    Puritans  :    A    Poem. 

Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Poems.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

The    Defence    of    Rome:    and   other 

Poems.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     5J. 

The  Judgment  of  Prometheus  :  and 

other  Poems.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

MYERS  (F.  W.  H.).— The  Renewal  of 
Youth  :  and  other  Poems.    Cr.  Svo.     js.  6d. 

St.  Paul:  A  Poem.  Ext.  fcp.  Svo.  2s.6d. 

NORTON  (Hon.  Mrs.).— The  Lady  of  La 

Garaye.     gth  Edit.     Fcp.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 
PALGRAVE(Prof.F.T.).— Original  Hymns. 
3rd  Edit.     Pott  Svo.     li.  6d. 

Lyrical  Poems.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     6s. 

Visions  of  England.     Cr.  Svo.     ys.  6d. 

Amenophis.     Pott  Svo.     4^.  6d. 


PALGRAVE  (W.  G.).— A  Vision  of  Life: 
Semblance  and  Reality.   Cr.  Svo.    7^.  net. 

PEEL  (Edmund).— Echoes  from  Horeb  : 
and  other  Poems.     Cr.  Svo.     js.  6d 

POPE.    {See  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

RAWNSLEY  (H.  D.).— Poems,  Ballads, 
and  Bucolics.     Fcp.  Svo.     5J. 

ROSCOE  (W.  C). -Poems.  Edit,  by  E.  M. 
Roscoe.     Cr.  Svo.     ys.  net. 

ROSSETTI  (Christina).— Poems.  New  Col- 
lected Edition.     Globe  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

Sing-Song  :    A   Nursery   Rhyme   Book. 

Small  4to.     Illustrated.     4^.  6d. 

SCOTT.— The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel, 
and  The  Lady  of  the  Lake.  Edited  by 
Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave.     is. 

The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.     By 

G.  H.  Stuart,  M.A.,  and  E.  H.  Elliot, 
B.A.  Globe  Svo.  2s.  ;  sewed,  i^.  gd. — Canto 
I.  g^.— Cantos  I.— III.  and  IV.— VI.  is.  3d. 
each  ;  sewed,  is.  each. 

Marmion.  Edited  by  Michael  Mac- 
millan, B.A.     3s.  ;  sewed,  2s.  6d. 

Marmion,  and  The  Lord  of  the  Isles. 

By  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave.     is. 

The  Lady  of  the  Lake.     By  G.  H. 

Stuart,  M.A.    Gl.  Svo.    2s.  6d.  ;  swd.  2S. 

— —  RoKEBY.  By  Michael  Macmillan, 
B.A.     3^. ;  sewed,  2S.  6d. 

{See  also  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

SHAIRP  (John  Campbell).— Glkn  Desseray: 
and  other  Poems,  Lyrical  and  Elegiac.  Ed 
by  F.  T.  Palgrave.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

SHAKESPEARE.— The  Works  OF  William 
Shakespeare.  Cambridge  Edition.  New 
and  Revised  Edition,  by  W.  Aldis  Wright, 
M.A.  9  vols.  Svo.  10s.  6d.  each. — Edition 
de  Luxe.  40  vols    Sup.  roy.  Svo.  6j.  each  net. 

Victoria  Edition.  In  3  vols. — Come- 
dies ;  Histories  ;  Tragedies.  Cr.  Svo. 
6s.  each. 

The  Tempest.     With  Introduction  and 

Notes,  by  K.  Deighton..  Gl.  Svo.  is.  gd. ; 
sewed,  i.f.  6d. 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  2j.  ;  sewed, 

IS.  gd. 

A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream,   is.  gd.  ; 

sewed,  is.  6d. 

The   Merchant  of   Venice.      is.i^.\ 

sewed,  is.  6d. 

As  You  Like  It.    is.  gd.  ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

Twelfth  Night,    is.gd.  ;  sewed,  is.6d 

The  Winter's  Tale.    2s.;  sewed,  is.  gd 

King  John.     li.  gd.  ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

Richard  II.     is.  od.  ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

Henry  IV.     Part  I      2s.  6d.  ;  sewed,  2j. 

Henry  IV.    Part  II.    2s.  6d.  ;  sewed,  15. 

Henry  V.     is.gd.;  sewed,  is.6d. 

Richard  III.     By  C.  H.  Tawney,  M.A. 

2S.  6d.  ;  sewed,  2^. 

Coriolanus.   By  K.  Deighton.  2x.  6d. 

sewed,  2;. 

Romeo  and  Juliet.    2s.  6d.  ;  sewed  at. 

Julius  C^,sar.     is.  gd.  ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

Macbeth.     i.r.  g^^.;  sewed,  is.6d. 

Hamlet.    2^.  6d.  ;  sewed,  2S. 

King  Lear.     is.  gd.  ;  sewed,  is.  6d. 

Othello.     2s.  ;  sewed,  is.  gd. 

Antony andCleopatra.  2s.6d.;sy/&.2< 

Cymbeline.     2s.  6d. ;  sewed,  2s. 

{See  also  Globe  Library,  p.  21 ;  Golden 
Treasury  Series,  p.  22.) 
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SHELLEY.— Complete  Poetical  Works. 
Edited  by  Prof.  Dowden.  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo. 
js.6d.  (.Si?^  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  22.) 

SMITH  (C.  Barnard).— Poems.    Fcp.  8vo.   51. 

SMITH  (Horace).— Poems.     Globe  Svo.     5*. 
^Interludes.     Cr.  Svo.     5^. 

SPENSER.— Fairie  Queene.  Book  I.  By 
H.  M.  Percival,  M.A.  G1.  8vo.  3^. ;  swd., 
2^.  6d.     {See  also  Globe  Library,  p.  21.) 

STEPHENS  (J.  B.).— Convict  Once:  and 
other  Poems.     Cr.  Svo.     7 J.  6d. 

STRETTELL  (Alma).— Spanish  and  Ital- 
ian Folk  Songs.  lUustr.  Roy.i6mo.  i2S.6d. 

SYMONS     (Arthur).  —  Days    and    Nights. 

Globe  Svo.     6s. 
TENNYSON    (Lord).— Complete    Works. 

New  and  Enlarged  Edition,  with  Portrait. 

Cr.  Svo.     ys.  6d. — School  Edition.     In  Four 

Parts.     Cr.  Svo.     2.?.  dd.  each. 

Poetical     Works.      Pocket    Edition. 

Pott  Svo,  morocco,  gilt  edges,     ys.  6d.  net. 

Works.     Library   Edition.     In   q   vols. 

Globe  Svo.  5.?.  each.  [Each  volume  may  be 
had  separately.] — Poems,  2  vols. — Idylls  of 
the  King. — The  Princess,  and  Maud. — 
Enoch  Arden,  and  In  Memoriam. — Bal- 
lads, and  other  Poems. — Queen  Mary,  and 
Harold. — Becket,  and  other  Plays. — 
Demktek,  and  other  Poems. 

Works.  Ext.Jcp.  ivo.  Edition,  on  Hand- 
made Paper.  In  10  vols,  (supplied  in  sets 
only).  5/.  5J.  od. — Early  Poems. — Lucre- 
tius, and  other  Poems.  Idylls  of  the 
King. — The  Princess,  and  Maud. — Enoch 
Arden,  and  In  Memoriam. — Queen  Mary, 
and  Harold. — Ballads,  and  other  Poeins. 
— Becket,  The  Cui'. — The  Foresters, 
The  Falco.n,  The  Promise  of  May. — 
Tiresias,  and  other  Poems. 

Works.     Miniature  Edition^  in  16  vols., 

viz.  The  Poetical  Works.  12  vols,  in  a 
box.  25^. — The  Dramatic  Works.  4  vols, 
in  a  box.     loj.  6rf. 

Works.     Miniature  Edition   on   India 

Paper.  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works. 
S  vols,  in  a  box.     40J.  net. 

The  Original  Editions.     Fcp.  Svo. 

Poems.     6s. 

Maud  :  and  other  Poems.     3^.  6d. 

The  Princess.     3^.  6rf. 

The  Holy  Grail:  and  other  Poems,  ^s.td. 

Ballads  :  and  other  Poems.     $s. 

Harold:  A  Drama.     (>s. 

Queen  Mary  :  A  Drama.     6s. 

The  Cup,  and  The  Falcon,     ss. 

Becket.     6^. 

Tiresias  :  and  other  Poems.     6s. 

LocKSLEY  Hall  sixty  years  after,  etc.  6s. 

Demeter  :  and  other  Poems.     6.f. 

The  Foresters  :  Robin  Hood  and  Maid 

Marian.     6s. 
The  Death  of  Oenone,  Akbar's  Dream, 

AND  OTHER  PoEMS.      6^. 

Poems  by  Two  Brothers.  Fcp.  Svo.  6^. 

Maud.     Kelmscott  Edition.     Small  4to, 

vellum.     42^.  net. 

Poems.  Reprint  of  1857  Edition.  Ori- 
ginal Illustrations.  4to.  21J. — Edition  de 
Luxe.     Roy.  Svo.     42^.  net. 

The  Royal  Edition,     i  vol.     Svo.     \6s. 

The  Tennyson  Birthday  Book.    Edit. 

by  Emily  Shakespear.     Pott  Svo.    is.  6d. 


TENNYSON  (Lord).— Becket.  As  arranged 
for  the  Stage  by  H.  Irving.  Svo.  swd.  2j.  net. 

The  Brook.    With  20  Illustrations  by  A. 

Woodruff.     32mo.     2.5. 6d. 

Songs    from    Tennyson's    Writings. 

Square  Svo.     2^^.  6d. 

Selections  from  Tennyson.  With  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  F.  J.  Rowe,  M.A., 
and  W.  T.  Webb,  M.A.  Globe  Svo.  3J.  6d. 
Or  Part  I.  2S.  6d.  ;  Part  II.  2i.  6d. 

Enoch  Arden.     By  W.  T.  Webb,  M.A. 

Globe  Svo.     IS.  6d. 

Aylmer's  Field.    By  W.  T.  Webb,  M.A. 

Globe  Svo.     2^.  6d. 

The  Coming  of  Arthur,  and  The  Pass- 

INCOF Arthur.  ByF.J.RovvE.  Gl.Svo.  is.6d. 

The  Princess.  By  P.M.  Wallace,  M.A. 

Globe  Svo.     3J.  6d. 

Gareth    and    Lynette.      By    G.    C. 

Macaulay,  M.A.     Globe  Svo.     ■zs.  6d. 

Gfraint  and  Enid.  By  G.  C.  Macau- 
lay,  M..A.     Globe  Svo.     is.  6d. 

The  Holy  Grail.    By  G.  C.  Macaui.av, 

M.A.     Globe  Svo      2.?.  6d. 
Tennyson  for  the  Young.     By  Canon 

Ainger.     Pott  Svo.     ij.  net. —Large  Paper, 

'•nc.ut.  3^.  6-/.  ;  gilt  edges,  4^.  6d. 
TENNYSON    (Frederic^).— The    Isles    o» 

Greece  :  Sappho  and  Alcaeus.    Cr.  Svo. 

qs.  6d. 

Daphne  :  and  other  Poems.  Cr.Svo.  TS.6d. 

TENNYSON    (Lord).      {See    Illustrated 

Books.) 
TRUMAN  (Jos.). — After-thoughts:  Poems. 

Cr.  Svo.     3J-  6d. 
TURNER  (Charles  Tennyson).— Collected 

Sonnets,  Old  and  New.  Ext. fcp. Svo.  ■js.6d. 
TYRWHITT   (R.   St._  John).— Free    Field. 

Lyrics,  chiefly  Descriptive.    G!.  Svo.    3.r.  6d. 

Battle  and  After,  concerning  Ser- 

ge.'vnt  Thomas  Atkins,  Grenadier 
Guards  :  and  other  Verses.    Gl.  Svo.    v.td. 

WARD    (Samuel). — Lyrical    Recreations. 

Fcp.  Svo.     6^. 
WATSON  (W.).— Poems.     Fcap.  Svo.     SJ- 

Lackrvmae  MusARUM.   Fcp.Svo.  4S.td. 

[Ses  also  Golden  Treasury  SERIE^,  p.  21.) 

WEBSTER  (A.).— Portraits.    Fcp.Svo.    5*. 
Selections  from  Verse.  Fp.  Bvo.  4^.61^. 

Disguises  :  A  Drama.     Fcp.  Svo.     51'. 

In  a  Day  :  A  Drama.     Fcp.  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

The  Sentence  :   A  Drama.     Fcp.  Bvo. 

3J.  6d. 

WHITTIER.— Complete  Poetical  Works 
of  John  Greenleaf  Whittier.  With 
Portrait.  Pott  Svo.  4J.  6d.  (See  also  Col- 
lected Works,  p.  24.) 

WILLS  (W.  G.).— Melchior.     Cr.  Svo.     <)s. 

WOOD  (.\ndrew  Goldie).— The  Isles  of  thk 
Blest  :  and  other  Poems.     Globe  Bvo.     5^. 

WOOLNER  (Thomas).  —  My  Beautifi;l 
L.\DY.     3rd  Edit.     Fcp.  Svo.     ss. 

Pygmalion.     Cr.  Bvo.     js.  6d. 

Silenus.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

WORDSWORTH.  —Complete     Poetical 

Works.  Copyright  Edition.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  John  Morley,  and  Portrait. 
Cr.  Svo.     ys.  6d. 

The  Recluse.    Fcp.Svo.   2s. 6d. — Large 

Paper  Edition.     Svo.     lor.  6d. 

(See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  33.) 
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LITERATURE. 
Poetical  Collections  and  Selections. 

{See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  21  ; 
Books  for  the  Young,  p.  41.) 

HALES  (Prof.  J.  W.).— Longer  English 
Poems.  With  Notes,  Philological  and  Ex- 
planatory, and  an  Introduction  on  the  Teach 
ing  of  English.     Ext.  fcp.  8vo.     4-s.  6cl. 

MACDONALD  (George).— England's  An 
TIPHON.     Cr.  8vo.     4J.  6d. 

MARTIN  (F.).  (See  Books  for  the  Young 
p.  42.) 

MASSON  (R.  O.  and  D.).— Three  Centuries 
OF  English  Poetry.  Being  Selections  from 
Chaucer  to  Herrick.     Globe  8vo.     3.?.  6d. 

PALGRAVE  (Prof.  F.  T.).— The  Golden 
Treasury  of  the  best  Songs  and  Lyricai 
Poems  in  the  English  Language.  Large 
Type.  Cr.  Svo.  loj.  6d.  {See  also  Golden 
Treasury  Series,  p.  22  ;  Books  for  thr 
Young,  p.  42.) 

SMITH  (G.).— Bay  Leaves.  Translations 
from  Latin  Poets.     Globe  Svo.     5^. 

WARD  (T.  H.).— English  Poets.  Selections, 
with  Critical  I  ntroductions  by  various  Writers, 
and  a  General  Introduction  by  Matthew 
Arnold.  Edited  by  T.  H.  Ward,  M.A. 
4  vols.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  Svo.  75.  6^^.  each.— 
Vol.  I.  Chaucer  to  Donne  ;  II.  Ben  Jon- 
son  to  Dryden  ;  III.  Addison  to  Blake  : 
IV.  Wordsworth  to  Rossetti 

WOODS  (M.  a.).— a  First  Poetry  Book. 
Fcp.  Svo.     2.r.  6d. 

.^  Second  Poetry  Book.    2  Parts.    Fcp. 

Svo,     2S.  td.  each. — Complete,  4^.  6rf. 

A  Third  Poetry  Book.  Fcp.  Svo.  41. 6rf. 

WORDS  FROM  THE  POETS.  With  a  Vig- 
nette and  Frontispiece.  i2th  Edit.   iSmo.   \s. 

Prose  Fiction. 

BIKELAS  (D.).— Loukis  Laras  ;  or.  The 
Reminiscences  of  a  Chiote  Merchant  during 
the  Greek  War  of  Independence.  Translated 
by  J.  Gennadius.     Cr.  Svo.     7J.  td. 

BJCRNSON  (B.).  — Synnovb  Solbakken. 
Translated  by  Julie  Sutter.    Cr.  Svo.    61. 

BOLDREWOOD  i^oM')— Uniform  Edition. 
Cr.  Svo.     3J.  td.  each. 
Robbery  Under  Arms. 
The  Miner's  Right. 
The  Squatter's  Dream. 
A  Sydney-Side  Saxon. 
A  Colonial  Reformer. 
Nevermore. 

BURNETT(F.  H.).-Haworth's.  G1.  Svo.  25. 

Louisiana,  and  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  M. 

CALMIRE.     2  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     21^. 

CARMARTHEN  (Marchioness  of).  —  A 
Lover  of  the  Beautiful.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 


CONWAY    (Hugh). - 

Cr.  Svo.     3J.  dd. 
Living  or  Dead 


A    Family    Affair. 


Cr.  Svo.     -^s.  td. 
COOPER  (t.  H.).— Richard  E.scott.     Cr. 


CORBETTQulian).- The  Fall  of  Asgard: 
ATaleofSt.  Olaf'sDay.  2  vols.  Gl.  Svo.  IM. 

For  God  and  Gold.    Cr.  Svo.    6j. 

Kophetua   the  Thirteenth.     2  vols. 

Globe  Svo.     I2X. 

CRAIK  {Mxi.).— Uniform  Edition.     Cr.  Svo. 

3 J.  6d.  each. 

Olive. 

The  Ogilvies.     Also  Globe  Svo,  2s. 

Agatha's  Husband.    Also  Globe  Svo,  2*. 

The  Head  of  the  Family. 

Two  Marriages.     Also  Globe  Svo,  2x. 

The  Laurel  Bush. 

My  Mother  and  I. 

Miss  Tommy  :  A  Mediseval  Romance. 

King  Arthur  :  Not  a  Love  Story. 
CKA'WYOKV){V.Ma.tion).—  Uni/ormEditi4m. 

Cr.  Svo.     3.S.  td.  each. 

Mr.  Isaacs  :  A  Tale  of  Modem  India. 

Dr.  Claudius. 

A  Roman  Singer. 

Zoroaster. 

A  Tale  of  a  Lonely  Parish. 

Marzio's  Crucifix. 

Paul  Patoff. 

With  the  Immortals. 

Greifenstein. 

Sant'  Ilario. 

A  Cigarette  Maker's  Romance. 

Khaled  :  A  Tale  of  Arabia. 
The  Witch  of  Prague. 
The  Three  Fates 

Don  Orsino.     Cr.  Svo.     6j. 

Children  of  the  King.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Pietro  Ghisleri.  3Vo1s.  Cr.  Svo.  3is.6(f. 

MarI(5n  Darche.    2  vols.    Gl.  Svo.    i2j. 

CUNNINGHAM  (Sir  H.  S.).— The  C<bro- 

leans  :  A  Vacation  Idyll.     Cr.  Svo.     3J.  6rf. 

The  Heriots.     Cr.  Svo.     3J.  dd. 

Wheat  and  Tares.     Cr.  Svo.     3J.  td. 

DAGONET  THE  JESTER.   Cr.  Svo.   ^s.M 
DAHN  (Felix).— Felicitas.     Translated   bj 

M.  A.  C.  E.     Cr.  Svo.     4s.  td. 
DAY  (Rev.  Lai  Behari).— Bengal  Peasant 
Life.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Folk  Tales  OF  Bengal.   Cr.  Svo.   ^s.td 

DEFOE  (D.).    {See  Globe  Library,  p.  21 : 

Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  22.) 
DEMOCRACY  :  An  American  Novel.    Ct 

Svo.     4-?.  td. 
DICKENS    (Charles).  —  Uniform    Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     3s.  6(/.  each. 

The  Pickwick  Papers. 

Oliver  Twist. 

Nicholas  Nickleby. 

Martin  Chuzzlewit. 

The  Old  Curiosity  Shop. 

Barnaby  Rudge. 

Dombey  and  Son. 

Christmas  Hooks. 

Sketches  by  Boz. 

David  Copperfield. 

American   Notes,   and   Pictures   from 
Italy. 

The  Posthumous  Papers  of  the  Pick- 
wick Club.  Illust.  Edit,  by  C.  Dickens, 
Jun.     2  vols.     Ext.  cr.  Svo.     2ii. 

DICKENS  (M.  A.).— A  Mere  Cypher.     Cr. 

Svo.     3s.  6rf. 
DILLWYN  (E.  A.).— Jill.    Cr.  Svo.     6j. 

Jill  and  Jack.   2  vols.   Globe  Svo.    121. 
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DUNSMUIR  (Amy).— Vida:  Study  of  a 
Girl.     3rd  Edit.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

DURAND  (Sir  M.).— Helen  Treveryan. 
Cr.  8vo.     3 J.  6(/. 

EBERS  (Dr.  George). — The  Burgomaster's 
Wife.    Transl.  by  C.  Bell.   Cr.  8vo.  4s.  bd. 

Only  a  Word.     Translated  by  Clara 

Bell.     Cr.  8vo.     4^.  td. 

"ESTELLE  RUSSELL"  (The  Author of).- 
Harmonia.     3  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     31^.  6rf. 

FALCONER  (Lanoe).— Cecilia  de  Noel. 
Cr.  Svo.     3 J.  td. 

FLEMING(G.).— ANilkNovel.  Gl.Svo.  2*. 

Mirage:  A  Novel.     Globe  Svo.     2J. 

The  Head  of  Medusa.    Globe  Svo.    aj 

Vestigia.     Globe  Svo.    2J. 

FRATERNITY:  A  Romance.  2  vols.  Cr. 
Svo.     21.J. 

"FRIENDS  IN  COUNCIL"  (The  Author 

of).— Realmah.     Cr.  Svo.     6^. 
GRAHAM  (John  W.).— Ne.era  :  A  Tale  o) 

Ancient  Rome.     Cr.  Svo.     6j. 

HARBOUR  BAR,  THE.    Cr.  Svo.    6j. 

HARDY  (Arthur  Sherburne). — But  yet  a 
Woman  :  A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo.     4.r.  dd. 

•^—  The WiNDOF Destiny.  2voIs.  Gl.Svo.  12*. 

HARDY  (Thomas).  —  The  Woodlanders. 
Cr.  Svo.     3J.  td. 

Wessex  Tales.     Cr.  Svo.     j,s.  td. 

HARTE  (Bret).— Cressy.     Cr.  Svo.     3J.  td. 

The   Heritage  of    Dedi.ovv    Marsh  I 

and  other  Tales.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

A   First    Family   of    Tasajara.     Cr. 

Svo.     3.1.  ()d. 

"HOGAN,  M.P."  (The  Author  of  ).—HoGAN, 
M.P.     Cr.  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

-  The  Hon.  Miss  Ferrard.    G1.  Svo.    2s. 

-  Flitters,  Tatters,  and  the  Coun- 
sellor, ETC.     Globe  Svo.     2j. 

-  Christy  Carew.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

-  Ismay's  Children.     Globe  Svo.     2j. 

HOPPUS  (Mary).— A  Great  Treason:  A 
Story  of  the  War  of  Independence.  2  vols. 
Cr.  Svo.     gs. 

HUGHES  (Thomas).— Tom  Brown's  School 
Days.  By  An  Old  Boy. — Golden  Treasury 
Edition.  2S.  6d.  rat. — Uniform  Edit.  ^s.  td. 
— People's  Edition.  25. — People's  Sixpenny 
Edition,  lllustr.  Med.  410.  6(/.— Uniform 
with  Sixpenny  Kingsley.    Med.  Svo.    td. 

^—  Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.  Cr.  Svo.  3s.  td. 

^—  The  Scouring  of  the  White  Horse, 
and  The  Ashen  Faggot.    Cr.  Svo.    3s.  td. 

IRVING  (Washington).  {See  Illustrated 
Books,  p.  12.) 

JACKSON  (Helen).— Ramona.    G1.  Svo.    2J. 

JAMES  (Henry).— The  Europeans  :  A  Novel. 
Cr.  Svo.     ts. ;  Pott  Svo,  2s. 

-  Daisy  Miller  :  and  other  Stories.  Cr. 
8vo.     ts.  ;  Globe  Svo,  2s. 

^—  The  American.  Cr.  Svo.  ts. — Pott  Svo. 
a  vols.     4S. 

-  Roderick  Hudson.  Cr.  Svo.  ts. ;  Gl. 
8vo,  2S.  ;  Pott  Svo,  2  vols.  4s. 


JAMES  (Henry). — The  Madonna  of  the 
Future  :  and  other  Tales.  Cr.  Svo.  ts.  ; 
Globe  Svo,  2S. 

Washington    Square,    the    Pension 

Beaurepas.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

The  Portrait  of   a   Lady.     Cr.   Svo. 

6s.     Pott  S\o,  3  vols.  ts. 

Stories     Revived.       In    Two     Series. 

Cr.  Svo.     6.f.  each. 

The  Bostonians.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

Novels   and   Tales.     Pocket   Edition. 

Pott  bvo.     2S.  each  volume. 

Confidence,     i  vol. 

The  Siege  of  London  ;  Madame  de 
Mauves.     I  vol. 

An  International  Episode  ;  The  Pen- 
sion Beaurepas  ;  The  Point  of  View. 
I  vol. 

Daisy  Miller,  a  Study ;  Four  Meet- 
ings ;  Longstaff's  Marriage  ;  Ben- 

VOLIO.      I  vol. 
The    Madonna    of    the    Future  ;    A 
Bundle  of  Letters  ;  The  Diary  of 
A  Man  OF  Fifty;  Eugene  Pickering. 
I  vol. 

Tales  OF  Three  Cities.  Cr.  Svo.  4s.  td. 

The  Princess  Casamassima.     Cr.  Svo. 

ts. ;  Globe  Svo,  2.?. 

The  Reverberator.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

The  Aspern  Papers;  Louisa  Pallant; 

The  Modern  Warning.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

A  London  Life.     Cr.  Svo.     3.?.  td. 

— —  The  Tragic  Muse.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td. 

The    Lesson    of    the   Master,  and 

other  Stories.    Cr.  Svo.    ts. 

The  Real  Thing,  and  other  Tale 

Cr.  Svo.     6.y. 

KEARY  (Annie).— Janet's  Home.  Cr.  Svo. 
3s.  td. 

Clemency  Franklyn.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

Oldbury.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td. 

A  York  and  a  Lancaster  Rose.     Cr. 

Svo.     3s.  td. 

Castle  Daly.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  td. 

A  Doubting  Heart.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td 

KENNEDY  (P.). —Legendary  Fictions  of 
THE  Irish  Celts.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).  — EversUv  Edition. 
13  vols.  Globe  Svo.  $s.  each. — Westward 
Ho  !  2  vols. — Two  Years  .'\go.  2  vols. — 
Hypatia.  2  vols. — Yeast,  i  vol. — Alton 
Locke.  2  vols. — Hereward  the  Wake. 
2  vols. 

Complete  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    3^'.  td.  each. 

—  Westward  Ho!  With  a  Portrait. — 
Hypatia. — Yeast. — Alton  Locke.— Two 
Years  Ago. — Hereward  the  Wake. 

Sixpenny    Edition.       Med.      Svo.       td. 

each.  —  Westward  Ho  !  —  Hypatia.  — 
Yeast. — Alton  Locke.— Two  Years  Ago. 

—  Hereward  the  Wakb. 

KIPLING  (Rudy.-ird).— Plain  Tales  from 
the  Hills.     Cr.  Svo.     6.r. 

The  Light  that  Failed.    Cr.  Svo.    6*. 

Life's  Handicap  :  Being  Stories  of  mine 

own  People.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

Many  Inventions.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

LAFARGUE (Philip).— The  New  Judgment 

OF  Paris.     2  vols.     Globe  Svo.     \2S. 
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LEE  (Margaret). — Kaithkul  and  Unfaith 
FUL.     Cr.  8vo      3S.  td. 

LEVY  (A.). —Reuben  Sachs.   Cr.  8vo.    3^.6^. 
LITTLE  PILGRIM  IN  THE  UNSEEN,  A. 
24th  Thousand.     Cr.  8vo.     is.  dd. 

"LITILE  PILGRIM  IN  THE  UNSEEN, 
A  "  (Author  of). — The  Land  of  Darkness. 
Cr.  8vo.     5^. 

LYSAGHT  (S.  R.).— The  Marplot.  Cr. 
8vo.     3^-.  (id. 

LYTTON  (Earl  of ).— The  Ring  of  Amasis  : 
A  Romance.     Cr.  8vo.     t,s.  td. 

McLENNAN  (Malcolm).— Mucki.e  Jock  ; 
and  other  Stories  of  Peasant  Life  in  the  North. 
Cr.  8vo.     3J.  (>d. 

MACQUOID  (K.  S.).— Pattv.    G1.  8vo.     21. 

MADOC  (Fayr).— The  Story  of  Melicent, 
Cr.  8vo.     i,s.  6d. 

MALET  (Lucas).— Mrs.  Lorimer  :  A  Sketch 
in  Black  and  White.     Cr.  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

MALORY  (Sir  Thos.).  (See  Globe  Library, 
p.  21.) 

MINTO  (W.).— The  Mediation  op  Ralph 
Hardelot.     3  vols.     Cr.  8vo.     31J.  6d. 

MITFORD  (A.  B.).— Tales  of  Old  Japan. 

With  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.     3s.  td. 
MIZ  MAZE  (THE);  or,  The  Winkworth 

Puzzle.      A    Story    in    Letters    by    Nine 

Authors.     Cr.  8vo.     4J.  td. 
MURRAY  (D.    Christie).  —  Aunt   Rachel. 

Cr.  8vo.     3J.  dd. 

Schwartz.     Cr.  8vo.     3^  kd. 

The  Weaker  Vessel.     Cr.  Bvo.     y.  6d. 

John  Vale's  Guardian.  Cr.  8vo.   3s.  6d. 

MURRAY  (D.  Christie)  and  HERMAN  (H.). 

— He  Fell  among  Thieves.  Cr.8vo.  3s.6d. 
NEW  ANTIGONE,  THE:    A  Romance. 
Cr.  Bvo.     3^ .  6d. 

NOEL  (Lady  Augusta). — Hithersea  Mere. 
3  vols.     Cr.  8vo.     31.C  6d. 

NORRIS  (W.  E.).— My  Friend  Jim.  Globe 
8vo.     zs. 

'         Chris.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

NORTON  (Hon.  Mrs.).- Old  Sir  Doug- 
las.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.  M.  O.  W.).— A  Son  of 
THE  Soil.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

The  Curate  in  Charge.  Globe  Svo.  zs. 

Young  Musgrave.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

■^—  He   that  will   not  when    He    may. 

Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td. — Globe  Svo.     2s. 

-  Sir  Tom.    Cr.  Svo.    3.1.  (yd. — Gl.  Svo.    2s. 

Hester.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  td. 

The  Wizard's  Son.     Globe  Bvo.     2s. 

The    Country   Gentleman   and    his 

Family.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

The  Seconc  Son.     Globe  Svo.     2s. 

Neighbours  on  the  Green.     Cr.  Svo. 

3s.  td. 

Joyce.    Cr.  Svo.    3s.  td. 

A  Beleaguered  City.    Cr.  Svo.    3s.  td. 

Kirsteen.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td. 

-  The  Railway  Man  and  his  Children. 
Cr.  Svo.     3.1.  td. 


OLIPHANT  (Mrs.  M.  O.  W.).— The  Mar- 
riage  ok  Elinor      Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td. 

The  Heir  Presumptive  and  the  Heir- 
Apparent.     Cr.  Svo.     3i-.  td. 

PALMER  (Lady  Sophia). — Mrs.  Penicott's 
Lodger  :  and  other  Stories.   Cr.  Svo.  zs.  td, 

PARRY  (Gambier).  -The  Story  of  Dick. 

Cr.  Svo.     3.f.  td. 
PATER  (Walter). —Marius  the  Epicurean  : 

His  Sensations  and  Ideas.     3rd  Edit.     2 

vols.     Svo.     i2.r. 

RHOADES  (J.).— The  Story  of  John  Tre- 
vennick.     Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td. 

ROSS  (Percy). — A  Misguidit  Lassie.  Or. 
Svo.     4i.  td. 

RUSSELL    (W.    Clark).— Marooned.      Cr. 

Bvo.     3^.  td. 
A  Strange  Elopement.  Cr.  Svo.  3s.6d. 

ST.  JOHNSTON  (A.).  —  A  South  Sea 
Lover  :  A  Romance.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

:^HORTHOUSE  (J.  }ismy).— Uniform  Edi- 
tion.   Cr.  Svo.     3s.  td.  each. 
John  Inglesant:  A  Romance. 
Sir  Percival  :  A  Story  of  the  Past  and  of 

the  Present. 
The    Little   Schoolmaster    Mark  :    A 

Spiritual  Romance. 
The  Countess  Eve. 
A  Teacher  of  the  Violin  :  and  other  Tales. 

Blanche,  Lady  Falaish.     Cr.  Svo.    ts. 

SLIP  IN  THE  FENS,  A.     Globe  Svo.     zs. 

STEEL(Mrs.F.  A.).— Miss  Stuart's  Legacy. 
3  vols.     Cr.  Bvo.     31.J.  td. 

THEODOLI(Marchesa)— Under  Pressure. 
Cr.  Bvo.     3s.  td. 

TIM.     Cr.  Bvo.     3s.  td. 

TOURGENIEF.— Virgin  Soil.  Translated 
by  Ashton  W.  Dilke.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

VELEY  (Margaret). — A  Garden  of  Memo- 
ries ;  Mrs.  Austin  ;  Lizzie's  Bargain. 
Three  .Stories.     2  vols.     Globe  Svo.     tzs. 

VICTOR  (H.).— Mariam  :  or  Twentv-Onb 
Days.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

VOICES  CRYING  IN  THE  WILDER- 
NESS :  A  Novel.     Cr.  Bvo.     7^.  td. 

WARD  (Mrs.  T.  Humphry).— Miss  Brether- 
ton.    Cr.  Bvo.     3s.  td. 

WEST  (M.).— A  Born  Player.    Cr.  Svo.    ts. 

WORTHEY  (Mrs.).— The  New  Continent  : 
A  Novel.     2  vols.     Globe  Svo.     12s. 

YONGE  (C.  M.).— Grisly  Grisell.  2  vols. 
Cr.  Svo.     i2.f.     {See  also  p.  24.) 

YONGE  (C.  M.)and  COLERIDGE  (C.  R.) 
— Strolling  Players.     Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

Collected  Works ;  Essays ;  Lectures ; 
Letters;  Miscellaneous  Works. 

ADDISON. —Selections  from  the  "Spec- 
tator. "  With  IntroGuction  and  Notes  by 
K.  Deighton.     Globe  Bvo.     2^.  td. 

AN  AUTHOR'S  LOVE.  Being  the  Unpub- 
lished Letters  of  Prosper  MerimAe's 
"  Inconnue."     2  vols.     Ext.  cr.  Bvo.     I2f. 


COLLECTED  WORKS. 


ARNOLD  (Matthew). — Essays  in  Criticism. 
6th  Edit.     Cr.  3vo.     gs. 

Essays   in   Criticism.     Second   Series. 

Cr.  8vo.     js.  dd. 

Discourses  IN  America.  Cr.  8vo.  4^.61^. 

BACON. — Essays.  With  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  F.  G.  Selby,  M.A.  G1.  8vo.  3^.  ; 
swd.,  2S.  td. 

AoV.i^N'CEMENT    OF    LEARNING.        By    the 

same.   Gl.  Svo.   Book  L    2s.    Book  IL    y.6d. 
(See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  52  ) 

BATES(K.L.). — English  Religious  Drama. 
Cr.  8vo.     6s.  6d.  net. 

BLACKIECJ.S.).— LaySermons.  Cr.Svo.  6*. 

BRIDGES  (John  A.).— Idylls  of  a  Lost 
Village.     Cr.  Svo.     "s.  6d. 

BRIMLEY (George).— Essays.  GlobeSvo.  5*. 

BUNYAN  (John).— The  Pilgrim's  Progress 
from  this  World  to  that  which  is  to 
Come.     Pott  Svo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

BUTCHER  (Prof.  S.  H.)— Some  Aspects  of 
the  Greek  Genius.     Cr.  Svo.     js.  net 

CARLYLE  (Thomas).     (See  Biography.) 

CHURCH  (Dean).— Miscellaneous  Wri- 
ti.n'gs.  Collected  Edition.  6  vols.  Globe 
Svo.  5J-.  each. — Vol.  I.  Miscellaneous 
Essays. — II.  Dante  :  and  other  Essays. 
— III.  St.  Anselm. — IV.  Spenser. — V. 
Bacon. — VI.  The  Oxford  Movement, 
1833—45- 

CLIFFORD  (Prof.  W.  K.).  Lectures  and 
Essays.  Edited  by  Leslie  Stephen  and 
Sir  F.  Pollock.     Cr.  Svo.     Ss.  6d. 

CLOUGH  (A.  H.).— Prose  Remains.  With 
a  Selection  from  his  Letters,  and  a  Memoir 
by  His  Wife.     Cr.  Svo.     js.  6d. 

COLLINS  (J.  Churton).— The  Study  of 
English  Literature.     Cr.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

CRAIK(H.). — English  Prose  Selections. 
With  Critical  Introductions  by  various  writers, 
and  General  Introductions  to  each  Period. 
Edited  by  H.  Ckaik,  C.B.  Vol.1,  Crown 
Svo.     7s.  6d. 

CRAIK  (Mrs.).  —  Concerning  Men:  and 
other  Papers.     Cr.  Svo.     31.  6d. 

—  About  Money  :  and  other  Things.     Cr. 
Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

SermonsoutofChurch.  Cr.Svo.  3S.6d. 

CRAWFORD  (F.  M.).— The  Novel:  what 
it  is.     Pott  Svo.     3s. 

CUNLIFFE  (J.  W.).— The  Influence  of 
Seneca  on  Elizabethan  Tragedy.  4^-.  net. 

OE  VERE  (Aubrey). — Essays  Chiefly  on 
Poetry.     2  vols.     Globe  Svo.     12s. 

—  Essays,  Chiefly  Literary  .\nd  Ethi- 
cal.    Globe  Svo.     6s. 

I'fCKENS. — LettersofCh.\rlesDickens. 
Rdited  by  his  Sister-in-Law  and  Mary 
'>ickens.     Cr.  Svo.     2^.  dd. 

DRYDEN,  Essays  of.  Edited  by  Prof. 
C.  D.  Yonge.  Fcp.  Svo.  2S.  dd.  (See  also 
Globe  Library,  belo^v.) 

DUFF  (Rt.  Hon.  Sir  M.  E.  Grant).— MlscEL- 
LANIES,  Political  and  Literary.    Svo.    icxi.  6d. 


EMERSON(RalphWaldo).— The  Collected 
Works.     6    vols.     Globe   Svo.     5^.   each. — 
I.    Miscellanies.     With    an    Introductory 
Essay   by  John  Morley. — II.     Essays. — 
III.    Poems. — IV.    English  Traits;    Re- 
presentative Men. — V.  Conduct  of  Life  ; 
Society   and    Solitude. — VI.    Letters  ; 
Social  Aims,  etc. 
FINLAYSON  (T.  C.).— Essays,  Addresses, 
andLvricalTranslatjons.  Cr.Svo.  Ts.dd. 
FITZGERALD    (Edward):     Letters    and 
Literary  Remains  of.     Ed.  by  W.  Alois 
Wright,  M.A.     3  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     3W.  6d. 
GLOBE  LIBRARY.    Gl.  Svo.    3^.  td.  each  : 
Boswell's  Lifeof  Johnso.n-.    Introduction 

by  MowRRAV  Morkls. 
Burns. — Complete  Poetical  Works  and 

Letters.    Edited,  with  Life  and  Glossarial 

Index,  by  Alexander  Smith. 
Cowper. — Poetical    Works.      Edited   by 

the  Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D. 
Defoe. — The  Adventures   of  Robinson 

Crusoe.     Introduction  by  H.  Kingsley. 
Dryden. — Poetical   Works.     A    Revised 

Text  and  Notes.  By  W.  D.Christie,  M.A. 
Goldsmith.  —  Miscellaneous       Works. 

Edited  by  Prof.  Masson. 
Horace. — Works.     Rendered  into  English 

Prose  by  James  Lonsdale  and  S.  Lee. 
Malory. — Le  Morte  d'.\rthur.  SirThos. 

Malory's  Book  of  King  Arthur  and  of  his 

Noble  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.    The 

Edition  of  Caxton,  revised  for  modern  use. 

By  Sir  E.  Stkachey,  Bart. 
Milton. — Poetical  Works.     Edited,  with 

Introductions,  by  Prof.  Masson. 
Pope. — Poetical    Works.      Edited,    with 

Memoir  and  Notes,  by  Prof.  Ward. 
Scott. — Poetical   Works.      With    Essay 

by  Prof.  Palgrave. 
Shakespeare. — Complete  Works.     Edit. 

by  W.  G.  Clark  and  W.  Aldis  Wright. 

India  Pafie^  Edition.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

gilt  edges.     10s.  6d.  net. 
Spenser. — Complete    Works     Edited   by 

R.  Morris.  Memoir byJ.W.  Hales,  M.A. 
Virgil. — Works.     Rendered   into  English 

Prose  by  James  Lonsdale  and  S.  Lee. 

GOETHE.  —Maxims    and    Reflections. 

Tran'.  by  T.  B.  Saunders.     Gl.  Svo.     5^. 
Nature  Aphorisms.     Transl.  by  T.  B. 

Saunders.     Pott  Svo.     6d.  net. 

GOLDEN     TREASURY      SERIES.— Uni- 
formly  printed   in   Pott  Svo,   with   Vignette 
Titles   by   Sir    J.    E.    Millais,   Sir    Noel 
Paton,  T.  Wooi.ner    W.  Holman  Hunt, 
Arthur  Hughes,  etc.     2s.  6d.  net  each. 
Balladen  und  Romanzen.     Being  a  Se- 
lection of  the  best  German   Ballads  and 
Romances.    FMited,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  Dr.  Buchheim. 
Children's  Tkeasukv  of   Lvr;Cal   Poe- 
try.    P)y  F.   T.  Pai.'.rave. 
Deutsche   Lyrik.     The  Golden   Treasury 
of  the  best  German   Lyrical   Poems.     Se- 
lected bv  Dr.  Buchheim. 
La  Lyre  Fran^aise.  Selected  and  arranged, 

with  Notes,  by  G.  Masson. 
Lyric  Love:  An  Anthology.    Edited  by  W. 

Watson. 
Thk   Ballad   Book.     A   Selection   of  the 
Choicest     British     Ballads.       Edited     by 
William  Allingham. 
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Collected  Works ;  Essays ;  Lectures ; 
Letters ;  Miscellaneous  "Works— contd. 
GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERIES— conid. 

Book  of  Golden  Thoughts,  A.  By  Sir 
Henk-.   Attwell. 

Book  of  Praise,  The.  From  the  Best  Eng- 
lish Hymn  Writers.  Selected  by  RouN- 
dell,  Earl  of  Selborne. 

Children'sGarland  from  theBest Poets 
The.    Selected  by  Coventry  Patmore. 

Fairy  Book,  The  :  the  Best  Popular 
Fairy  Stories.  Selected  by  Mrs.  Craik, 
Author  of  "  John  Halifax,  Gentleman." 

Golden  Treasury  of  the  Best  Songs  and 
Lyrical  Poems  in  the  English  Lan- 
guage, The.  Selected  and  arranged,  with 
Notes,  by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave. — Large 
Type.  Cr.  8vo.  io.r.  6d. — Large  Paper 
Edition.     3vo.      los.  6d.  net. 

Golden  Treasury  Psalter.  By  Four 
Friends. 

Scottish  Song.    Compiled  by  Mary  Car- 

LYLE   AiTKEN. 

Song  Book,  T  he.  Words  and  Tunes  se- 
lected and  arranged  by  John  Hullah. 

Sunday  Book  of  Poetry  for  thv  Young, 
The.     Selected  by  C.  F.  Alexander. 

Theologia  Germanica.  By  S.  Wink- 
worth.  

Matthew  Arnold. — Selected  Poems. 
Addison. — Essays.     Chosen  and  Edited  by 

John  Richard  Green. 
Bacon. — Essays,   and   Colours   of   Good 
and    Evil.     With    Notes   and   Glossarial 
Index  by  W.  Alois  Wright,  M.  A.— Large 
Paper  Edition.     8vo.      lo^   6d   net. 
Bunyan. — The  Pilgrim's  Progress  from 
this  World  to  that  which  is  to  Come. 
— Large  Paper  Edition.    8vo.    lo^r.  6d.  net. 
Byron. — Poetry.      Chosen    and    arranged 
by  M.  Arnold. — Large  Paper  Edit.     gs. 
Cowper. — Letters.     Edited,    with    Intro- 
duction, b\   Rev.  W.  Benham. 
—  Selections  from  Poems.    With  an  Intro- 
duction by  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
Defoe. — The  Adventures  of   Robinson 
Crusoe.     Edited  by  J.  W.  Clark,  M.A. 
Gracian(Ralthasar). — Art  of  Worldly 

Wisdom.    Translated  by  I.  Jacobs. 
Herrick. — Chrysomela.     Edited  by  Prof. 

F.  T.  Palgrave. 
Hughes. — Tom  Brown  s  School  Days. 
Keats. — The   Poetical   Works.     Edited 

by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave. 
Lamb. — Tales  from  .Shakspeare.    Edited 

by  Rev.  Alfred  Ainger,  M.A. 
Landor. — Selections.   Ed.  by  S.  Colvin. 
Longfellow.  —  Ballads,     Lyrics,     and 

Sonnets. 
Mohammad. — Speeches  and  Table-Talk. 

Translated  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole. 

Newcastle. — The     Cavalier     and     his 

Lady.     Selections  from  the  Works  of  the 

First   Duke   and   Duchess   of   Newcastle. 

With  Introdurtory  Essay  by  E.  Jenkins. 

Plato. — The    Republic.      Translated    by 

J.  Ll.  Davies,  M.A.,  and  D.  J.  Vaughan. 

— Laree  Paper  EH itinn.    8vo     ios.6d.net. 

—  The  Trial  and  Death  of  Socrates. 

Being    the    Euthyphron,    /Apology,    Crito 

and   Phaedo  of  Plato.      Trans,    by  F.  J. 

Church. 


GOLDEN  TREASURY  SERIES— c(»ttd. 

Plato. — The  Phaedrus,  Lysis,  and  Pro- 
tagoras.    Translated  by  J.  Wright. 

Shakespeare. — Songs  and  Sonnets.  Ed. 
with  Notes,  by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave. 

Shelley. — Poems.  Edited  by  Stopford 
A.  Brooke. — Large  Paper  Edit.     X2S.  6d. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne. — Religio  Medici, 
Letter  to  a  Friend,  &c.,  and  Christ- 
ian Morals.     Ed.  W.  A.  Greenhill. 

Theocritus. — Eion,  and  Moschus.  Ren- 
dered into  English  Prose  by  Andrew 
Lang. — Large  Paper  Edition,     gs. 

The  Jest  Book.  The  Choicest  Anecdotes 
and  Sayings.    Arranged  by  Mark  Lemon 

Wordsworth. — Poems.  Chosen  and  Edit"'' 
by  M.  Arnold. — Large  Paper  Edition, 
lo^.  6d  net. 

Hare.— Guesses  at  Truth.  By  Tw ) 
Brothers.     4^-.  6d. 

Longfellow. — Poems  of  Places  :  Eng- 
land and  Wales.  Edited  by  H.  W. 
Longfellow.     2  vols.     gs. 

Tennyson. — Lyrical  Poems.  Selected  ami 
Annotated  by  Prof.  F.  T.  Palgrave.  4^.61^. 
—  Large  Paper  Edition.     9.?. 

—  In  Memoriam.  4s.  6d. — Large  Paper 
Edition,     gs. 

Yonge. — A  Book  of  Golden  Deeds. 

—  A  Book  of  Worthies. 

—  The  Story  of  the  Christians  and 
Moors  in  Spain, 

GOLDSMITH,  Essays  of.  Edited  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  M.A.  Fcp.  8vo.  2s.  6d.  {See  also 
Globe  Library,  p.  21  ;  Illustrated 
Books,  p.  12.) 

GRAY  (Asa).— Letters.  Edited  by  J.  L. 
Grav.     2  vols.     Cr.  8vo.     15.?.  net. 

GRAY  (Thomas).— Works.  Edited  by  Ed- 
mund  Gosse.  In  4  vols.  Globe  8vo.  201. — 
Vol.  I.  Poems,  Journals,  and  Essays. — 
II.  Letters.— III.  Letters.— IV.  Notbs 
ON  Aristophanes  and  Plato. 

GREEN  (J.  R.).— Stray  Studies  from 
England  and  Italy.     Globe  8vo.     ss. 

GREENWOOD  (F.).— The  Lover's  Lexi- 
con.    Cr.  8vo.     ds. 

HAMERTON  (P.  G.).— The  Intellectual 
Life.     Cr.  8vo.     io.r.  6d. 

Human  Intercourse.    Cr.  Svo.     Zs_.  6d. 

French  and  English  :  A  Comparison. 

Cr.  Svo.     los.  6d. 

HARRISON  (Frederic).— T  HE  Choice  of 
Books.   G1.  8vo.   6.?.- Large  Paper  Ed.   15*. 

HARWOOD  (George).— From  Within.  Cr. 
Svo.     6^. 

HELPS  (Sir  Arthur).— Essays  Written  in 
THE  Intervals  of  Business.  With  Intro- 
duction and  Notes,  by  F.  J.  Rowe,  M.A., 
and  W.  T.  Webb,  M.A.    is.  gd. ;  swd.  is.  6d. 

HOBART  (Lord).— Essays  and  Miscella- 
neous Writings.  With  Biographical 
Sketch.  Ed.  Lady  Hob  art.  2  vols.  Svo.  scs. 

HUTTON  (R.  H.).— Essays  on  some  of  thk 
Modern  Guides  of  English  Thought  in 
Matters  of  Faith.     Globe  Svo.     5s. 

Essays.   2  vols.    Gl.  Svo     sj.each.— VoL 

I.  Literarj' ;  IL  Theological. 


COLLECTED  WORKS. 


HUXLEY(Prof.T.H.).— Collected  Works. 
Monthly  Volumes,  from  Oct.  1893.  Gl.  8vo. 
5^.  each.— I.  Method  and  Results. — II. 
Darwiniana.  -III.  Science  and  Educa 
TiON. — IV.  Science  and  Hebrew  Tradi- 
tion.— V.  Science  and  Christian  Tradi- 
tion.— VI.  Hume. — VII.  Ethical  and 
Philosophical  Essays. — VIII.  Man's 
Place  in  Nature. — IX.  Essays  in 
Science. 

Lay  Sermons,  Adokesses,  and  Re- 
views.   Bvo.     7.r.  td. 

Critiques  AND  Addresses.  8vo.  xos.td. 

American  Addresses,  with  a  Lectukf 

ON  the  Study  of  Biology.     8vo.     ds.  td. 

Science    and    Culture,    and   otheb 

Essays.    8vo.     10s.  6d. 

Introductory  Science  Primer.  i8mo.  IX. 

Essays    upon    some     Controverteib 

Questions.     8vo.    i^t. 

IRELAND  (A.).— Book-Lover's  Enchiri- 
dion.    Fcp.  8vo.     ts.  ;  vellum,  loj.  6d. 

JAMES  (Henry).— French  Poets  and  No- 
velists.    New  Edition.     Gl.  Svo.     $s. 

Portraits  of  Places.    Cr.  Svo.    7*.  6rf. 

Partial  Portraits.     Cr.  Svo.     6*. 

JEBB  (R.  C). — Growth  and  Influence  of 
Classical  Greek  Poetry.   Cr.  Svo.  7^.  net. 

KEATS.— Letters.  Edited  by  Sidney 
CoLviN.     Globe  Svo.     5^. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— Complete  Edition 

of  the  Works   of  Charles   Kingslbt. 

Cr.  Svo.     y.  dd.  each. 

Westward  Ho  I     With  a  Portrait. 

Hypatia. 

Yeast. 

Alton  Locke. 

Two  Years  Ago. 

Hereward  the  Wake. 

Poems. 

The  Heroes  ;  or,  Greek  Fairy  Tales  for 
my  Children. 

The  Water  Babies  :  A  Fairy  Tale  for  a 
Land  Baby. 

Madam  How  and  Lady  Why  ;  or,  First 
Lesson  in  Earth-Lore  for  Children. 

At  Last  :  A  Christmas  in  the  West  Indies. 

Prose  Idylls. 

Plays  and  Puritans. 

The  Roman  and  the  Teuton.  With  Pre- 
face by  Professor  Max  Muller. 

Sanitary  and  Social  Lectures. 

Historical  Lectures  and  Essays. 

Scientific  Lectures  and  Essays. 

Literary  and  General  Lectures. 

The  Hermits. 

Glaucus  ;  or,  The  Wonders  of  the  Sea- 
Shore.     With  Coloured  Illustrations. 

Village  and  town  and  Country  Sermons. 

The  Water  of  Life,  and  other  Sermons. 

Sermons  on  National  Subjects  :  and  thb 
King  of  the  Earth. 

Sermons  for  the  Times. 

Good  News  of  God. 

The  Gospel  of  the  Pentateuch  :  ant 
David. 

Discipline,  and  other  Sermons. 

Westminster  Sermons. 

All  Saints'  Day,  and  other  Sermons. 


LAMB  (Charles). — Collected  Works.  Ed., 
with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
Alfred  Ainger,  M. A.  Globe  Svo.  5^.  each 
volume. — I.  Essays  of  Elia. — II.  Plays, 
Poems,  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. — IH. 
Mrs.  Leicester's  School  ;  The  .Adven- 
tures of  Ulysses  ;  and  other  Essays. — 
IV.  Tales  from  Shakespeare. — V. and  VI. 
Letters.     Newly  arranged,  with  additions. 

Tales  from  Shakespeare.     Pott  Svo. 

21.  t'l   net. 

LANKESTER(Prof.E.Ray).-THE  Advance- 
ment OF  Science.  Occasional  Essays  and 
Addresses.     Svo.     las.  6d. 

LESLIE  (G.  D.).— Letters  TO  Marco.  Ex. 
cr.  Svo.     -js.  td. 

LETTERS  FROM  SOUTH  AFRICA.  Re- 
printed from  the  Tunes.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  td. 

LETTERS  FROM  QUEENSLAND.  Re- 
printed from  the  Times.     Cr.  Svo.     2^.  dd. 

LODGE  (Prof.  Oliver).— The  Pioneers  of 
Science.     Illustrated.    Ext.  cr.  Svo.    ts.  td. 

LOWELL(Jas.  Russell).— Complete  Works. 
10  vols.  Cr.  Svo.  ds.  each. — Vols.  I. — IV. 
Literary  Essays. — V.  Political  Essays. 
— VI.  Literary  and  Political  Addresses. 
VII. — X.  Poetical  Works. 

Political  Essays.    Ext.  cr.  Svo.    ^s.  td. 

Latest  Literary  Essays.    Cr.  Svo.    ds. 

LUBBOCK  (Rt.  Hon.  Sir  John,  Bart.).— Sci- 
entific Lectures.  Illustrated.  2nd  Edit, 
revised.     Svo.     Zs.  dd. 

Political  and  Educational  Ad- 
dresses.    Svo.     Zs.  dd. 

Fifty  Years  of  Science:    Address  to 

the  British  Association,  iSSi.  5th  Edit. 
Cr.  Svo.     2S.  dd. 

The  Pleasures  of  Life.  New  Edit.  60th 

Thousand.  Gl.Svo.  Part  I.  is.dd.;  s^a.  is.- 
Library  Edition,  y.  dd. — Part  II.  \s.  dd.  ; 
sewed,  is. — Library  Edition,  ^s.dd. — Com- 
plete in  I  vol.     2S.  dd. 

The  Beauties  OF  Nature.  Cr.  Svo.  f>t 

Without  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo.  Ts.dd.  ; 

sewed,  is. 

LYTPELTON  (E.).— Mothers  and  Sons. 
Cr.  Svo.      •^J.  dri. 

MACAULAY.— Essay  on  Warren  Rasp- 
ings.  Ed.  by  K.  Deighton.   Gl.Svo.  zs.dd. 

Essay  ox  Lord  Clive.    By  the  same.    2s. 

MACMILLAN  (Rev.  Hugh).— Roman  M.- 
SAics  ,  or.  Studies  in  Rome  and  its  Neigh- 
bourhood.    Globe  Svo.     ds. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).-  The  Principles 
OF  THE  Art  of  Conversation.  Cr.Svo.  4J.60'. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.).— The  Friendship  of 
Books  :  and  other  Lectures.  Cr.  Svo.  31.  6d, 

MORLEY  (John).— Works.  Collected  Edit. 
In  II  vols.  Globe  Svo.  5 j.  each. — VoLTAlRE. 
I  vol. — Rousseau.  2  vols. — Diderot  and 
the  Encylop-i-:dists.  2  vols. — On  Com- 
promise. I  vol.— Miscellanies.  3  vols. — 
BuKKE.  I  vol. — Studies  in  Literature. 
I  vol. 

MYERS(F.W.H.).— Essays.  2  vols.  Cr.  Bvo. 
4s.dd.  each.  — I.  Cla.ssical;  II.  Modern. 

SCIKNCI;  and  A  FuTUKK  I.IKF..   Gl.Svo.   ss. 

NADAL  (E.  S.).  — Essays  at  Home  and 
Elsewhere.     Cr.  Svo.     ds. 
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LITERATURE. 

Collected  Works;  Essays:  Lectures; 
Letters     Miscellaneous  Worlss—conid. 

OLI  PHANT(T.L.  Kington).— TheDuke  AND 

THE  Scholar  :  and  other  Essays.  3vo.  ys.tJ. 
OWENS    COLLEGE    ESSAYS   AND   AD- 

DliESSES.      By  Professors  and  Lecturers 

of  the  College.     8vo.     14s. 
PATER  (W.).— The  Renaissance;  Studies 

in  Art  and  Poetry.    4th  Ed.    Cr.  8vo.    ios.6d. 

Imaginary  Portraits.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

Appreciations.      With    an    Essay    on 

"  St>-le."     2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Bvo.     Ss.  (>d. 

Marius  the  Epicurean.     2  vols.     Cr. 

8vo.     IIS. 

Plato  AND  Platonism.  Ex.cr.8vo.  8j.6rf. 

PICTON(J.  A.).— TheMysteryof  Matter 
and  other  Essays.     Cr.  8vo.     ds. 

POLLOCK  (Sir  F.,  Bart.).— Oxford  Lec 
tures  :  and  other  Discourses.     8vo.     gi. 

POOLE  (M.   E.).— Pictures    of    Cottagb 

Life  in  the  West  of  England.    2nd  Ed 

Cr.  3vo.     -^s.  M. 
POTTER  (Louisa).— Lancashire  Memories 

Cr.  3vo.     6s. 
PRICKARD  (A.  O.).— Aristotle   on   thp 

.^rt  of  Poetry.     Cr.  8vo.     3.?.  6d. 

RUMFORD.— Complete  Works  of  Count 
RuMFORD.  Memoir  by  G.  Ellis.  Por 
trait.     5  vols.     8vo.     4/.  I4.f.  6d. 

SCAIFE(W.  B.).— Florentine  Life  during 
the  Renaissance.     8vo.     6^.  net. 

SCIENCE  LECTURES  AT  SOUTH  KEN 

SINGTON.  Illustr.  2  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  6i.each. 

SMALLEY  (George  W.).— London  Letters 

AND  some  others.      2  vols.      8v0.      32^. 

SMITH  (G.). — Greek  Tragedy.   2  vols.  io.r. 

STEPHEN  (Sir   James   F.,    Bart.).— Horae 

Sabbaticae.     Three  Series.      Gl.  8vo.      5*. 

each. 
THRING  (Edw.ard).- Thoughts    on     Lifb 

Science.     2nd  Edit.     Cr.  8vo.     7^.  6d. 
WARD  (W.i.— Witnesses  to  the  Unseen. 

8vi.     los.  6d. 
WESTCOTT (Bishop).  (.S^e  Theology,  p.  39.) 

WILSON  (Dr.  George).— Religio  Chemicj 
Cr.  8vo.     8j.  6d. 

The  Five  Gateways  of  KNOvifLEDGE 

gth  Edit.     Ext.  fop.  8vo.     2j.  6d. 

WHITTIER  (John  Greenleaf).  The  Com 
plete  Works.  7  vols.  Cr.  8vo.  6^.  each.— 
Vol.  I.  Narrative  and  Legendary  Poems 
—II.  Poems  of  Nature;  Poems  Subjec- 
tive and  Reminiscent;  Religious  Poems. 
— III.  Anti-Slavery  Poems  ;  Songs  or 
Labour  and  Reform.— IV.  Personal 
Poems;  Occasional  Poems  ;  The  Tent  on 
the  Beach  ;  with  the  Poems  of  Elizabeth 
H.  Whittier,  and  m\  Appendix  containing 
Early  and  Uncollected  Verses.— V.  Mar 
caret  Smith's  Journal;  Tales  ant 
Sketches.— VI.  Old  Portraits  and  Mo- 
dern Sketches  ;  Personal  Sketches  and 
Tributes  ;  Historical  Papers. — VII.  Thb 
Conflict  with  Slavery,  Politics,  anz. 
RtFORM  ;  The  Inner  Life,  Criticism. 


VONGE  (Charlotte  U.).— Uniform  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.     3^.  6d.  each. 
The  Heir  of  Redclvffe. 
Heartsease. 
Hopes  and  Fears. 
DvNEVOR  Terrace. 
The  Daisy  Chain. 

The  Trial  :  More  Links  of  the  Daisy  Chain. 
JPiLLARS  OF  the  House.     Vol.  I. 
Pillars  of  the  House.    Vol.  II. 
The  Young  Stepmother. 
Clever  Woman  of  the  Family. 
The  Three  Brides. 
My  Young  Alcides. 
The  Caged  Lion. 
The  Dove  in  the  Eagle's  Nest. 
The  Chaplet  of  Pearls. 
Lady  Hester,  and  The  Danvers  Papers 
Magnum  Bonum. 
Love  and  Life. 
Unknown  to  History. 
Stray  Pearls. 
The  Armourer's  Prentices. 
The  Two  Sides  of  the  Shield. 
Nuttie's  Father. 
Scenes  and  Characters. 
Chantry  House. 
A  Modern  Telemachus. 
Bye  Words. 

Beechcroft  at  Rockstone. 
More  Bywords. 
A  Reputed  Changeling. 
The  LittleDuke,Richard  the  Fearless. 
The  Lances  of  Lynwood. 
The  Prince  and  the  Page. 
P's  AND  Q  s  :  Little  Lucy's  Wonderfol 

Globe. 
The  Two  Penniless  Princesses. 
That  Stick. 
An  Old  Woman's  Outlook. 

LOGIC.    {See  under  Philosophy,  p.  28.) 

MAGA2INES.    (See  Periodicals,  p.  27). 

MAGNETISM.     {.See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 

MATHEMATICS,  History  of. 

BALL  (W.  W.  R.).— A  Short  Account  of 
the  History  of  Mathematics.  2nd  Ed. 
Cr.  8v  1      \os.  net. 

Mathematical     Recreations     and 

Problems.     Cr.  3vo.     7^.  net. 

An    Essay    on    Newton's    Principia. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s.  net. 

MEDICINE. 

{See  also  Domestic  Economy  ;  Nursing  ; 

Hygiene  ;  Physiology.) 

ACLAND  (Sir  H.  W.).— The  Army  Medical 

School  :  Address  at  Netley  Hospital,     is. 
ALLBUTT  (Dr.  T.  Clifford).— On  the  UsK 

of  the  Ophthalmoscope.     8vo.     15.5. 
ANDERSON  (Dr.  McCall).— Lectures  on 

Clinical  Medicine.    Illustr.    8vo.    zos.td. 
BALLANCE(C.A.)andEDMUNDS(Dr.W.). 

Ligation  IN  Continuity.  Illustr.  Roy.Svo. 

30J.  net. 
BARWELL     (Richard,      F.R.C.S.).  —  Thb 

Causes    and    Treatment    of    Lateral 

Curvature  of  the  Spine.     Cr.  Svo.     ss. 

On     Aneurism,     especially    of    thb 

Thorax  and  Root  of  the  Neck.    y.  6d. 
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BASTIAN  (H.  Charlton).— On  Paralysis 
FROM  Brain  Disease  in  its  Common 
Forms.     Cr.  3vo.     lar.  td. 

BICKERTON  (T.  H.).— On  Colour  Blind- 
ness.    Cr.  8vo. 

BRAIN:  A  Journal  OF  Neurology.  Edited 
for  the  Neurological  Society  of  London,  by 
A.  De  Watteville,  Quarteily.  8vo.  ^s.bu 
(Part  I.  in  Jan.  1S78.)  Vols.  I.  to  XII.  8vo, 
iSf.  each.  [Cloth  covers  for  binding,  if .  each. 

BRUNTON  (Dr.  T.  Lauder).  — A  Text 
Book  of  Pharmacology,  Therapeutics 
AND  Materia  Medica.  3rd  Edit.  Med 
8vo.  2IJ. — Or  in  2  vols.  22j.  td. — Supple 
MENT,  \s, 

Disorders  of  Digestion  :  their  Con 

SEQUENCES  AND  TREATMENT.     SvO.    lOf.  td. 

Pharmacology  AND  Therapeutics  ;  or 

Medicine  Past  and  Present.     Cr.  8vo.     ts. 

Tables  of  Materia  Medica  :  A  Com 

panion  to  the  Materia  Medica  Museum 
8vo.     5J. 

An  Introduction  to  Modern  Thera 

peutics.  Croonian  Lectures  on  the  Rela 
tionship  between  Chemical  Structure  and 
Physiological  Action.     Svo.     3^  td  net. 

BUCKNILL(Dr.).— The  Care  of  the  In- 
sane.    Cr.  8va.     3i.  td. 

CARTER  (R.  Brudenell,  F.C.S.).— A  Prac- 
tical Treatise  on  Diseases  of  the  Eye. 
Svo.     i6j. 

Eyesight,  Good  and  Bad.   Cr.  Svo.  6j. 

Modern  Operations  for  Cataract. 

Svo.     6i. 

CHRISTIE  (J.).— Cholera  Epidemics  in 
East  Africa.     Svo.     is^. 

COWELL  (George). — Lectures  on  Cata- 
ract :  Its  Causes,  Varieties,  and  Treat- 
ment.    Cr.  Svo.     4J.  td. 

ECCLES  (A.  S.).— Sciatica.     Svo.     ■>-,$.  f^d. 

FLOcKIGER  (F.  A.)  and  HANBURY  (D.). 
— Pharmacogkaphia.  a  Historji;  of  the 
Principal  Drugs  of  Vegetable  Origin  met 
with  in  Great  Britain  and  Indiu.     Svo.     21J. 

FOTHERGILL  (Dr.  J.  Milner).— The  Prac- 
titioner's H.\NDBOoic  OF  Treatment  ; 
or,  The  Principles  of  Therapeutics.  Svo.   iti. 

The    Antagonism     of     Therapeutic 

Agents,  AND  WHAT  it  Teaches.  Cr.  Svo.  ts. 

Food  for  the  Invalid,  the  Convales- 
cent, THE  Dyspeptic,  and  the  Gouty. 
2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     3J.  6d. 

FOX  (Dr.  Wilson).  —  On  the  Artificial 
Production  of  Tubercle  in  the  Lower 
Animals.     With  Plates.     4to.     ^s.  6d. 

On  the  Treatment  of  Hyperpyrexia, 

AS  Illustrated  in  Acute  Articular 
Rheumatism  by  means  of  the  External 
Application  of  Cold.     Svo.     2s.  6d. 

GRIFFITHS  (W.  H.).— Lessons  on  Pre- 
scriptions AND  the  Art  of  Prescribing. 
New  Edition.     Pott  Svo.     -^s.  6d. 

HAMILTON  (Prof.  D.  J.).— On  the  Patho- 
logy OF  Bronchitis,  Catarrhal  Pneu- 
monia, Tubercle,  and  Allied  Lesions  of 
the  Human  Lung.     Svo.     Ss.6d. 

A  Text-Book  of  Pathology,  Syste- 
matic AND  Practical.  Illustrated.  Vol. 
I.     Svo.     25s. 


HANBURY  (Daniel).  —  Science  Papers,. 
chiefly  Pharmacological  and  Botani- 
cal.    Med.  Svo.     14^. 

KLEIN  (Dr.  E.).— Micro-Organisms  and 
Disease.  An  Introduction  into  the  Study 
of  Specific  Micro-Organisms.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

The  Bacteria  in  Asiatic   Cholera. 

Cr.  Svo.     s-s- 

LEPROSY  INVESTIGATION  COMMIT- 
TEE, JOURNAL  OF  THE.  Edited  by 
P.  S.  Abraham,  M.A.  Nos.  2 — 4.  2s.  6d. 
each  net. 

LINDSAY  (Dr.  J.  A.).  —  The  Climatic 
Treatment  of  Consumption.  Cr.  Svo.  5*. 

MACLAGAN  (Dr.  T.).— The  Germ  Theory. 
Svo.     loj.  6d. 

MACLEAN  (Surgeon-General  W.  C.).— Dis- 
eases OF  Tropical  Climates.  Cr.  Svo. 
10s.  6d. 

MACNAMARA(C.).— A  Historyof  Asi.atic 
Cholera.     Cr.  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

Asiatic  Cholera,  History  up  to  July 

15,  1892  :  Causes  and  Treatment.     Svo. 
2S.  6d. 

MERCIER  (Dr.  C.).— The  Nervous  System 
and  the  Mind.     Svo.     12s.  6d. 

PIFFARD  (H.  G.).— An  Elementary  Trea- 
tise ON  Diseases  of  the  Skin.    Svo.     i6f. 

PRACTITIONER,  THE:  A  Monthly 
Journal  of  Therapeutics  and  Public 
Health.  Edited  by  T.  Lauder  Brunton, 
F.R.S.,  etc.  ;  Donald  MacAlister,  M.A., 
M.D.,  and  J.  Mitchell  Bruce,  M.D. 
is.6d.  monthly.  Vols.  I.— XLTX.  Half- 
yearly  vols.  loj.  6(/.  each.  [Cloth  covers  for 
binding,  is.  each.] 

REYNOLDS  (J.  R.).— A  System  of  Medi. 
cine.  Edited  by  J.  Russell  Reynolds, 
M.D.,  In  5  vols.  Vols.  I.— III.  and  V. 
Svo.     25.J.  each. — Vol.  IV.     215. 

RICHARDSON  (Di.  B.  W.).— Diseases  of 
Modern  Life.     Cr.  Svo. 

The   Field   of   Disease.      A    Book  of 

Preventive  Medicine.     Svo.     25^. 

SEATON  (Dr.  Edward  C.).— A  Handbook 
of  Vaccination.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     Ss.  6d. 

SEILER  (Dr.  Carl). —  Micro-Photograph* 
IN  Histology,  Normal  and  Pathologi- 
cal.    4to.     ^is.  6d. 

SIBSON  (Dr.  Francis).— Collected  Works 
Edited  by  W.  M.  Ord,  M.D.  Illustrated. 
4  vols.     Svo.     3/.  3J. 

SPENDER  (J.  Kent).— Therapeutic  Means 
FOR  THE  Relief  of  Pain.     Svo.     8.t.  6d. 

SURGERY  (THE  INTERN.ATIONAL 
ENCYCLOP.AEDIA  OF).  A  Systematic 
Treatise  on  the  Theory  and  Practice  of  Sur- 

f  cry  by  Authors  of  various  Nations.     Edited 
y  John   Ashhurst,  juii.,    M.D.     6  vols. 
Roy.  Svo.     31.1.  6d.  each. 
THORNE  (Dr.  Thorne)— Diphtheria.     Cr. 

Svo.     Ss.  td. 
WHITE  (Dr.  W.  Hale).— A  Text-Book  or 
General  Therapeutics.     Cr.  Svo      8x.  6d. 
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MEDICINE  -  continued. 
ZIEGLER  (Ernst).— A  Text-Book  of  Pa- 
thological Anatomy  and  Pathogenesis 
Translated  and  Edited  by  Donald  Mac 
Alister,  M.A.,  M.D.  Illustrated.  8vo.— 
Part  I.  General  Pathological  Anatomy. 
i2s.6d. — Part  II.  Special  Pathological 
Anatomy.  Sections  I.— VIII.  and  IX.— 
XII.     8vo.     I2J.  td.  each. 

METALLURGY. 

(See  also  Chemistry.) 

HIORNS   (Arthur   H.).— A  Text-Book  of 

Elementary  Metallurgy.     01.  8vo.     4*. 

Practical  Metallurgy  and  Assaying. 

Illustrated.     2nd  Edit.     Globe  8vo.     6s. 

Iron  and  Steel  Manufacture.  Illus- 
trated.    Globe  8vo.     3j.  6d. 

Mixed  Metals  or  Metallic  Alloys 

Globe  Svo.     6s. 

• Metal    Colouring     and     Bronzing. 

Globe  Svo.     5J. 

PHILLIPS  (J.  A.).— A  Treatise  on  Ori 
Deposits.     Illustrated.     Med.  8vo.     25J. 

METAPHYSICS. 

(See  under  Philosophy,  p.  27.) 

MILITARY  ART  AND  HISTORY. 

ACLAND  (Sir  H.  W.).    (See  Medicine.) 

AITKEN  (Sir  W.).— The  Growth  of  thb 
Recruit andYoungSoldier.  Cr.8vo.  Ss.6d 

CUNYNGHAME  (Gen.  Sir  A.  T.).— Mv 
Command  in  South  Africa,  1874 — 78. 
Svo.     1 2 J.  6d. 

DILKE  (Sir  C)  and  WILKINSON  (S.).—lM. 

PERIAL  Defence.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 
HOZIER  (Lieut.-Col.  H.  M.).— The  Seven 

Weeks'  War.     3rd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

The   Invasions  of  England.     2  vols. 

Svo.     zSs. 

MARTEL  (Chas.).— Military  Italy.  With 
Map.     Svo.     I2S.  6d. 

MAURICE  (Lt.-Col.).— War.     Svo.     5s.  net. 

The  National  Defences.     Cr.  Svo. 

MERCUR  (Prof.  J.).— Elements  ok  the 
Art  of  War.     Svo.     17.1. 

SCRATCHLEY  —  KINLOCH    COOKE.  — 

Australian  Defences  and  New  Guinea. 
Compiled  from  the  Papers  of  the  late  Major- 
General  Sir  Peter  Scratchlev,  R.E.,  by 
C.  Kin  loch  Cooke.     Svo.     14^. 

THROUGH  THE  RANKS  TO  A  COM- 
MISSION.   New  Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

WILKINSON  (S.).  —  The  Brain  of  an 
Army.  A  Popular  Account  of  the  German 
General  Staff.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

WINGATE  (Major  F.  R.).— Mahdiism  and 
THE  Egyptian  Sudan.  An  Account  of  the 
Rise  and  Progress  of  Mahdiism,  and  of  Sub- 
sequent Events  in  the  Sudan  to  the  Present 
Time.     With  17  Maps.     Svo.     30s.  net. 

WOLSELEY  (General  Viscount),— The  Sol- 
dier's PoCKET-BoOK  FOR  FlELD  SERVICE. 
5th  Edit.     i6mo,  roan.     5^. 

Field Pocket-Book forthe  Auxiliary 

Forces.     i6mo.     is.  6d. 


MINERALOGY.    (See  Geology.) 

MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS. 
(See  under  Literature,  p.  20.) 

MUSIC. 

CHAPPELL(W.).-Old  English  Popular 
Music.     2  vols.     410.     42s.  net. 

FAY  (Amy). — Music-Study  in  Germany 
Preface  by  Sir  Geo.  Grove.    Cr.  Svo.    4s.  6d 

GROVE  (Sir  George). — A  Dictionary  of 
Music  and  Musicians,  a.d.  1450 — 1889. 
Edited  by  Sir  George  Grove,  D.C.L.  In 
4  vols.  Svo.  21s.  each.  With  Illustrations  in 
Music  Type  and  Woodcut. — Also  published 
in  Parts.  Parts  I.— XIV.,  XIX.— XXll 
3S.6d.  each;  XV.  XVI.  7s.  ;  XVII.  XVIII. 
7S.  ;  XXIII.— XXV.,  Appendix.  Edited  by 
J.  A.  Fuller  Maitland,  M.A.  gs.  [Cloth 
cases  for  binding  the  volumes,  is.  each.] 

A  Complete  Index  to  the  Above.    By 

Mrs.  E.  Wodehouse.     Svo.     7s.  6d. 

HULLAH  (John). — Music  in  the  House. 
4th  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     2S.  6d. 

TAYLOR  (Franklin).— A  Primer  of  Piano- 
forte Playing.     Pott  Svo.     is. 

TAYLOR  (Sedley). — Sound  and  Music.  2nd 
Edit.     Ext.  cr.  Svo.     8^.  6d. 

A  System  of  Sight-Singing  from  the 

Established   Musical   Notation.      Svo. 
%s.  net. 

Record  OF  the  Cambridge  Centenary 

of  W.  a.  Mozart.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

NATURAL  HISTORY. 
ATKINSON  (J.  C).    (See  Antiquities,  p.  i.) 
BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.).     (See  Sport,  p.  32.) 

BLANFORD     (W.     T.).  — Geology     and 

Zoology  of  Abyssinia.     Svo.     21s. 

FOWLER  (W.  W.).— Tales  of  the  Birds. 
Illustrated.     Cr.  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

A  Year  with  the  Birds.     Illustrated. 

Cr.  Svo.     3i'.  6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— Madam  How  and 
Lady  Why  ;  or,  First  Lessons  in  Earth-Lore 
for  Children.     Cr.  Svo.     3.J.  6d. 

Glaucus  ;  or,  The  Wonders  of  the  Sea- 
Shore.  With  Coloured  Illustrations.  Cr, 
Svo.  3^.  6d. — Presentation  Edition.  Cr. 
Svo,  extra  cloth.     7s.  6d. 

KLEIN  (E.). — Etiology  and  Pathology 
of  Grouse  Disease.     Svo.     7s.  net. 

WALLACE  (Alfred  Russel).— The  Malay 
Archipelago  :  The  Land  of  the  Orang 
Utang  and  the  Bird  of  Paradise.  Maps  and 
Illustrations.  Ext.  cr.  Svo.  &r.  (See  also 
Biology.) 

WATERTON  (Charles).— Wanderings  in 
South  America,  the  North-West  of 
THE  United  States,  and  the  .Antilles. 
Edited  by  Rev.  J.  G.  Wood.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. — People's  Edition.     4to.     6d. 

WHITE  (Gilbert).— Natural  History  and 
Antiquities  of  Selborne.  Ed.  by  Frank 
Buckland.  With  a  Chapter  on  Antiquities 
by  the  Earl  of  Selborne.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 


NAVAL   SCIENCE— PHILOSOPHY. 
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NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY.    (See  Physics.) 

NAVAL  SCIENCE. 

KELVIN  (Lord). — Popular  Lectures  and 
Addresses.— Vol.  lU.  Navigation.  Cr. 
8vo.     7^.  6d. 

ROBINSON  (Rev.  J.  L.).— Marine  Survey- 
ing, An  Elementary  Treatise  on.  Foi 
Younger  Naval  Officers.  Illustrated.  Cr. 
8vo.     js.  6d 

SHORTLAND  (Admiral).— Nautical  Sur- 
veying.    Svo.     21s. 

NOVELS.    (See  Prose  Fiction,  p.  18.) 

NURSING. 
(See  under  Domestic  Economy,  p.  8.) 

OPTICS  (or  LIGHT).    (See  Physics,  p.  29  ) 

PAINTING.     (See  Art,  p.  2.) 

PATHOLOGY.    (See  Medicine,  p.  24.) 

PERIODICALS. 

AMERICAN  JOURNALOF  PHILOLOGY, 
THE.     (See  Philology.) 

BRAIN.     (.9£e  Medicine.) 

CANTERBURY  DIOCESAN  GAZETTE. 
Monthlv-     Svo.     id. 

ECONOMIC  JOURNAL,  THE.  (See  Po- 
litical Economy.) 

ECONOMICS,  THE  QUARTERLY  JOUR- 
NAL OF.    (See  Political  Economy.) 

NATURAL  SCIENCE:  A  Monthly  Re- 
view op  Scientific  Progress.  Svo.  i.r.  net. 
No.  I       March  1892. 

NATURE :  A  Weekly  Illustrated  Jour- 
nal OF  Science.  Published  every-  Thursday. 
Price  td.  Monthly  Parts,  2^.  and  is.  i>d.  ; 
Current  Half-yearly  vols.,  15^.  each.  Vols. 
I. — XLVII.  [Cases  for  binding  vols.  xs.  td. 
each.] 

HELLENIC  STUDIES,  THE  JOURNAL 
OF.  Published  Half- Yearly  from  1880.  8vo. 
3o,r.  ;  or  each  Part,  153-.  Vol.  XIII.  Part  I. 
15.?.  net. 

The  Journal  will  be  sold  at  a  reduced  price 
to  Libraries  wishing  to  subscribe,  but  official 
application  must  in  each  case  be  made  to  the 
Council.  Information  on  this  point,  and  upon 
the  conditions  of  Membership, may  be  obtained 
on  application  to  the  Hon.  Sec,  Mr.  George 
Macmillan,2g,Bedford  Street, Covent  Garden. 

LEPROSY  INVESTIGATION  COMMIT- 
TEE, JOURNAL  OF.     (See  Medicine.) 

MACMILLAN'S  MAGAZINE.  Published 
Monthly.  li.- Vols.  I.-LXVII.  7.?.  6<2'.  each. 
[Cloth  covers  for  binding,  \s.  each.] 

PHILOLOGY,  THE  JOURNAL  OF.  (See 
Philology.) 

PHYSICAL  REVIEW,  THE:  A  Journal 
OF  Experimental  and  Theoretical 
Phtsics      is.  td.  net. 

PRACTITIONER,  THE.    (i^e^  Medicine.) 

RECORD  OF  TECHNICAL  AND  SE- 
CONDARY EDUCATION.  (See  Edu- 
cation, p.  8.) 


PHILOLOGY. 

AMERICAN  JOURNALOFPHILOLOGY, 
THE.  Edited  by  Prof.  Basil  L.  Gilder- 
sleeve.     4^.  dd.  each  No.  (quarterly). 

CORNELL  UNIVERSITY  STUDIES  IN 
CLASSICAL  PHILOLOGY.  Edited  by 
I.  Flagg,  W.  G.  Hale,  and  B.  I.  Wheeler. 
I.  The  C  i/i?/-CoNSTRUCTiONS  :  their  His- 
tory and  Functions.  Part  I.  Critical.  \s.  %d. 
net.  Part  II.  Constructive.  By  W.  G. 
Hale.  3^.  i,d.  net. — II.  Analogy  and  the 
Scope  of  its  Application  in  Language. 
By  B.  I.  Wheeler,     is.-^d.  net. 

GILES  (P.).— -A.  Short  Manual  of  Philo- 
logy for  Classical  Students.     Cr.  Svo. 

JOURNAL  OF  SACRED  AND  CLASSI- 
CAL PHILOLOGY.  4  vols.  Svo.  i25.6rf.each. 

JOURNAL  OF  PHILOLOGY.  New  Series. 
Edited  by  W.  A.  Wright,  M.A.,  I.  By- 
water,  M.A.,  and  H.  Jackson,  M.A. 
4f.  td.  each  No.  (half-yearly). 

KELLNER  (Dr.  L.).  -  Historical  Out- 
lines in  English  Syntax.    Globe  Svo.    ts. 

MORRIS  (Rev.   Richard,   LL.D.).— Primer 

OF  English  Grammar.     Pott  Svo.     i.r. 

Elementary  Lessons   in   Historical 

English  Grammar.     Pott  Svo.     is.  6d. 

Historical  Outlines  of  English  Ac- 
cidence.    Extra  fcp.  Svo.     ds. 

MORRIS  (R.)  and  BOWEN  (H.  C.).— Eng- 
lish Grammar  Exercises.     Pott  Svo.    i.f. 

OLIPHANT  (T.  L.  Kington).  —  The  Old 
AND  Middle  English.     Globe  Svo.     gs. 

The  New  English.    2  vols.   Cr.  Svo.  21s. 

PEILE  (John).  —  A  Primer  of  Philology. 

Pott  Svo.     IS. 
PELLISSIER   (E.).— French    Roots    and 

their  Families.     Globe  Svo.     (>s. 
TAYLOR    (Isaac).^WoRDS    and     Places. 

9th  Edit.     Maps.     Globe  Svo.     bs. 

Etruscan  Researches.    Svo.     14.^. 

Greeks   and   Goths  :    A  Study  of  the 

Runes.     Svo.     qs. 

WETHERELL  (J.).— Exercises  on  Mor- 
ris's  Primer  of  English  Grammar. 
iSmo.     is. 

YONGE  (C.  M.). — History  of  Christian 
Names.   New  Edit.,  revised.  Cr.  Svo.   js.dd. 

PHILOSOPHY. 

Ethics  and  Meia/'hysics — Logic — Psvchoiogy, 

Ethics  and  Metaphysics. 

BIRKS (Thomas  Rawson). — First  Principles 
of  Moral  Science.     Cr.  Svo.     S.r.  (>d. 

Modern  Utilitarianism  ;  or.  The  Sys- 
tems of  Paley,  Hentham,  and  Mill  Examined 
and  Compared.     Cr.  Svo.     6s.  6d. 

Modern  Physical  Fatalism,  and  thb 

Doctrine  of  Evolution.  Including  an 
Examination  of  Mr.  Herbert  Spencer's 
"First  Principles."     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

CALDERWOOD  (Prof.  H.).— A  Handbook 
of  Moral  Philosophy.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

FISKE  (John).— Outlines  of  Cosmic  Philo- 
sophy, based  on  the  Doctrine  of  Evolu- 
tion.    2  vols.     Svo.     ajr. 
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PHILOSOPHY. 


PHILOSOPHY. 

Ethics  and  Meta^vhysics— continued. 

FOWLER  (Rev.  Thomas).  —  Progressive 
Morality:  An  Essay  in  Ethics.  Cr.  8vo.  5s. 

HARPER  (Father  Thomas).— The  Meta- 
physics OF  THE  School.  In  5  vols.— Vols.  I. 
and  II.  8vo.   i8j.  each.— Vol.  III.  Part  I.  12s. 

HILL  (D.  J.). — Genetic  Philosophy.  Cr. 
8vo.     7^.  net. 

HUXLEY  (Prof.  T.   H.).— Evolution   and 

Ethics.     8vo.     2s.  net. 
KANT. — Kant's  Critical  Philosophy  for 

English    Readers.     By  J.  P.   Mahaffv, 

D.D.,  and  J.   H.   Bernard,  B.D.     2   vols. 

Cr.    8vo. — Vol.    I.    The   Kritik    of   Pure 

Reason  Explained  and  Defended.    js.Cd. 

—Vol.  II.  The  Prolegomena.    Translated, 

with  Notes  and  Appendices.     6s. 

Kritik  of  Judgment.     Translated  by 

J.  H.  Bernard.  D.D.     8vo.     io.f.  net. 

KANT— MAX  MULLER.  —  Critique  of 
Pure  Reason  by  Immanuel  Kant.  Trans- 
lated by  F.  Max  Muller.  With  Intro- 
duction by  LuDvviG  Noire.  2  vols.  8vo. 
16^.  each  (sold  separately). — Vol.  I.  His 
TORiCAL  Introduction,  by  Ludwig  Noir4, 
etc. — Vol.  II.  Critique  of  Pure  Reason. 

KNIGHT  (W.  A.).— Aspects  of  Theism. 
8vo.     Ss.  (yd. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.).— Moral  and  Meta- 
physical Philosophy.     2  vols.     8vo.     its. 

McCOSH  (Rev.  Dr.  James).— The  Method 
OF  THE  Divine  Government,  Physical 
AND  Moral.     8vo.     loj.  td. 

The   Supernatural  in  Relation   to 

THE  Natural.     Cr.  8vo.     7^.  6rf. 

Intuitions  OF  THE  Mind.    8vo.    xos.td. 

An  Examination  of  Mr.  J.  S.  Mill's 

Philosophy.     8vo.     xos.  6d. 

Christianity  and  Positivism.  Lec- 
tures on  Natural  Theology  and  Apologetics. 
Cr.  8vo.     7.f.  (,d. 

The  Scottish  Philosophy  from  Hut- 

cheson  to  Hamilton,  Biographical,  Ex- 
pository, Critical.     Roy.  8vo.     i6j. 

Realistic  Philosophy  Defended  in  a 

Philosophic  Series.  2  vols.— Vol.  I.  Ex- 
pository. Vol.  II.  Historical  AND  Criti- 
cal.    Cr.  3vo.     14.?. 

First     and     Fundamental    Truths. 

Being  a  Treatise  on  Metaphysics.     8vo.     qs. 

• The  Prevailing  Types  of  Philosophy  : 

Can  they  Logically  reach  Reality? 
Svo.     3^.  6d. 

Our  Moral  Nature.    Cr.  Svo.     2s.  td. 

MASSON  (Prof.  David).— Recent   British 

Philosophy.     3rd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
SIDGWICK  (Prof.  Henry).— The  Methods 

of  Ethics.     5th  Edit.,  revised.     Svo.     ^^s. 
• ASupplemeni  to  the  Second  Edition. 

Containing  all  the  important  Additions  and 

Alterations  in  the  Fourth  Edition.     Svo.     6s. 

Outlines  of  the  History  of  Ethics 

FOR  English  Readers.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

THORNTON  (W.  T.).  —  Old-Fashioned 
Ethics  and  Common-Sense  Metaphysics. 
Svo.     loi.  6d. 

WILLIAMS  (C.  M.)  —A  Review  of  the  Sys- 
tems of  Ethics  founded  on  the  Theory 
of  Evolution.     Cr.  Svo.     12.S.  net. 


WINDELBAND  (W.).— History  of  Philo- 
sophy.    Translated  by  J.  H.  Tufts.     Svo. 

21,9.  net. 

Logic. 

BOOLE  (George).  —  The  Mathematical 
Analysis  of  Logic.     Svo.  sewed.     $s. 

CARROLL  (Lewis).— The  Game  of  Logic 
Cr.  Svo.     3^.  net. 

JEVONS(W.  Stanley).— A  Primer  of  Logic. 
Pott  Svo.     i.r. 

Elementary  Lessons  in  Logic,  De- 
ductive and  Inductive.    Pott  Svo.    3^.  6d. 

Studies    in    Deductive    Logic.      2nd 

Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

The  Principles  OF  Science  :  Treatise  on 

Logic  and  Scientific  Method.  Cr.Svo.  T2S.6d. 

Pure  Logic  :   and  other  Minor  Works. 

Edited  by  R.  Adamson,  M.A.,  and  Har- 
riet A.  Jevons.     Svo.     loj.  6d. 

fCEYNES  (J.  N.).— Studies  and  Exercises 
IN  Formal  Logic.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.Svo.  10s.  6d. 

McCOSH  (Rev.  Dr.).— The  Laws  of  Dis- 
cursive Thought.  A  Text-Book  of  Formal 
Logic.     Cr.  Svo.     55. 

RAY  (Prof.  P.  K.).— A  Text-Book  of  De- 
ductive Logic.   4th  Edit.  Globe  Svo.  i^.6d. 

VENN  (Rev.  John).— The  Logic  of  Chance. 
2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

Symbolic  Logic.     Cr.  Svo.     loj.  6d. 

The  Principles  of  Empirical  or  In- 
ductive Logic.     Svo.     i8.y. 

Psychology. 

BALDWIN  (Prof.  J.  M.).  — Handbook  of 
Psychology:  Senses  and  Intellect.  Svo.  i2j.6(^. 

Feeling  and  Will.     Svo.     12^.  6d. 

Elementsof Psychology.  Cr.Svo.  7s.6d. 

CALDERWOOD  (Prof.  H.).  —  The  Rela- 
tions of  Mind  and  Brain.  3rd  Ed.  Svo.  3s. 

CLIFFORD  (W.  K.).— Seeing  and  Think- 
ing.    Cr.  Svo.     $s.  6d. 

h5fFDING  (Prof.  H.).— Outlines  of  Psy- 
chology. Translated  by  M.  E.  Lowndes. 
Cr.  Svo.     6.J. 

JAMES  (Prof.  William).— The  Principles  op 
Psychology.    2  vols.     Demy  Svo.    25J.  net. 

Text-Book  of  Psychology.     Cr.  Svo. 

ys.  net. 

JARDINE  (Rev.  Robert).— The  Elements 
of  the  Psychology  of  Cognition.  3rd 
Edit.     Cr.  8vo.     6^.  6d. 

McCOSH  (Rev.  Dr.).— Psychology.  Cr.  Svo. 
I.  The  Cognitive  Powers.  6s.  6d. — II. 
The  Motive  Powers.     6s.  6a. 

The  Emotions.     Svo.     gs. 

MAUDSLEY(Dr.  Henry).— The  Physk.j.ogy 
OF  Mind.     Cr.  Svo.     los.  6d. 

The  Pathology  of  Mind.     Svo.     i8f. 

Body  and  Mind.     Cr.  Svo.     6s.  6d. 

MURPHY  0.  J.).— Habit  and  Intelli- 
gence.    2nd  Edit.     Illustrated.     Svo.     i6s. 

PHOTOGRAPHY. 

MELDOLA  (Prof  R.).— The  Chemistry  op- 
Photography.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 


PHYSICS. 
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PHYSICS  OR  NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY. 

General — Electricity  and  Magnetism — 
Heat,  Light,  and  Sound. 

General. 

ANDREWS  (Dr.  Thomas) :  The  Scientific 
Papers  of  the  late.  With  a  Memoir  by 
Profs.  Tait  and  Crum  Brown.     8vo.     iZs. 

BARKER  (G.  F.).  — Physics  :  Advanced 
Course.     8vo.     zis. 

DANIELL  (A.).— A  TextBook  of  the 
Principles  of  Physics.  Illustrated.  2nd 
Edit.     Med.  8vo.     21J. 

EVERETT  (Prof.  J.  D.).— The  C.  G.  S.  Sys- 
tem of  Units,  with  Tables  of  Physical 
Constants.     New  Edit.     Globe  8vo.     5^. 

FESSENDEN  (C.).— Elements  of  Physics. 
Fcp.  8vo.     2,5. 

FISHER  (Rev.  Osmond). — Physics  of  the 
Earth's  Crust.     2nd  Edit.     8vo.     12.J. 

GORDON  (H.)— Practical  Science.  Part 
I.     Pott  8vo.     li-. 

GUILLEMIN  (Am^d^e).— The  Forces  of 
Nature.  A  Popular  Introduction  to  the 
Study  of  Physical  Phenomena.  455  Wood- 
cuts.    Roy.  8vo.     21s. 

KELVIN  (Lord). — Popular  Lectures  and 
Addresses. — Vol.  I.  Constitution  of 
Matter.     Cr.  8vo.     js.  6d. 

KEMPE  (A.  B.). — How  to  DRAW  A  Straight 
Line.     Cr.  8vo.     is.  dd. 

LOEWY  (B.).— Questions  and  Examples 
IN  Experimental  Physics,  Sound,  Light, 
Heat,  Electricity,  and  Magnetism. 
Fcp.  8vo.     2s. 

A  Graduated   Course   of   Natural 

Science.  Parti.  Gl.Svo.  2^.— Partll.  zs.td. 

MOLLOY  (Rev.  G.).— Gleanings  in  Sci- 
ence :  A  Series  of  Popular  Lectures  on 
Scientific  Subjects.     8vo.     7*.  6d. 

PHYSICAL  REVIF:W.  Bi-Monthly.  8vo. 
2s.  6d.  net. 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour). —A  Primer  op 
Physics.     Illustrated.     Pott  8vo.     i.j. 

Lessons  IN  Elementary  Physics.  Illus- 
trated.    Fcp.  3vo.     4.?.  fid. 

Questions.      By   T.    H.    Core.       Pott 

8vo.      2f. 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour)  and  GEE  (W.  W. 
Haldane). — Lessons  in  Elementary  Prac- 
tical Physics.  Illustrated. — General  Phy- 
sical Peocesses.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

TAIT  (Prof.  P.  G.).— Lectures  on  somb 
Recent  Advances  in  Physical  Science. 
3rd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     qs. 

Electricity  and  Magnetism. 
CUMMING  (Linnaeus).— An  Introduction 

to  Electricity.     Cr.  Svo.     Zs.  6d. 
DAY(R.  E.).— Electric  Light  Arithmetic. 

Pott   Svo.        2S. 

GRAY  (Prof.  Andrew).— The  Theory  and 
Practice  of  Absolute  Measurement.s 
IN  Electricity  and  Magnf.tism.  2  vols. 
Cr.  8vo.  Vol.1.  i2i.  6^/.— Vol.  II.  2parts.  255. 

Absolute  Measurements  in  Elec- 
tricity and  Magnetism.    Fcp.  Svo.  5s.  6d. 


GUILLEMIN  (A.).— Electricity  AND  Mag- 
netlsm.  a  Popular  Treatise.  Translated 
and  Edited  by  Prof.  Silvanus  P.  Thomp- 
son.    Super  Roy.  Svo.     31J.  6d. 

HEAVISIDE  (O.)  — Electrical  Papers. 
2  vols.     Svo.     3ojr.  net. 

JACKSON  (D.  C.).— Text-Book  on  Elec- 
tro-Magnetism      Vol.    I.     Cr.   Svo.     gs, 

net. 

KELVIN  (Lord).  —  Papers  on  Electro- 
statics AND  Magnetism.     Svo.     i8s. 

LODGE  (Prof.  Oliver).— Modern  Views  of 
Electricity.     lUust.     Cr.  Svo.     6s.  6d. 

MENDENHALL  (T.  C.).— A  Century  of 
Electricity.     Cr.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour)  and  GEE  (W.  W. 
Haldane). — Lessons  in  Elementary  Prac- 
tical Physics.  Cr.  Svo.  Illustrated. — Elec- 
tricity AND  Magnetism.     7^.  6d. 

Practical  Physics  for  Schools.    G1. 

Svo. — Electricity  and  Magnetism.  2s.6d. 

THOMPSON  (Prof.  Silvanus  P.).  —  Ele- 
mentary Lessons  in  Electricity  and 
Magnetism.    Illustrated.    Fcp.  Svo.    4s.  6d. 

TURNER  (H.  H.).— Examples  on  Heat 
AND  Electricity.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Heat,  Light,  and  Sound. 

AIRY  (Sir  G.  B.).— On  Sound  and  Atmo- 
spheric Vibrations.     Cr.  Svo.     gs. 

CARNOT-THURSTON.-Reflections  ON 
the  Motive  Power  of  Heat,  and  on 
Machines  fitted  to  Develop  that 
Power.  From  the  French  of  N.  L.  S.  Car- 
not.  Edited  by  R.  H.  Thurston,  LL.D. 
Cr.  Svo.     -js.  6d. 

JOHNSON  (Amy).— Sunshine.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

JONES  (Prof.  D.  E.).— Heat,  Light,  and 
Sound.     Globe  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Lessons  in  He.\t  and  Light.    Globe 

Svo      v.  6d. 

MAYER  (Prof.  A.  M.).— Sound.  A  Series  of 
Simple  Experiments.   Illustr.  Cr.  Svo.  3i.6rf. 

MAYER  (Prof.  A.  M.)  and  BARNARD  (C.>- 
LiGHT.  A  Series  of  Simple  Experiments. 
Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

PARKINSON  (S.).— A  Treatise  on  Optics. 
4th  Edit.,  revised.     Cr.  Svo.     ios.6d. 

PEABODY(Prof.  C.  H.).— Thermodynamics 
of  the  Steam  Engine  and  other  Heat- 
Engines.     Svo.     21s. 

PERRY  (Prof.  J.).— Steam  :  An  Elementary 
Treati.se.     Pott  Svo.     as.  6d. 

PRESTON  (T.).— The  Theory  of  Light. 
Illustrated.     Svo.     15J.  net. 

The  Theory  of  Heat.     Svo. 

RAYLEIGH  (Lord).— Theory  of  Sound. 
Svo.    Vol.  I.  12^.6^.— Vol.  II.  12s.  6d. 

SHANN  (G.).— .\n  Elementary  Treatise 
on  Heat  in  Relation  to  Steam  and  thk 
Steam-Engine.     Illustr.     Cr.  Svo.     4J.  td. 

SPOTTISWOODE  (W.).— Polarisation  or 
Light.     Illustrated.    Cr.  Svo.     3^.  f>d. 
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STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour)  and  GEE  (W.  W. 
Haldane). — Lessons  in  Elementary  Prac- 
tical Physics.  Cr.  8vo.  Illustrated.— 
Optics,  Heat,  and  Sound. 

Practical  Physics  for  Schools.     GI. 

8vo. — Heat,  Light,  and  Sound. 

STOKES  (Sir  George  G.).— On  Light.  The 
Burnett  Lectures.     Cr.  8vo.     7s.  td. 

STONE  (W.  H.).— Elementary  Lessons  on 
Sound.     Illustrated.     Fcp.  8vo.     3J.  dd. 

TAIT  (Prof.  P.  G.).— Heat.  With  Illustra- 
tions.    Cr.  8vo.     6j. 

TAYLOR  (Sedley).— Sound  and  Music,  and 
Edit.     Ext.  cr.  Bvo.     ?>s.  td. 

TURNER  (H.  H.).     {See  Electricity.) 

WRIGHT  (Lewis).— Light.  A  Course  of 
Experimental  Optics.    Illust.  Cr.  8vo.  7J.  td. 

PHYSIOGRAPHY  and  METEOROLOGY. 

ARATUS.— The  Skies  and  Weather  Fork- 
casts  OF  Aratus.  Translated  by  E.  PoSTE, 
M.A.     Cr.  8vo.     y.  6d. 

BLANFORD(H.  F.).— The  Rudiments  of 
Physical  Geography  for  the  Use  of 
Indian  Schools,     lllustr.     Cr.  8vo.    2s.  6d. 

A  Practical  Guide  to  the  Climates 

AND  Weather  of  India,  Ceylon  and 
Burmah,  and  the  Storms  of  Indian 
Seas.     8vo.     12s  6d. 

FERREL  (Prof.  W.).— A  Popular  Treatise 
on  the  Winds.     2nd  Ed.     Bvo.     17^.  net. 

FISHER  (Rev.  Osmond).— Physics  of  thk 
Earth's  Crust.     2nd  Edit.     8vo.     12s. 

GEIKIE  (Sir  Archibald).— a  Primer  of  Phy- 
sical Geography.     lllustr.     Pott  Bvo.     ir 

Elementary     Lessons     in     Physical 

Geography.    Illustrated.    Fcp.  8vo.    4s.  td. 

Questions  on  the  same.     is.  td. 

HUXLEY   (Prof.    T.    H.).— Physiography. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Bvo.     ts. 

LOCKYER(J.  Norman).— Outlines  of  Phy- 
siography :  the  Movements  of  the 
Earth.     Illustrated.     Cr.  8vo,  swd.     \s.  td. 

MELDOLA  (Prof.  R.)  and  WHITE  (Wm.).- 
Report  on  the  East  Anglian  Earth- 
quake of  April  22ND,  1884.     Bvo.     3^.  td. 

PHYSIOLOGY. 

FEARNLEY(W.).— A  Manual  of  Elemen- 
tary Practical  Histology.  Cr.  Bvo.  TS.td. 

FOSTER  (Prof.  Michael).— A  Text-Book  of 
Physiology.  Illustrated.  6th  Edit.  8vo.~ 
Part  I.  Book  I.  Blood  :  the  Tissues  of 
Movement,  the  Vascular  Mechanism. 
zos.  6^.— Part  II.  Book  II.  The  Tissues  of 
Chemical  Action,  with  their  Respective 
Mechanisms  :  Nutrition.  10s.  6^.— Part 
III  Book  III.  The  Central  Nervous 
System.  7s.  td.—Vuxl  IV.  Book  III.  The 
Senses,  and  some  Special  Musculak 
Mechanisms.— Book  IV.  The  Tissues  and 
Mechanisms  of  Reproduction,  iot.  td. 
—Appendix,  by  A.  S.  Lea.     ys.  td. 

A  Primer  of  Physiology.  Pott  Bvo.  is. 

FOSTER  (Prof.  M.)  and  LANGLEY  (J.  N.). 
—A  Course  of  Elementary  Practical 
Physiology  and  Histology.  Cr.  Bvo.  7^.  td. 


GAMGEE  (Arthur).— A  Text-Book  of  thb 
Physiological  Chemi.strv  of  the  Animal 
Body.    Vol.  I.    Bvo.    lis.    V,,l.  II.     i8j. 

HUMPHRY  (Prof.  Sir  G.  M.).— The  Human 
F'ooT  AND  the  Human  Hand.  Illustrated. 
Fcp.  8vo.     ^s.  td. 

-lUXLEY  (Prof.  Thos.  H.).  — Lessons  in 
Elementary  Physiology.  Fcp.  Bvo.  4J.  td^ 

Questions.     By  T.  Alcock.     Pott  Bvo. 

i.f.  td. 

MIVART  (St.  George).— Lessons  in  Ele- 
mentary Anatomy.     Fcp.  Bvo.     ts.  td. 

PETTIGREW  (J.  Bell).— The  Physiology 
of  the  Circulation  in  Plants  in  the 
Lower  Animals  and  in  Man.     Bvo.     12s. 

SEILER  (Dr.  Carl).— Micro-Photographs 
IN  Histology,  Normal  .'^nd  Pathologi- 
cal.    4to.     31J.  td. 

POETRY.    {See  under  Literature,  p.  14.) 

POLITICAL  ECONOMY. 

RASTABLE  (Prof.  C.  F.).— Public  Finance. 
Bvo.     I  2.5.  td.  net. 

bOHM-BAWERK  (Prof.).— Capital  and  In- 
terest. Trans,  by  W.  Smart.   Bvo.   12j.net. 

The  Positive  Theory  of  Capital.    By 

the  same  Translator.     Bvo.     i2.r.  net. 

BOISSEVAIN  (G.  M.).— The  Monetary 
Question.     Svo,  sewed.     3^.  net. 

'30NAR  (James).— Malthus  and  his  Work. 
Svo.     i?s.  td. 

CAIRNES  G.  E.).— Some  Leading  Princi- 
ples OF  Political  Economy  newly  Ex- 
pounded.    Bvo.     us. 

The  Character  and  Logical  Method 

of  Political  Economy.     Cr.  Bvo.     ts. 

CANTILLON.  — Essai  sur  le  Commerce. 
i2mo.     7^.  net. 

CLARE  (G  ).— A  B  C  of  the  Foreign  Ex- 
changes.    Cr.  Svo.     3^.  net. 

CLARKE  (C.  B.).  —  Speculations  from 
Political  Economy.     Cr.  Svo.     3^ .  td. 

COMMONS  (J.  R.)— Distribution  of 
Wealth.     Cr.  Bvo.     ts.  net. 

COSSA  (L.). — Introduction  to  the  Study 
of  Political  Economy.  Translated  by 
L.  Dyer.     Cr.  Bvo.     Zs.-td.  net. 

DICTIONARY  OF  POLITICAL  ECON- 
OMY, A.  By  various  Writers.  Ed.  R.  H.  I. 
Palgrave.    y.tu.  net.    (Part  I.  July,  1B91.) 

ECONOMIC  JOURNAL,  THE.  —  The 
Journal  of  the  British  Economic  Asso- 
ciation. Edit,  by  Prof.  F.  Y.  Edgeworth. 
Published  Quarterly.  Svo.  5^.  (Part  I. 
April,  1S91.)  Vol  I.  2is.  [Cloth  Covers  for 
binding  Volumes,  i.r.  td.  each.] 

ECONOMICS :  The  Quarterly  Journal 
of.  Vol.  II.  Parts  II.  III.  IV.  2s.  td.  each. 
—Vol.111.  4  parts.  2j.  6;/.  each.— Vol.  IV. 
4  parts.  2S.td.  each. — Vol.  V.  4  parts.  2s.td. 
each.— Vol.  VI.  4  parts.  2s.  td.  each. — 
Vol.  VII      4  parts.    2S.  td.  each. 

?AWCETT  (Henry).— Manual  of  Politi- 
cal Economy.     7th  Edit.     Cr.  Bvo.     12s. 

An  Explanatory  Digest  of  the  above. 

By  C.  A.  Waters.     Cr.  Bvo.     2j.  td. 

Free    Trade    and    Protection.     6th 

Edit.     Cr.  Bvo.     3J.  td. 


POLITICAL  ECONOAH*— POLITICS. 


31 


FAWCETT  (Mrs.  H.).— Political  Econ- 
OMY  FOR  Beginners,  with  Questions. 
7th  Edit.     Pott  8vo.     2S.  6d. 

FIRST  LESSONS  IN  BUSINESS  MAT- 
TERS. By  A  Banker's  Daughter.  2nd 
Edit.     Pott  8vo.     If. 

OILMAN  (N.  P.). —  Profit-Sharing  be- 
tween Employer  and  Employee.  Cr. 
8vo.     js.  6d. 

GOSCHEN  (Rt.  Hon.  George  J.).— Reports 
and  Speeches  on  Local  Taxation.  8vo.  5^. 

GUIDE  TO  THE  UNPROTECTED:  In 
Everv-day  Matters  relating  to  Pro- 
perty AND  Income.     Ext.  fcp.  8vo.     3i.  6d. 

GUNTON  (George).  — Wealth  and  Pro- 
(»Ess.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

HORTON    (Hon.    S.    Dana).— The    Silver 

Pound  and  England's  Monetary  Policy 
SINCE  the  Restoration.     8vo.     14J. 

HOWELL  (George).  — The  Conflicts  of 
Capital  and  Labour.     Cr.  8vo.     7^.  6a?. 

JEVONS  (W.  Stanley).— A  Primer  of  Pouti- 
GAL  Economy.     Pott  8vo.     xs. 

The  Theory  of  Political  Economy. 

3rd  Ed.     8vo.     10^.  6d. 

Investigations  in  Currency  and  Fi- 
nance.   Edit,  by  H.  S.  Foxwell.    8vo.    2ii 

KEYNES  (J.  N.).— The  Scope  and  Method 
of  Political  Economy.     Cr.  8vo.     7^.  net. 

MARSHALL  (Prof.  Alfred).— Principles  of 
Economics.  2  vols.  8vo.   Vol.1.   12i.6rf.net. 

Elements  of  Economics  of  Industry. 

Crown  8vo.     3J.  6d. 

MARTIN  (Frederick).— The  History  of 
Lloyd's,  and  of  Marine  Insurance  in 
Great  Britain.     8vo.     us. 

PRICE  (L.  L.  F.  R.).— Industrial  Peace; 
ITS  Advantages,  Methods,  and  Diffi- 
culties.    Med.  8vo.     (ss. 

SIDGWICK  (Prof.  Henry).— The  Principles 
OF  Political  Economy.  2nd  Edit.  8vo.  its. 

SMART  (W.). — An  Introduction  to  the 
Theory  of  Value.     Cr.  8vo.     3^.  net. 

THOMPSON  (H.  M.).— The  Theory  of 
Wages  and  its  application  to  the  Eight 
Hours  Question.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  td. 

WALKER  (Francis  A.).— First  Lessons  in 
Political  Economy.     Cr.  Svo.     5^. 

A    Brief    Text-Book    of    Political 

Economy.    Cr.  8vo.    6^.  6d. 

Political  Economy.    Svo.    125.  dd. 

The  Wages   Question.     Ext.  cr.  Svo. 

Si.  dd.  net. 

Money.  New  Edit.  Ext.cr.Svo.  Si.6rf.net. 

Money  in  its  Relation  to  Trade  and 

Industry.     Cr.  Svo.     ^s.  6rf. 

Land  and  its  Rent.    Fcp.  Svo.    3^.  (sd. 

WALLACE  (A.  R.).— Bad  Times  :  An  Essay. 
Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6rf. 

WICKSTEED  (Ph.  H.).— The  Alphabet  of 
Economic  Science. — I.  Elements  of  the 
Theory  of  Value  or  Worth.  Gl.Svo.  is.dd. 

WIESER  (F.  von).— Natural  Value.  Edit. 
by  W.  Smart,  M.A.     Svo.     \os.  net. 


POLITICS. 

(See  also  History,  p.  10.) 
ADAMS  (Sir  F.   O.)  and  CUNNINGHAM 

(C.) — The  Swiss  Confederation.  Svo.  14J, 
BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.).— The   Egyptian 

Question.     Svo,  sewed.     2s. 
BATH    (Marquis    of).  —  Observations    on 

Bulgarian  Affairs.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6rf. 
BRIGHT  (John). — Speeches  on  Questions 

OF  Public  Policy.    Edit,  by  J.  E.  Thorold 

Rogers.    With  Portrait.     2  vols.     Svo.     25^. 

— Popular  Edition.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     3i.  6rf. 

Public  Addresses.     Edited  by  J.  E.  T. 

Rogers.     Svo.     14^. 

BRYCE(Jas.,  M.P.).— The  American  Com- 
monwealth. 2  vols.  New  Edit.  Ext.  cr. 
Svo.     Vol.  I.     12s.  6rf, 

BUCKLAND  (Anna).— Our  National  In- 
stitutions.    Pott  Svo.     IS. 

BURKE  (Edmund). — Letters,  Tracts,  and 
Speeches  on  Irish  Affairs.  Edited  by 
MATTHEwARNOLD,withPreface.  Cr.Svo.  ts. 

Reflections  on  the  French  Revolu- 
tion.   Ed.  by  F.  G.  Selby.    Globe  Svo.    5*. 

CAIRNES  (J.  E.).— Political  Essays.  Svo. 
10s.  6rf. 

The  Slave  Power.     Svo.     ioj.  6rf. 

COBDEN  (Richard).— Speeches  on  Ques- 
tions OF  Public  Policy.  Ed.  by  J.  Bright- 
and  I.  E.  Thorold  Rogers.  Gl.Svo.  -3,5. 6d. 

DICEY  (Prof.  A.  V.). — Letters  on  Unionist 

Delusions.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
DILKE  (Rt.  Hon.  SirCharlesW.).— Greater 

Britain,     gth  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
^■^  Problems  of  Greater  Britain.    Maps. 

3rd  Edit.     Ext.  cr.  Svo.     i2i.  6rf. 
DONISTHORPE     (Wordsworth).  —  Indivi- 
dualism :  A  .System  of  Politics.     Svo.     14J. 
DUFF(Rt.  Hon.  Sir  M.E.Grant).— Miscella- 
nies, Political  AND  Literary.  Svo.  ioi.6rf. 
ENGLISH    CITIZEN,   THE.— His   Rights 

and  Responsibilities.    Ed.  by  Henry  Craik, 

C.B.     New  Edit.     Monthly  Volumes  from. 

Oct.  1892.     Cr.  Svo.     2S.  6rf.  each. 

Centr.\l  Government.  By  H.  D.  Traill. 

The  Electorate  and  the  Legislature. 
By  Spencer  Walpole. 

The  Land  Laws.  By  Sir  F.  Pollock, 
Bart.     2nd  Edit. 

The  Punishment  and  Prevention  of 
Crime.     By  Col.  Sir  Edmund  du  Cane. 

Local  Government.  By  M.  D.  Chalmers. 

Colonies  and  Dependencies  :  Part  I.  In- 
dia. By  J.  S.  Cotton,  M.A.— II.  The 
Colonies.     By  E.  T.  Payne. 

The  State  in  its  Relation  to  Educa- 
tion.    By  Henry  Craik,  C.B. 

The  State  and  the  Church.  By  Hon. 
Arthur  Elliott,  M.P. 

The  State  in  its  Relation  to  Trade. 
By  Sir  T.  H.  Farrer,  Bjirt. 

The  Poor  Law.   By  the  Rev.  T.  W.  Fowlb. 

The  State  in  Relation  to  Labour.  By 
W.  Stanley  Jevons. 

Justice  and  Police.   By  F.  W.  Maitland. 

The  National  Defences.  By  Colonel 
Maurice,  R.A.  [/«  i/t/-  Press. 

Foreign  Relations.     By  S.  Walpole. 

The  National  Budget  ;  National  Debt  ; 
Taxes  and  Rates.     By  A.  J.  Wilson. 
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POlilTlCS—continueil. 

FAWCETT  (Henry).  — Speeches  on  some 
Current  Political  Questions.  8vo. 
lay.  6rf. 

Free   Trade    and    Protection.     6th 

Edit.     Cr.  8vo.     r^s.  6d. 

FAWCETT  (Henry  and  Mrs.  H.).— Essays 
AND  Lectures  on  Political  and  Social 
Subjects.     8vo.    io.f.  6d. 

FISKE  (John).— American  Political  Ideas 
Viewed  from  the  Stand-point  of  Uni- 
versal History.     Cr.  Svo.     4^. 

Civil   Government    in    the    United 

States  considered  vkfiTH  SOME  Reference 
to  its  Origin.     Cr.  Svo.     6s.  6d. 

FREEMAN  (E.  A.). —  Disestablishment 
and  Disendowment.  What  are  They? 
4th  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     u. 

The  Growth  of  the  English  Consti- 
tution.    5th  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     5J. 

H  ARWOOD  (George).— Disestablishment  ; 
or,  a  Defence  of  the  Principle  of  a  National 
Church.     Svo.     12J. 

The  Coming  Democracy.    Cr.  Svo.     ds. 

HILL  (Florence  D.).— Children  of  the 
State.  Edited  by  Fanny  Fowke.  Crown 
Svo.     ds. 

HILL  (Octavia).— Our  Common  Land,  ANr 
other  Essays.     Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     3J.  6rf. 

HOLLAND  (Prof.  T.  E.).— The  Treaty  Re- 
lations OF  Russia  and  Turkey,  from 
1774  TO  1853.     Cr.  Svo.     zs. 

JENKS  (Prof.  Edward).— The  Government 
OF  Victoria  (Australia).     Svo.     z^s. 

JEPHSON  (H.).— The  Platform  :  its  Risk 

and  PdOGRESS.      2  vols.       Svo.      2Ii. 

LOWELL  (J.  R.).     {See  Collected  Works.) 

LUBBOCK  (Sir  J.),  (^'^e  Collected  Works.) 

PALGRAVE  (W.  Gifford).  —  Essays  o^ 
Eastern  Questions.     Svo.     10^.  6d. 

PARKIN  (G.  R.). — Impebial  Federation. 

Cr.  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 
POLLOCK  (Sir  F.,   Bart.).— Introduction 

to    the    History    of    the    Science    of 

Politics.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
Leading  Cases   done   into  English. 

Crown  Svo      >J.  6d. 
PRACTICAL  POLITICS.     Svo.     6s. 
ROGERS   (Prof.   J.   E.    T.).— Cobden    ANr 

Political  Opinion.     Svo.     ios.  6d. 

ROUTLEDGE  (Jas.).— Popular  Progress 
IN  England.     Svo.     z6s. 

RUSSELL  (Sir  Charles).— New  Views  on 
Ireland.     Cr.  Svo.     2^.  6d. 

The  Parnell  Commission  :  The  Open- 
ing Speech  for  the  Defence.  Svo.  xos.td. 
—Popular  Edition.     Sewed,     'zs. 

SIDGWICK  (Prof.  Henry).— The  Elements 
of  Politics.     Svo.     14.?.  net. 

SMITH  (Goldwin).— Canada  and  the  Cana- 
dian Question.     Svo.     %s.  net. 

The  United  States,  1492— 1871.     Cr. 

Svo.     8.?.  dd. 

STATESMAN'S  YEAR-BOOK,  THE.  (See 
under  Statistics.) 


STATHAM    (R.).  — Blacks,    Boer.s,    and 

British.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
THORNTON  (W.  T.)."A  Plea  for  Peasant 

Proprietors.    New  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    7J.  td. 

Indian  Public  Works,  and  Cognate 

Indian  Topics.     Cr.  Svo.     %s.  6d. 

TRENCH   (Capt.   F.).— The    Russo-Indian 

Question.     Cr.  Svo.     "s.  6d. 
WALLACE  (Sir  Donald   M.).— Egypt   and 

the  Egyptian  Question.     Svo.     14X. 

PSYCHOLOGY. 

(See  under  Philosophy,  p.  28.) 

SCULPTURE.    {See  Art.) 

SOCIAL  ECONOMY. 

BOOTH  (C.).— A  Picture  of  Pauperism. 
Cr.  Svo.    5.f.— Cheap  Edit.     Svo.     Swd.,  6</. 

Life  and  Labour  of  the  People  of 

London.     4  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d.  each. — 
Maps  to  illustrate  the  above,     s-f- 

FAWCETT (H.  and  Mrs.  H.).  (5«  Politics.) 
OILMAN    (N.    P.). —  Socialism    and    the 

American  Spirit.     Cr.  Svo.     6s.  6d. 
HILL  (Octavia). — Homes  of   the   London 

Poor.     Cr.  Svo,  sewed,     is. 
HUXLEY  (Prof.  T.  H.).  -Social  Diseases 

and    Worse    Remedies  :     Letters    to   the 

"Times."     Cr.  Svo.     sewed,     u.  net. 
JEVONS(W.  Stanley).— Metmods  of  Social 

Reform.     Svo.     los.  6d. 
PEARSON  (C.   H.).— National  Life  and 

Character  :  A  Forecast.     Svo.     loj.  net. 
STANLEY     (Hon.     Maude).  ~  Club.s     for 

Working  Girls.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

SOUND.    {See  under  Physics,  p.  29.) 

SPORT. 

BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.).— Wild  Beasts 
AND  their  Ways  :  Reminiscences  of 
Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  America,  from 
1845 — 88.    Illustrated.    Ext.  cr.  Svo.    Z2S.  6d. 

CHASSERESSE(D.).— SportingSketches. 
Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

CLARK  (R.).— Golf  :  A  Royal  and  Ancient 
Game.     Small  410.     8^.  6d.  net. 

EDWARDS-MOSS  (Sir  J.  E.,  Bart). —A 
Season  in  Sutherland.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

STATISTICS.  ■ 

STATESMAN'S  YEAR-BOOK,  THE.  Sta- 
tistical and  Historical  Annual  of  the  States 
of  the  World  for  the  Year  1893.  Revised  after 
Official  Returns.  Ed.  by  J.  Scott  Keltie. 
Cr.  Svo.     loj.  6d. 

SURGERY.    {See  Medicine.) 

SWIMKING. 

LEAHY  (Sergeant).— The  Art  of  Swimming 
IN  THE  Eton  Style.     Cr.  Svo.     2s. 

TECHNOLOGY. 

BENSON  (W.    A.    S.).— Handicraft    and 

Design.     Cr.  Svo.     si'.  net. 
LETHABY  (W.  R.).— Lead  Work.    Cr.  8vo. 

4J.  6d.  net. 
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The  Bible — History  of  ike  Christian  Church — 
The  Church  of  England— Devotional  Booki 
— Tlie Fathers — Hymnology — Sennons,  Lec- 
tures, Addresses,  and  Theological  Essays. 

The  Bible. 

History  of  the  Bible — 

The  English  Bible;  An  External  and 
Critical  History  of  the  various  English 
Translations  of  Scripture.  By  Prof.  John 
Eadie.    2  vols.    8vo.    iZs. 

The  Bible  in  the  Church.    By  Right  Rev. 
Bp.  Westcott.  lothedit.  PottSvo.  t^.td. 
Biblical  History — 

Bible  Lessons.  By  Rev.  E.  A.  Abbott. 
Cr.  8vo.    4J.  td. 

Side-Lights  upon  Bible  History.  By 
Mrs.  Sydney  Buxton.     Cr.  8vo      5^. 

Stories  from  the  Bible.  By  Rev.  A.  J. 
Church.  lUust.  Cr.Svo.  2parts.  3j.6rf.each. 

Bible  Readings  selected  from  the  Pen- 
tateuch and  the  Book  of  Joshua. 
By  Rev.  J.  A.  Cross.     G1.  Svo.     is.  td. 

The  Children's  Treasury  of  Bible 
Stories.  By  Mrs.  H.  Gaskoin.  iSmo. 
IS.  each. — Part  L  Old  Testament ;  IL 
New  Testament ;  IIL  The  Apostles. 

The  Nations  Around  Israel.  By  A. 
Kearv.     Cr.  8\'0.     35.  6d. 

A  Class-Book  of  Old  Testament  His- 
tory. By  Rev.  Dr.  Maclear.  Pott  Svo. 
^s.  6d. 

A  Class-Book  of  New  Testament  His- 
tory.    By  the  same.     Pott  8vo.     5^.  6d. 

A  Shilling  Book  of  Old  Testament 
History.    By  the  same.    Pott  Svo.    is. 

A   Shilling   Book   of   New   Testament 
History.    By  the  same.     Pott  Svo.    is. 
The  Old  Testatitent — 

Scripture  Readings  for  Schools  and 
Families.  By  C.  M.  Yonge.  Globe  Svo. 
IS.  6d.  each  :  also  with  comments,  3^.  6d. 
each.  —  Genesis  to  Deuteronomy.  — 
Joshua  to  SbLOMON. — Kings  and  the 
Prophets. — The  GospelTimes. — Apos- 
tolic Times. 

The  Patriarchs  and  Lawgivers  of  the 
Old  Testament.  By  F.  D.  Maurice. 
Cr.  Svo.    3i.  6d. 

The  Prophets  and  Kings  of  the  Old 
Testament.     By  same.     Cr.  Svo.    v.  dd. 

The  Canon  of  the  Old  Testament.     By 
Prof.  H.  E.  Ryle.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
The  Pentateuch — 

An  Historico-Critical  Inquiry  into  thb 
Origin  and  Composition  of  the  Hexa- 
Teuch  (Pentateuch  and  Book  of 
Joshua).  By  Prof.  A.  Kuenen.  Trans, 
by  P.  H.  Wicksteed,  M.A.  Svo.  us. 
The  Psalms — 

The  PsalmsChronologically  Arranged. 
By  Four  Friends.     Cr.  Svo.     5^.  net. 

Golden  Treasury  Psalter.  Student's 
Edition  of  the  above.  Pott  Svo.  2.?.  td.  net. 

The  Psalms.  With  Introduction  and  Notes. 
By  A.  C.  Jennings,  M.A.,  and  W.  H. 
Lowe,  M.A.  2  vols.  Cr.  Svo.  10s.  td.  each. 

Introduction  to  the  Study  and  Use  of 
THE   Psalms.     By  Rev.  J.   F.   Thrupp. 
2nd  Edit.    2  vols.    Svo.    -zis. 
Isaiah — 

Isaiah  xl. — lxvi.  With  the  Shorter  Pro- 
phecies allied  to  it.  Edited  by  Matthew 
Arnold.    Cr.  Svo.    5^. 


Isaiah — 

Isaiah  of  Jerusalem.  In  the  Authorised 
English  Version,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes.  By  Matthew  Arnold.  Cr.  Svo. 
4J.  td. 

A  Bible-Reading  for  Schools.  The  Great 
Prophecy  of  Israel's  Restoration  (Isaiah 
xl. — lxvi.)  Arranged  and  Edited  for  Young 
Learners.     By  the  same.     Pott  Svo.     is. 

Commentary  on  the  Book  of  Isaiah  : 
Critical,  Historical,  and  Prophetical  :  in- 
cluding a  Revised  English  Translation. 
By  T.  R.  BiRKS.    2nd  Edit.    Svo.    12s.  td. 

The  Book  of  Isaiah  Chronologically 
Arranged.  By  T.  K.  Cheyne.  Cr. 
Svo.     ys.  td. 

Zechariah — 
The  Hebrew  Student's  Commentary  on 
Zechariah,  Hebrew  and  LXX.  ByW.  H. 
Lowe,  M.A.    Svo.    io.f.  td. 

The  A'eiv  Testa)nent — 

The  New  Testament.  Essay  on  the  Right 
Estimation  of  MS.  Evidence  in  the  Text 
of  the  New  Testament.  By  T.  R.  Birks. 
Cr.  Svo.     3.1.  td. 

The  Messages  of  the  Books.  Discourses 
and  Notes  on  the  Books  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment.    By  .'Vrchd.  Farrar.     Svo.     us. 

The  Classical  Element  in  the  New 
Testament.  Considered  as  a  Proof  of  its 
Genuineness,  with  an  Appendix  on  the 
Oldest  .\uthorities  used  in  the  Formation 
of  the  Canon.  ByC.H.HooLE.  Svo.  los.td. 

On  a  Fresh  Revision  of  the  English 
New  Testament.  With  an  Appendix  on 
the  last  Petition  of  the  Lord's  Prayer.  By 
Bishop  Lightfoot.     Cr.  Svo.     ys.  td. 

The  Unity  of  the  New  Testament.  By 
F.  D.  Maurice.     2  vols.     Cr.  Svo.     izj. 

The  Synoptic  Problem  for  English 
Readers.  By  A.  J.  Jolley.  Cr.  Svo. 
3^.  net. 

A  Ge.neral  Survey  of  the  History  of 
the  Canon  of  the  New  Testament 
during  the  First  Four  Centuries.  By 
Bishop  Westcott.     Cr.  Svo.     10s.  td 

Greek-English  Lexicon  to  the  New 
Testament.  By  W.  J.  Hickie,  M.A. 
Pott  Svo.     3J. 

The  New  Testament  in  the  Original 
Greek.  The  Text  revised  by  Bishop 
We.stcott,  D.D.,  and  Prof.  F.  J.  A. 
Hort,  D.D.  2  vols.  Cr.  Svo.  10s.  6d. 
each.— Vol.  I.  'Text.— Vol.  II.  Introduc- 
tion and  Appendix. 

School  Edition  of  the  above.     Pott  Svo, 
4.J.  td.  ;  Pott  Svo,  roan,  5^.  td.  ;  morocco, 
nili  edges,  ts.  td. 
The  Gospels— 

The  Common  Tradition  of  the  Synoptic 
Gospels.  In  the  Text  of  the  Revised 
Version.  By  Rev.  E.  K.  .Abbott  and 
W.  G.  Rusherooke.    Cr.  Svo.     ^i-.  td. 

SvNOP ticon  :  .Vn  Exposition  of  the  Common 
Matter  of  the  Synoptic  Gospels.  By  W.  G. 
RuSHBROOKE.  Printed  in  Colours.  In  Six 
Parts,  and  Appendix.  4to. — Part  I.  3^.6^. 
—Parts  II.  and  III.  7J.— Parts  IV.  V.  and 
VI.,  with  Indices,  loj.  td. — .Appendices, 
loj.  td. — Complete  in  i  vol.     35J. 

Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  Foi;r 
Gospeus.  ByBp.WESTCOTT.Cr.8vo.  los.td. 

The  Composition  of  the  Four  Gospels. 
By  Rev.  .\rthur  Wright.     Cr.  Svo.     5*. 
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The  Bible— continued. 

The  Gospels — 
The  Akhmim  Fragment  of  the  Apocry- 
phal Gospel  of  St.  Peter.     By  H.  B. 
SwETE.     8vo.     5^.  net. 

Gospel  of  St.  Mattliew— 

The   Greek  Text,  with  Introduction  and 

Notes  by  Rev.  A.  Sloman.  Fcp.Svo.  is.td. 
Choice  Notes  on  St.  Matthew.     Drawn 

from  Old  and  New  Sources.  Cr.  8vo.  4J.  td. 

(St.  Matthew  and  St.  Mark  in  i  vol.    gj.) 

Gospel  of  St.  Mark— 

School  Readings  in  the  Greek  Testa 
MENT.  Being  the  Outlines  of  the  Life  of 
our  Lord  as  given  by  St.  Mark,  with  addi- 
tions from  the  Text  of  the  other  Evange- 
lists. Edited,  with  Notes  and  Vocabulary, 
byRev. A. Calvert, M.A.  Fcp.Svo.  zs.td. 

Choice  Notes  on  St.  Mark.  Drawn  from 
Old  and  New  Sources.  Cr.  8vo.  4^.  Kid 
(St.  Matthew  and  St.  Mark  in  i  vol.    gi.) 

Gospel  of  St.  Luke — 
Greek  Text,  with  Introduction  a  id  Notes 

by  Rev.  J.  Bond,  M.A.    Fcp.  8vo.    is.dd. 
Choice  Notes  on  St.  Luke.     Drawn  from 

Old  and  New  Sources.    Cr.  Svo.    4^.  dd. 
The  Gospel  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

A  Course  of  Lectures  on  the  Gospel  of  St. 

Luke.  By  F.  D.  Maurice.   Cr.  Svo.  3^  hd. 

Gospel  of  St.  John — 
The    Gospel    of    St.    John.     By   F.    D. 

Maurice.    Cr.  Svo.    3J.  td. 
Choice  Notes  on  St.  John.     Drawn  from 

Old  and  New  Sources.    Cr.  Svo.    4r.  td. 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostles— 

The  Old  Syriac  Element  in  the  Text 
of  the  Codex  Bez>e.  By  F.  H.  Chase. 
Svo.     7.S.  i>d.  net. 

Greek  Text,  with  Notes  by  T.  E.  Page, 
M.A.     Fcp.  Svo.     3i.  td. 

The  Church  of  the  First  Days  :  The 
Church  of  Jerusalem,  The  Church  of 
THE  Gentiles,  The  Church  of  the 
World.  Lectures  on  the  Acts  of  the 
Apostles.  By  Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan. 
Cr.  Svo.     loj.  6(/. 

The  Epistles  of  St.  Paul— 

The  Epistle  to  the  Romans.  The 
Greek  Text,  with  English  Notes.  By  the 
Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan.  7th  Edit. 
Cr.  Svo.    7^.  td. 

The  Epistles  to  the  Corinthians.  Greek 
Text,  with  Commentary.  By  Rev.  W 
Kay.     Svo.    gj-. 

The  Epistle  to  the  Galatians,  A 
Revised  Text,  with  Introduction,  Notes, 
and  Dissertations.  By  Bishop  Lightfoot. 
loth  Edit.    Svo.     12.J. 

The  Epistle  to  the  Philippians.  A 
Revised  Text,  with  Introduction,  Notes, 
and  Dissertations.    By  the  same.   Svo.   i2j 

The  Epistle  to  the  Philippians.  With 
Translation,  Paraphrase,  and  Notes  for 
English  Readers.  By  the  Very  Rev.  C.  J. 
Vaughan.     Cr.  Svo.     %s. 

The  Epistles  to  the  Colossians  and 
to  Philemon.  A  Revised  Text,  with  In- 
troductions, etc.  By  Bishop  Lightfoot 
Qth  Edit.     Svo.     I2J. 


The  Epistles  of  St.  Paul— 

The  Epistles  to  the  Ephesians,  thb 
Colossians,  and  Philemon.  With  In- 
troduction and  Notes.  By  Rev.  J.  LI. 
Davies.    2nd  Edit.    Svo.    7^.  td. 

The  First  Epistle  to  the  Thessalo- 
NiANS.  By  Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan. 
Svo,  sewed.     \s.  dd. 

The  Epistles  to  the  Thessalonians. 
Commentary  on  the  Greek  Text.  By  Prof. 
John  Eadie.    Svo.    12s. 

The  Epistle  of  St.  J  antes- 
The  Greek  Text,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes.  By  Rev.  Joseph  B. Mayor.  Svo.  141. 

The  Epistles  of  St.  John— 
The   Epistles  of   St.   John.     By   F.  D. 

Maurice.    Cr.  Svo.    3J.  dd. 
—  The  Greek  Text,  with  Notes,  by  Bishop 

Westcott.     3rd  Edit.    Svo.    i2.f.  td. 

The  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews — 
Greek    and    English.      Edited   by   Rev. 

Frederic  Rendall.    Cr.  Svo.    ts. 
English  Text,  with  Commentary.     By  the 

same.    Cr.  Svo.    -js.  f>d. 
The  Greek   Text,   with   Notes,   by  Very 

Rev   C.  J.  Vaughan.    Cr.  Svo.    -js.  6d. 
The  Greek  Text,  with  Notes  and  Essays, 

by  Bishop  Westcott.    Svo.    14J. 

Revelation — 
Lectures  on  the  Apocalypse.     By  F.  D. 

Maurice.    Cr.  Svo.    3S.6d. 
The  Revelation  of  St.  John.     By  Rev. 

Prof.  W.  Millig.^n.     Cr.  Svo.     7s.  6d. 
Lectures  on  the  Apocalypse.      By  the 

same.     Crown  Svo.     $s. 
Discussions  on  the  Apocalypse.     By  the 

same.     Cr.  Svo.     5.1. 
Lectures  on   the    Revelation   ok   St. 

John.    By  Very  Rev.   C.  J.   Vaughan. 

5th  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    loj.  6d. 


The   Bible  Word-Book.      By  W.   Aldis 
Wright.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    7*.  6d. 

History  of  the  Christian  Church. 

CHURCH    (Dean). —  The    Oxford    Movb- 

ment,  1S33 — 45.    Gl.  Svo.    5J. 

CUNNINGHAM  (Rev.  John). —TheGrowtv 
of  the  Church  in  its  Organisation  anv 

Institutions.    Svo.    gs. 

CUNNINGHAM  (Rev.  WilUam).  —  The 
Churches  of  Asia  :  A  Methodical  Sketch 
of  the  Second  Century.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

DALE  (A.  W.  W.).— The  Synod  of  Elvira, 
AND  Christian  Life  in  the  Fourth  Cen- 
tury.   Cr.  Svo.    los.  6d. 

GWATKIN  (IL.  M.).— Selections  from 
Early  Writers  illustrative  of  Church 
History  to  the  Time  of  Constantine. 
Cr.  Svo.     4s.  net. 

HARDWICK  (Archdeacon).— A  History  of 
the  Christian  Church  :  Middle  Age 
Edited  by  Bp.  Stubbs.     Cr.  Svo.     lor.  6d. 

A  History  of  the  Christian  Church 

during  the  Reformation,  gth  Edit.,  re- 
vised by  Bishop  Stubbs.    Cr.  Svo.    10s.  6d. 
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HORT(Dr.  F.  J.  A.).— Two  Dissertations. 
I.  On  MONOrENHS  0EO2  in  Scripture 
AND  Tradition.     II.  On  the  "  Constan- 

TINOPOLITAN  "  CrEED  AND  OTHER  EASTERN 

Creeds  of  the  Fourth  Century.    8vo. 
•js.  6d. 

KILLEN  (W.  D.).— Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory OF  Ireland,  from  the  Earliest 
Date  to  the  Present  Time.  2  vols. 
8vo.    25^. 

SIMPSON  (Rev.  W.).— An  Epitome  of  the 
History  of  the  Christian  Church.  7th 
Edit.     Fcp.  8vo     3^.  td. 

VAUGHAN  (Very  Rev.  C.  J.).— The  Church 
OF  THE  First  Days  :  The  Church  of 
Jerusalem,  The  Church  of  the  Gen- 
tiles, The  Church  of  the  World.  Cr. 
8vo.    I  or.  (>d. 

WARD  (W.).— William  George  Ward  and 
the  Oxford  Movement.    8vo.    14-?. 

W.  G.  Ward  and  the  Catholic  Re- 
vival.    8vo.     14^. 

The  Church  of  England. 

Catechism  of— 
Catechism  and  Confirmation.    Pott  Svo. 

\s.  net. 
A  Class-Book  of  the  Catechism  of  the 

Church  of  England.     By  Rev.  Canon 

Maclear.    Pott  Svo.     i^.  6a^. 
A  First  Class-Book  of  the  Catechism 

of  the  Church  of  England.      By  the 

same.    Pott  Svo.    (id. 
The    Order    of    Confirmation.      With 

Prayers  and    Devotions.      By  the   same. 

32mo.    61/. 

Collects— 
Collects  of  the  Church  of  England. 
With  a  Coloured  Floral   Design  to  each 
Collect.    Cr.  Svo.    \2s. 

Disestablish  men  t — 

Disestablishment  and  Disendowment. 
What  are  they?  By  Prof.  E.  A.  Free- 
man.   4th  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.     \s. 

Disestablishment;  or,  A  Defence  of  the 
Principle  of  a  National  Church.  By  Geo. 
Harwood.     Svo.     i2J. 

A  Defence  of  the  Church  of  England 
against  Disestablishment.  By  Roun- 
dell,  Earlof  Selborne.  Cr.  Svo.  is.td. 

Ancient  Facts  and  Fictions  concerning 
Churches  and  Tithes  By  the  same. 
2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    -js.  dd. 

Dissent  in  its  Relation  to — 
Dissent  in  its  Relation  to  the  Church 
of  England.     By  Rev.  G.  H.  Curteis. 
Bampton  Lectures  for  1871.  Cr.  Svo.  TS.td. 

Holy  Communion — 

Those  Holy  Mysteries.  By  Rev.  J.  C.  P. 
Aldous.     lorao.     IS.  net. 

The  Communion  Service  from  the  Book 
OF  Common  Prayer.  With  Select  Read- 
ings from  the  Writings  of  the  Rev.  F.  D. 
Maurice.  Edited  by  Bishop  Colenso. 
6th  Edit.     i6mo.     2S.  6d. 

Before  the  Table  :  An  Inquiry,  Historical 
and  Theological,  into  the  Meaning  of  the 
Consecration  Rubric  in  the  Communion 
Service  of  the  Church  of  England.  By 
Very  Rev.  J.  S.  HowsoN.    Svo.    ^s.  6d. 


Holy  Co'itiininion — 

t  iRST  Communion.  With  Prayers  and  De- 
votions for  the  newly  Confirmed.  By  Rev. 
Canon  Maclear.    32mo.    6d. 

A  Manual  of  Instruction  for  Confir- 
mation AND  First  Communion.     With 
Prayers   and    Devotions.      By   the   same. 
32mo.    2S. 
Liturgy — 

An  Introduction  to  the  Creeds.  By 
Rev.  Canon  Maclear.    Pott  Svo.    3J.  td. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Thikty-Nink 
Articles.    By  same.    Pott  Svo.   [In  Press. 

A  History  of  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer.  By  Rev  F.  Procter.  i8th 
Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    \os.  td. 

An  Elementay  Introduction  to  thb 
Book  of  Common  Prayer.  By  Rev.  F. 
Procter  and  Rev.  Canon  Maclear. 
Pott  Svo.    ■2S.  dd. 

Twelve  Discourses  on  Subjects  con- 
nected WITH  THE  Liturgy  and  Wor- 
ship of  the  Church  of  England.  By 
Very  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan.    Fcp.  Svo.    61. 

A  Companion  to  the  Lectionary.  By 
Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D.    Cr.  Svo.    ^s.  dd. 

Devotional  Books. 

EASTLAKE  (Lady).  — Fellowship:  Let. 
ters  addressed  to  mv  Sister-Mourners. 
Cr.  Svo.     2^.  td. 

IMITATIO  CHRISTI.  Libri  IV.  Printed 
in  Borders  after  Holbein,  Diirer,  and  other 
old  Masters,  containing  Dances  of  Death, 
Acts  of  Mercy,  Emblems,  etc.  Cr.Svo.  ys.td. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— Out  of  the  Deep: 
Words  for  the  Sorrowful.  From  the 
Writings  of  Charles  Kingslev.  Ext.  fcp. 
Svo.     3J.  6d. 

Daily    Thoughts.     Selected  from  the 

Writings  of  Charles  Kingsley.     By  His 
Wife.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

From  Death  to  Life.     Fragments  of 

Teaching  to  a  Village  Congregation.     Edit, 
by  His  Wife.    Fcp.  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

MACLE.\R  (Rev.  Canon).— A  Manual  of 
Instruction  for  Confirmation  and 
First  Communion,  with  Prayers  and 
Devotions.    32mo.    2s. 

The  Hour  of  Sorrow  ;  or,  The  Office 

for  the  Burial  of  the  Dead.     32mo.     2^. 

MAURICE  (F.  D.).  — Lessons  of  Hope 
Readings  from  the  Works  of  F.  D.  Maurice. 
Selected  by  Rev.  J.  Ll.  Davies,  M.A.  Cr. 
Svo.     5^. 

RAYS  OF  SUNLIGHT  FOR  DARK  D.\VS. 
With  a  Preface  by  Very-  Rev.  C.  J.  Vaughan. 
D.D.    New  Edition.    Pott  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

SERVICE  (Rev.  J.).— Prayers  for  Public 
Worship.    Cr.Svo.    ^s.td. 

THE  WORSHIP  OF  GOD,  AND  FEL- 
LOWSHIP AMONG  MEN.  By  Prof. 
Maurice  and  others.     Fcp.  Svo.     -^s.  6d. 

WELBY-GREGORY  (Hon.  Lady).— Links 
and  Clues.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    ts. 

WESTCOTT  (Rt.  Rev.  Bishop).— Thoughts 
ON  Rk.velation  and  Life.  Selections  from 
the  Writings  of  Bishop  Wf.stcott.  Edited 
by  Rev.  S.  Phillips.    Cr.  Svo.    6j. 
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WILBRAHAM  (Francis  M.).— In  the  Sere 
AND  Yellow  Leaf  :  Thoughts  and  Re- 
collections FOR  Old  and  Young.  Globe 
8vo.     3f .  6d. 

Tlie  Fathers. 

DONALDSON  (Prof.  James).— The  Apos- 
tolic Fathers.  A  Critical  Account  of  their 
Genuine  Writings,  and  of  their  Doctrines. 
2nd  Edit.    Cr.  8vo.    7s.  6d. 

JVork.^  of  tlie  Greek  and  Latin  Fathers  : 

The  Apostolic  Fathers.  Revised  Texts, 
with  Introductions,  Notes,  Dissertations, 
and  Translations.  By  Bishop  Lightfoot. 
— Part  I.  St.  Clement  of  Rome.  2  vols. 
Svo.  326-. — Part  II.  St.  Ignatius  to  St. 
Polvcarp.    3  vols.    2nd  Edit.    Svo.    48J. 

The  Apostolic  Fathers.  Abridged  Edic. 
With  Short  hitroductions,  Greek  Text,  and 
English  Translation.    By  same.    Svo.    16s. 

The  Epistle  of  St.  Barnabas.  Its  Date 
and  Authorship.  With  Greek  Text,  Latin 
Version,  Translation  and  Commentary.  By 
Rev.  W.  Cunningham.     Cr.  Svo.     7^.  6rf'. 

Index  of  Noteworthy  Words  and 
Phrases  found  in  the  Clementine 
Writings.     Svo.     5^. 

Hjnnnology. 

BROOKE  (S.  A.).— Christian  Hymns.  G1. 
Svo.  2.r.6i^.net. -Christian Hymns andSer- 
VICE  Book  of  Bedford  Chapel,  Blooms- 
bury.  Gl.  Svo.  3J.  6i^.  net. — Service  Book. 
Gl.  Svo.     IS.  net. 

PALGRAVE  (Prof.  F.  T.).  —  Original 
Hymns,    ^rd  Edit.    Pott  Svo.    is.  6d. 

SELBORNE  (Roundell,  Earl  of).— The  Book 
of  Praise.     Pott  Svo.    2s.  6d.  net. 

A  Hymnal.    Chiefly  from  "  The  Book  of 

Praise." — A.  Royal  32mo,  limp.  6d. — B. 
i8mo,  larger  type.  is. — C.  Fine  paper.  is.6d. 
— With  Music,  Selected,  Harmonised,  and 
Composed  by  John  Hullah.  Pott  Svo. 
3^.  6d. 

WOODS  (Miss  M.  A.).— Hymns  for  School 
Worship.    Pott  Svo.    li-.  6d. 

Sermoas,  Lectures,  Addresses,  and 
Theological  Essays. 

ABBOT  (F.  E.).— Scientific  Theism.  Cr. 
Svo.    7^.  6d. 

The  Way  out  of  Agnosticism  ;  or.  The 

Philosophy  of  Free  Religion.  Cr.  Svo.  4^.6^. 

ABBOTT  (Rev.  E.  A.).— Cambridge  Ser- 
mons.   Svo.    6s. 

Oxford  Sermons.    Svo.    7.S.  6d. 

Philomythus.    a  discussion  of  Cardinal 

Newman's  Essay  on  Ecclesiastical  Miracles. 
Cr.  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

Newmanianism.     Cr.  Svo.     w.  net. 

AINGER  (Canon). — Sermons  Preached  in 
the  Temple  Church.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    6s. 

ALEXANDER  (W.,  Bishop  of  Derry  and 
Raphoe). — The  Leading  Ideas  of  the 
Gospels.     New  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

BAINES  (Rev.  Edward).— Sermons.  Preface 
and  Memoir  by  Bishop  Barry.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 


BATHER  (Archdeacon).— On  Some  Minis- 
terial Duties,  Catechising,  Preaching, 
Etc.  Edited,  with  a  Preface,  by  Very  Rev. 
C.  J.  Vaughan,  D.D.    Fcp.  Svo.    4s.  6d. 

BERNARD(Canon).— TheCentralTbach- 
ing  of  Christ.    Cr.  Svo.     js.  6d. 

BETHUNE-BAKER  (J.  F.).— The  Influ- 
ence OF  Christianity  on  War.    Svo.    $s. 

The  Sternness  of  Christ's  Teaching, 

and  its  Relation  to  the  Law  of  For- 
giveness.   Cr.  Svo.    2S.  6d. 

BINNIE  (Rev.  W.).— Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.   6». 

BIRKS  (Thomas  Rawson).— The  Difficul- 
ties OF  Belief  in  Connection  with  the 
Creation  and  the  Fall,  Redemption, 
and  Judgment.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    5*. 

Justification  and  Imputed  Right- 
eousness.   A  Review.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Supernatural   Revelation  ;  or.  First 

Principles  of  Moral  Theology.    Svo.    Zs. 

BROOKE  (S.  A.).— Short  Sermons.  Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

BROOKS  (Bishop  Phillips).— The  Candle  of 
THE  Lord  :  and  other  Sermons.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Sermons      Preached       in      English 

Churches.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Twenty  Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Tolerance.    Cr.  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

The  Light  OF  the  World.  Cr.Svo.  -^s-td. 

The  Mystery  of  Iniquity.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

BRUNTON  (T.  Lauder).— The  Bible  anu 
Science.    Illustrated.    Cr.  Svo.    loj-.  6d. 

BUTLER  (Archer). — Sermons,  Doctrinal 
AND  Practical,    nth  Edit.    Svo.    Zs. 

Second  Series  of  Sermons.    Svo.    js. 

Letters  on  Romanism.     Svo.     ios.  6d. 

BUTLER  (Rev.  Geo.).— Sermons  Preached 
IN  Cheltenham  Coll.  Chapel.  Svo.  7s.6d. 

CAMPBELL  (Dr.  John  M'Leod).— The  Na. 
ture  of  the  Atonement.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Reminiscences      and      Reflections. 

Edited    by  his   Son,   Donald    Campbell, 
M.A.     Cr.  Svo.     ys.  6d. 

Thoughts  ON  Revelation.  Cr.Svo.  5*. 

Responsibility     for     the     Gift     of 

Eternal  Life.     Compiled   from   Sermons 
preached  1829 — 31.     Cr.  8vo.     5s. 

CANTERBURY  (Edward  White,  Archbishop 
of). — Boy-Life  :  its  Trial,  its  Strength, 
its  Fulness.  Sundays  in  Wellington  Col- 
lege, 1859 — 73.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

The  Seven  Gifts.     Primary  Visitation 

Address.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Christ  and  His  Times.  Second  Visi- 
tation Address.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

A  Pastoral  Letter  to  the  Diocbsb 

OF  Canterbury,  I  Sqc.    Svo,  sewed,    id. 

CARPENTER(W.  Boyd,  Bishop  of  Ripon).— 
Truth  in  Tale.  Addresses,  chiefly  to 
Children.     Cr.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

Twilight  Dreams.     Cr.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

The  Permanent  Elements  of  Re- 
ligion.   2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

CAZENOVE  (J.  Gibson).— Concerning  thk 
Being  and  Attributes  of  God.    Svo.    s*. 


SERMONS,  LECTURES,  Etc. 
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CHURCH  (Dean). — Human  Life  and  its 
Conditions.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

The  Gifts  of  Civilisation  :  and  other 

Sermons  and  Letters.    Cr.  8vo.    7^.  6ti. 

Discipline  of  the  Christian  Char- 
acter ;  and  other  Sermons.    Cr.  8vo.  4^.  6ii. 

Advent  .Sermons, 1885.    Cr.  8vo.    4^.6^. 

Village  Sermons.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

Cathedral  and  University  Sermons. 

Cr.  3vo.     6.?. 

CLERGYMAN'S  SELF-EXAMINATION 
CONCERNING  THE  APOSTLES 
CREED.    Ext.  fcp.  8vo.    is.  6cl. 

CONGREVE  (Rev.  John).  — High  Hopes 
and  Pleadings  for  a  Reasonable  Faith, 
NoDLER  Thoughts,  and  Larger  Charity. 
Cr.  3vo.    5J. 

COOKE  (Josiah  P.,  jun.). — Religion  and 
Chemistry.    Cr.  Svo.    js.  6d. 

The    Credentials   of    Science,    The 

Warrant  of  F.mth.     Svo.     8i-.  6d.  net. 

COTTON  (Bishop).— Sermons  preached  to 
English  Congregations  in  India.  Cr. 
Svo.    7i.  6d. 

CUNNINGHAM  (Rev.  W.).  —  Christian 
Civilisation,  with  Special  Reference 
to  India.    Cr.  Svo.    5.?. 

CURTEIS  (Rev.  G.  H.).— The  Scientific 
Obstacles  to  Christian  Belief.  The 
Boyle  Lectures,  1884.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

DAVIES  (Rev.  J.  Llewelyn).- The  Gospel 
and  Modern  Life.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    6s. 

Social  Questions  from  the  Point  op 

View  of  Christian  Theology.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

Warnings  against  Superstition.  Ext. 

fcp.  Svo.    ■zs.  6d. 

TheChristianCalling.  Ext.fp.8vo.  6s. 

Order  and  Growth  as  Involved  in 

the  Spiritual  Constitution  of  Human 
Society.    Cr.  8vo.    3.r.  6d. 

Baptism,     Confirmation,     and     tub 

Lord's  Supper.    Addresses.    Pott  Svo.    xs. 

DIGGLE  (Rev.  J.  W.).— Godliness  and 
Manliness.    Cv.  Svo.    6s. 

DRUMMOND  (Prof.  Jas.).— Introduction 

to  the  Study  of  Theology.    Cr.  Svo.    .sj. 

DU  BOSE  (W.  P.).— The  Soteriology  op 
the.  New  Testament.  By  W.  P.  Du  Bose. 
Cr.  Svo.     7i.  6d. 

ECCK  HOMO  :  A  Survey  of  the  Life  and 
Work  OF  Jesus  Christ.    Globe  Svo.    6s. 

ELLERTON  (Rev.  John).— The  Holiest 
Manhood,  and  its  Lessons  for  Bust 
Lives.    Cr.  Svo.    6^. 

H-AITH  AND  CONDUCT:  An  Essay  on 
Verifiable  Religion.    Cr.Svo.    ■js.6d. 

FARRAR  (Ven.  Archdeacon).— Works.   Uni- 
/or>n  Edition.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  6d.  each 
Seekers  after  God. 
Eternal     Hope.        Westminster      AbVjej 

Sermons. 
The  Fall  of  Man  :  and  other  Sermons. 
The   Witness    of    History    to   Christ 

Hulsean  Lectures,  1870. 
The  Silence  andVoices  of  God.  Sermons. 
In  the  Days  of  Thy  Youth.  Marlborough 

College  Sermons 


FARRAR  (Ven.  .\rc\id.).—\\ OKKii—contd. 
Saintly  Workers.     Five  Lenten  Lectures, 
Ephphatha  ;   or.  The  Amelioration  of  tho 
Mercy  and  Judgment.  [World. 

Sermons   and   Addresses   delivered    in 
America. 

The    'History     of     Interpretation. 

Bampton  Lectures,  1S85.    Svo.    its. 

FISKE  (John). — Man's  Destiny  Viewed  in 
THE  Light  of  kis  Origin.    Cr.  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

FORBES  (Rev.  Granville).- The  Voice  of 
God  in  the  Psalms.    Cr.  Svo.    6^.  6d. 

FOWLE  (Rev.  T.  W.).— A  New  Analogy 
between  Revealed  Religion  and  thb 
Course  and  Constitution  of  Nature. 
Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

ERASER  (Bishop).— Sermons.  Edited  by 
John  W.  Diggle.  2  vols.  Cr.  Svo.  6s.  each 

HAMILTON(John).-ONTRUTH  and  Error. 
Cr.  Svo.    5i. 

Arthur's  Seat  ;  or,  The  Church  of  the 

Banned.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Above  and  Around  :  Thoughts  on  God 

and  Man.    lamo.    2,r.  6d. 

HARDWICK  (Archdeacon).— Christ  and 
other  Masters.  6th  Edit.  Cr.  Svo.  \os.6d. 

HARE  (Julius  Charles).— The  Mission  of 
the  Comforter.  New  Edition.  Edited 
by  Dean  Plumptre.    Cr.  Svo.    7^.  6d. 

HARPER  (Father  Thomas).— The  Meta- 
physics  of  the  School.  Vols.  I.  and  II. 
Svo.     iSj.  each.— Vol.  III.  Part  I.     I2j. 

HARRIS  (Rev.  G.  C.).— Sermons.  With  a 
Memoir  bv  C.  M.  Yonge.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    6s. 

HORT  (F.'J.  a.).— The  Way,  the  Truth, 
the  Life.     Cr.  Svo.     6.f. 

HUTTON  (R.  H.).    {See  p.  22.) 

ILLINGWORTH    (Rev.    J.    R.).— Sermons 

PREACHED  IN  A  COLLEGE  ChAPEL.  Cr.SvO.  ?*• 

University  and  Cathedral  Ser.mons. 

Crown  Svo.     ^s. 

JACOB  (Rev.  J.  A.).— Building  in  Silence: 
and  other  Sermons.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    6s. 

JAMES  (Rev.  Herbert).  —  The  Country 
Clergyman  and  his  Work.     Cr.  Svo.     tt. 

JEANS  (Rev.  G.  E.).— Hailevburv  Chapel  ; 
and  other  Sermons.     Fcp.  Svo.    t,s.  6d. 

JELLETT  (Rev.  Dr.).— The  Elder  Son: 
and  .-)ther  Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

The  Efficacy  of  Prayer.   Cr.  Svo.    5*. 

KELLOGG  (Rev.  S.  H.).— The  Light  of 
Aeia  and  the  Light  of  thk  World.  Cr. 
Svo.    TS.  6d. 

Genesis  and   Growth  of   Religion. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

XINGSLEY     (Charles).      (.9f<f     Collected 

Works,  p.  23.) 
KIRKPATRICK  (Prof).— The  Divine   Li 

braky  of  the  Old  Testament.     Cr.  Svo, 

■iS.  net. 
Doctrine  of  the  Prophets.  Cr.  Ss'o.  6s. 

KYNASTON  (Rev.  Herbert,  D.D.).— Chbl 
tenham  College  Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

LEGGE(.'\.  O.).— The  Growth  ok  the  Tkm 
PORAL  Power  OF  the  Papacy.  Cr.Svo.  Sj.W. 
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Sermons,  Lectures,  Addresses,  and 

Theological  "EaSdiYS— continued. 

LIGHTFOOT  (Bishop). — Leaders  in  the 
Northern  Church  :  Sermons.   Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Ordination  Addresses  and  Counsels 

TO  Clergy.    Cr.  8vo.    6j. 

— —  Cambridge  Sermons.    Cr.  8vo.    6^. 

Sermons     preached     in     St.     Paul's 

Cathedral.    Cr.  8vo.    6^. 

Sermonson  Special  Occasions.  3vo.  6j. 

A  Charge  delivered  to  the  Clergy 

OF  THE  Diocese  of  Durham,  i886.    8vo.    2S. 

Essays  on  the  Work  entitled  "Su- 
pernatural Religion."  2nd  Edit.  8vo. 
lor.  td. 

On  a  Fresh  Revision  of  the  English 

New  Testament.     Cr.  8vo.     7^.  dd. 

-  Dissertations  on  the  Apostolic  Age. 
8vo.     1 4  J. 

Biblical  Essays.     8vo.     12.9. 

MACLAREN(Rev.  A.). — Sermons  preached 

AT  Manchester.  iithEd.  Fcp.  8vo.  ^s.dd. 

Second  Series.  7th  Ed.  Fcp.  Svo  4^.  6d. 

Third  Series.    6th  Ed.    Fcp.  Svo.    ^s.Sd. 

Week-Day  Evening  Addresses.     4th 

Edit.     Fcp.  8vo.    2^-.  td. 

The  Secret  of  Pov^fER  :  and  other  Ser- 
mons.    Fcp.  Svo.    4J.  6d. 

MACMILLAN(Rev.  Hugh).— Bible  Teach- 
ings in  Nature.    15th  Edit.    Globe  Svo.   6s. 

The  True  V^ine;  or,  The  Analogies  of 

our  Lord's  Allegory.     5th  Edit.    Gl.  Svo.    6s. 

The  Ministry  of  Nature.    8th  Edit. 

Globe  Svo.    6s. 

The    Sabbath    of    the    Fields.     6th 

Edit.    Globe  Svo.    6s. 

The  Marriage  in  Cana.  Globe  Svo.  6s. 

Two  Worlds  are  Ours.    Gl.  Svo.    6^. 

The  Olive  Leaf.    Globe  Svo.    6s. 

The  Gate  Beautiful  :  and  other  Bible 

Teachings  for  the  Young.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).— The  Decay  of 
Modern  Preaching.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

MATURIN  (Rev.  W.).— The  Blessedness 
of  the  Dead  in  Christ.    Cr.  Svo.    7^.  6d. 

MAURICE  (Frederick  Denison).— The  King- 
dom of  Christ.  3rdEd.  zvols.  Cr.  Svo.   \2S. 

Expository  Sermons  on  the  Prayer- 

BooK,  and  THE  Lord's  Prayer.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

Sermons      Preached      in      Country 

Churches.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

The  Conscience:  Lectures  on  Casuistry. 

3rd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    4J.  6d. 

Dialogues  on  Family  Worship.     Cr. 

Svo.    4J.  6d. 

The  Doctrine  of  Sacrifice  Deduced 

from  the  Scriptures.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

The   Religions   of   the  World.     6tb 

Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    4s.  6d. 

On  the  Sabbath  D  ay  ;  The  Character 

of  the  Warrior  ;  and  on  the  Interpre- 
tation OF  History.    Fcp.  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

Learning  AND  Working.  Cr.Svo.  ^s.bd. 

The  Lord's  Prayer,  the  Creed,  and 

the  Commandments.    Pott  Svo.    li. 

Sermons  Preached  in  Lincoln's  Inn 

Chapel.      6  vols.     Cr.   Svo.      3.?.  6d.   each. 

Collect ed  Works.  Cr.  Svo.  3^. 6d.  each. 

Christmas  Day  and  other  Sermons. 
Theological  Essays. 
Prophets  and  Kings. 


MAURICE    (Fredk.    Denison).— Collected 

Wo  R  K  s — con  ti7i  tied. 

Patharchs  and  Lawgivers. 

The  Gospel  op  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

Gospel  of  .St.  John. 

Epistle  of  St.  John. 

Lectures  on  the  Vpocalypse. 

Friendship  of  Books. 

Social  Morality. 

Prayer  Book  and  Lord's  Prayer. 

The  Doctrine  of  Sacrifice. 
MILLIGAN  (Rev.  Prof.  W.).— The  Resur. 

rectionofourLord.  zndEdit.  Cr.Svo.  sf. 
The  Ascension  and  Heavenly  Priest- 
hood OF  OUR  Lord.     Cr.  Svo.     7^.  6d. 
MOORHOUSE  (J.,  Bishop  of  Manchester).— 

Jacob  :  Three  Sermons.  Ext.  fcp.  Svo.  ■is.6d. 

The  Teaching  of  Christ  :  its  Condi- 
tions, Secret,  and  Results.    Cr.  Svo.     ■^s.  net. 

MURPHY(J.  J.).— Natural  Selection  AND 
Spiritual  Freedom.     Gl.  Svo.     s^r. 

MYLNE  (L.  G.,  Bishop  of  Bombay).— 
Sermons  Preached  in  St.  Thomas's 
Cathedral,  Bombay.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

NATURAL  RELIGION.  By  the  Author  of 
"  Ecce  Homo."    3rd  Edit.     Globe  Svo.    ts. 

PATTISON (Mark).— Sermons.    Cr.Svo.    61. 

PAUL  OF  TARSUS.     Svo.     loj.  6d. 

PHILOCHRISTUS:  Memoirs  of  a  Dis- 
ciple of  the  Lord.    3rd.  Edit.    Svo.    12^. 

PLUMPTRE  (Dean).— Movements  in  Re- 
ligious Thought.    Fcp.  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

POTTER  (R.).— The  Relation  of  Ethics 
TO  Religion.    Cr.  Svo.    -zs.  6d. 

REASONABLE  FAITH  :  A  Short  Essav 
By  "  Three  Friends."    Cr.Svo.     xs. 

REICHEL  (C.  p.,  Bishop  of  Meath).— The 
Lord's  Prayer.    Cr.  Svo.    7^.  6d. 

Cathedral  and  University  Sermons. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

RENDALL  (Rev.  F.).— The  Theology  of 
THE  Hebrew  Christians.    Cr.  Svo.    55. 

REYNOLDS  (H.  R.).— Notesof  the  Chris- 
tian Life.    Cr.  Svo.    ^s.  6d. 

ROBINSON  (Prebendary  H.  G.).— Man  in 
THE  Image  of  God:  and  other  Sermons. 
Cr.  Svo.    7J.  6d. 

RUSSELL  (Dean).— The  Light  that  Light- 
ETH  EVERY  Man  :  Sermons.  With  an  Intro^ 
ductionbvDeanPLUMPTRE,D.D.  Cr.Svo.  6j. 

RYLE(Rev.  Prof.  H.).— The  Early  Narra- 
tives OF  Genesis.    Cr.  Svo.     :?.?.  net. 

SALMON  (Rev.  George,  D.D.).— NoN-MiR- 

ACULous  Christianity  :  and  other  Sermons. 
2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Gnosticism     and    Agnosticism  :     and 

other  Sermons.     Cr.  Svo.     ts.  6a'. 

SANDFORD  (Rt.  Rev.  C.  W.,  Bishop  of  Gib- 
raltar).— Counsel  to  English  Churchmen 
Abroad.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

SCOTCH  SERMONS,  i8So.  By  Principal 
Caird  and  others.     3rd  Edit.     Svo.     lar.  6d. 

SERVICE  (Rev.  J.).— Sermons.    Cr.Svo.   fi*. 

SHIRLEY  (W.  N.).— Elijah  :  Four  Univer- 
sity Sermons.     Fcp.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

SMITH  (Rev.  Travers).— Man's  Knowledgb 
OF  Man  and  of  God.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
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SMITH  (W.  Saumarez).— The  Blood  of  th3 
New  Covenant  :  An  Essay.   Cr.  8vo.   zs.  td. 

STANLEY  (Dean).--THE  National!  HANKS- 
GIVING.  Sermons  Preached  in  Westminster 
Abbey.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  8vo.    2s.  td. 

Addresses  and  Sermons  delivered  in 

America,  1878.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

STEWART  (Prof.  Balfour)  and  TAIT  (Prof. 
P.  G.).— The  Unseen  Universe,  or  Phy- 
sical Speculations  on  a  Future  State. 
T5th  Edit.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

Paradoxical  Philosophy  :  A  Sequel  to 

the  above.    Cr.  8vo.     ts.  6d. 

STUBBS  (Rev.  C.  W.).— For  Christ  and 
City.    Sermons  and  Addresses.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

TAIT  (.'irchbp.).— The  Present  Condition 
of  the  Church  of  England.  Primary 
Visitation  Charge.     3rd  Edit.    8vo.    31. 6d. 

Duties  of  the  Church  of  England 

Second  Visitation  Addresses.    8vo.    4^.  6d. 

The  Church  of  the  Future.  Quad 

rennial  Visitation  Charges.    Cr.  8vo.     V-  6d 

TAYLOR   (Isaac).— The    Restoration    or 

Belief.    Cr.  8vo.    85.  6d. 
TEMPLE   (Frederick,   Bishop  of  London).— 

Sermons  Preached    in   the  Chapel  of 

Rugby  School.  Second  Series.  Ex.  fcp.  8vo. 

f)S.   Third  Series   4th  Edit.    Ext.  fcp.  8vo.    61 

The    Relations    Between    Religion 

AND    Science.      Bampton    Lectures,    i83, 
7th  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

TRENCH  (Archbishop).  —  The  HuLSEA^ 
Lectures  for  1845 — 6-    8vo.    7.5.  6d. 

TULLOCH  (Principal).— The  Christ  of  the 
Gospels  and  the  Christ  of  Modern 
Criticism.    Ext.  fcp.  8vo.    i,s.  6d. 

VAUGHAN  (C.  J.,  Dean  of  LandaflF).— Me- 
morials of  Harrow  Sundays.  8vo.  ioj.6<i. 
Epiph  any, Lent, AND  Easter.  8vo.ias.6«/. 

Heroes  OF  Faith.  2nd  Edit.  Cr.  8vo.  6s 

Life's   Work    and   God's   Discipline. 

Ext.  fcp.  Svo.     2 J.  6d. 

The    Wholesome    Words    of    Jesos 

Christ.    2nd  Edit.    Fcp.  Svo.    3J.  6d. 

Foesof Faith.  2ndEdit.  Fcp.8vo.  ■is.6d. 

Christ  Satisfying  the  Instincts  of 

Humanity.    2nd  Edit.    Ext.  fcp.  8vo.    ■is.6d. 

Counsels  for  Young  Students.    Fcp. 

Svo.    7.S.  6d. 

The  Two  Great  Temptations.     2nd 

Edit.    Fcp.  8vo.    3i.  6d. 

Addresses    for    Young    Clergymen. 

Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    \s.  6d. 

"Mv  Son,  Give  Me  Thine  Heart. 

Ext.  fcp.  8vo.    5i. 

Rest  Awhile.    Addresses  to  Toilers  in 

the  Ministry.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    ^s. 

Temple  Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    \as.6d. 

Authorised    or    Revised?     Sermons. 

Cr.  Svo.     7^.  6d. 

Lessons  of  the  Cross  and  Passion  ; 

Words  from  the  Cross  ;  The  Reign  of 
Sin  ;  The  Lord's  Prayer.  Four  Courses 
of  Lent  Lectures.    Cr.  8vo.    lOJ.  6d. 

• University  Sermons,  New  and  Old. 

Cr.  8vo.     10s.  6d. 

The  Prayers  of  Jesus  Christ.    Globe 

Svo.     3.9. 6d. 

Doncaster  Sermons  ;  Lessons  of  Life 

AND  Godliness  ;  Words  from  the  Gos- 
pels.    Cr.  Svo.     10s.  6d. 


VAUGHAN  (C.  J.,  Dean  of  LlandalT).— 
Notes  for  Lectures  on  Confirmation. 
14th  Edit.     Fcp.  Svo.    IS.  6d. 

Restful  Thoughts  in  Restless  Times. 

Crown  Svo.     5J. 

VAUGHAN  (Rev.  D.  J.).— The  Present 
Trial  of  Faith.    Cr.  Svo.    5^. 

VAUGHAN  (Rev.  E.  T.)— Some  Reasons  of 
OUR  Christian  Hope.  Hulsean  Lectures 
for  1S75.    Cr.  Svo.    6s.  6d. 

VAUGH.AN  (Rev.  Robert).— Stones  from 
the  Quarry.     Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    3J. 

VENN  (Rev.  John).— On  some  Character- 
istics OF  Belief,  Scientific,  and  Re- 
ligious. Hulsean  Lectures,  iS6q.  Svo.  6s.6d. 

WELLDON  (Rev.  J.  E.  C.).— The  Spiritoal 
Life  :  and  other  Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

WESTC0TT(Rt.  Rev.  B.  F.,  Bishop  of  Dur- 
ham).— On  the  Religious  Office  of  the 
Universities.    Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    4s.  6d. 

Gifts  FOR  Ministry.  Addresses  to  Can- 
didates for  Ordination.    Cr.  Svo.     -is.  6d. 

The  Victory  of  the  Cross.     Sermons 

Preached  in  iSSS.    Cr.  Svo.    3^.  6d. 

From  Strength  to  Strength.    Three 

Sermons(In  Memoriam  J.  B.  D.).  Cr.  Svo.  zi. 

The  Revelation  of  the  Risen  Lord. 

4th  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

The  Historic  Faith.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

The  Gospel  of   the   Resurrection. 

6th  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

The  Revelation  of  the  Father.  Cr. 

Svo.  6s. 

Christus  Consummator.    Cr.  Svo.     ts. 

Some  Thoughts  from  the  Ordinal. 

Cr.  Svo.    IS.  6d. 

Social  Aspects  of  Christianity.    Cr. 

Svo.    6s. 

The  Gospel  of  Life.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Essays  in  the  History  of  Religioos 

Thought  in  the  West.    Globe  Svo.    ss. 

WHITTUCK(C.  A.).— Church  of  England 
and  Recent  Religious  Thought.  Cr. 
Svo.     7,?.  6d. 

WICKHAM  (Rev.  E.  C.).— Wellington 
College  Sermons.    Cr.  Svo.    6^. 

WILKINS  (Prof.  A.  S.).— The  Light  of  thb 
World:  .\n  Essay.   2nd  Ed.  Cr.  Svo.  -v.td. 

WILLINK  (.A.).— The  World  of  the  Un- 
seen.    Cr.  Svo.     3*.  6d. 

WILSON  (J.  M.,  Archdeacon  of  Manchester). 
—Sermons  Preached  in  Clifton  Collbck 
Chapel,    and  Series,  18SS — go.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Essays  and. Addresses.    Cr.  8vo.    4S.6d. 

SomeContributions  TO  the  Religious 

Thought  of  our  Time.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

WOOD(C.  J.).— Survivals  IN  Christi.inity. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
WOOD  (Rev.   E.   G.).— The  Regal  Power 

of  the  Church.    Svo.    4s.6d. 

THERAPEUTICS.    (See  Medicine,  p.  24.) 
TRANSLATIONS. 

From  the  Greek— From  tlu  Italian-  Front  th* 
Latin— Into  Latin  and  Crfck  Verse. 

From  the  Greek. 
AESCHYLUS.— The  SupPLiCEs.  With  Trans- 
lation, by  T.  G.  Tucker,  Liit.D.  Svo.  los.td. 
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TRANSLATIONS-^.'«j'/««^«'. 

AESCHVrUS. — The  Seven  acsainst  The- 
bes. Witb  Translation,  by  A.  W.  Verrall, 
Litt.D      8vo.    ys.  6d. 

The  Choephori.    With  Translation.     By 

the  same.     8vo.     12^. 

EuMENiDES.     With   Verse    Translation, 

by  Bernard  Drake,  M.A.    8vo.    <is. 

ARATUS.    (See  PHYsioGRAPny,  p.  30.) 

ARISTOPHANES.— The  Birds.  Trans,  into 
English  Verse,  by  B.  H.  Kennedy.    Bvo.   6s. 

ARISTOTLE  ON  FALLACIES;  or,  Thb 
SoPHlSTiCi  Elenchi.  with  Translation,  by 
E.  PosTE   M.A.    8vo.    Ss.  6d. 

ARISTOTLE. — The  First  Book  of  the 
Metaphysics  of  Aristotle.  By  a  Cam- 
bridge Graduate.    8vo.    5^. 

The  Politics.     By  J.  E.  C.  Welldon, 

M.A.    Cr.  Svo.     loj.  6d. 

The  Rhetoric.  Bysame.  Cr.Svo.  js.bd. 

-  The  Nicomachean  Ethics.  By  same. 
Cr.  Svo.     7^.  6ci. 

On  the  Constitution  of  Athens.   By 

E.  PosTE.     2nd  Edit.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

BION.    (See  Theocritus.) 
HERODOTUS.— The  History.     By  G.   C 
Macaulay,  M.A.    2  vols.    Cr.  Svo.     iZs. 

HOMER. — The  Odyssey  done  into  Eng- 
lish Prose,  by  S.  H.  Butcher,  M.A.,  and 
A.  Lang,  M.A.    Cr.  Svo.    6^. 

The  Odyssey.    Books  I.— XII.     Transl 

into  English  Verse  by  Earl  of  Carnarvon. 
Cr.  Svo.'    70.  6d. 

The  Iliad  done  into  English  Prose, 

by  Andrew    Lang,    Walter    Leaf,    ana 
Ernest  Myers.    Cr.  Svo.    12s.  6d. 

MELEAGER.— Fifty  Poems.  Translated 
into  English  Verse  by  Walter  Headlam 
Fcp.  4to.    7S.  dd. 

MOSCHUS.    (See  Theocritus). 

PINDAR.— The  Extant  Odes.  By  Ernest 
Myers.    Cr.  Svo.    5^. 

PLATO.— TiM^us.  With  Translation,  by 
R.  D.  Archer-Hind,  M.A.  Svo.  i6i. 
(See  also  Golden  Treasury  Series,  p.  22.) 

POLYBIUS.— The  Histories.  By  E.  S 
Shuckburgh.    Cr.  Svo.    24J. 

SOPHOCLES.— GEdipus  the  King.  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse  by  E.  D.  A.  Mors, 
head,  M.A.    Fcp.  Svo.    3i.  6rf. 

THEOCRITUS,  BION,  and  MOSCHUS. 
By  A.  Lang,  M.A.  i8mo.  2.r.6<i?.  net. — Lar^e 
Paper  Edition.     Svo.    gj. 

XENOPHON.  —  The  Complete  Works- 
By  H.  G.  Dakvns,  M.A.  Cr.  Svo.- Vols.  I 
and  II.     10.?.  (id.  each. 

From  the  ItaJian. 

DANTE.— The  Purgatory.  With  Transl. 
and  Notes,  by  A.  J.  Butler.  Cr.  Svo.  xis.M. 

The  Paradise.    By  the  same.    2nd  Edit. 

Cr.  Svo.     i2i.  td. 

The  Hell.  By  the  same.  Cr.Svo.  \2S.td. 

De    Monarchia.     By  F.   J.   Church. 

Svo.    4?.  kd. 

The  Divine  Comedy.  By  C.  E.  Nor- 
ton. I.  Hell.  II.  Purgatory.  III. 
Paradise.    Cr.  Svo.    6j.  each. 


DANTE. — New  Life  of  Dante.  Transl.  by 
C.  E.  Norton,     is. 

The    Pukgatory.     Transl.    by    C.    L 

Shadwell.     Ext.  cr.  Svo.     lar.  net. 

From  the  Latin. 

CICERO. — The  Life  and  Letters  of  Mar-- 
cus  Tullius  Cicero.     By  the  Rev.  G.  E. 
Jeans,  M.A.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    los.  td. 

TheAcademics.  ByJ.S.REiD.  Svo.  y.td. 

HORACE :  The  Works  of.  By  J.  Lonsdalb, 

M.A.,  and  S.  Lee,  M.A.    Gl.  Svo.     3^.  dd. 

The  Odes  in  a  Metrical  Paraphrask. 

ByR.M.HovENDEN,B.A.  Ext. fcp. Svo.  4.1. 6af. 

Life  and  Character  :  an  Epitome  of 

his   .Satires   and   Epistles.      By   R.    M. 
Hovenden,  B.A.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    4J.  6rf. 

Word  for  Word  from  Horace  :   The 

Odes  Literally  Versified.    By  W.  T.  Thorn- 
ton, C.B.    Cr.  Svo.    7.?.  dd. 

JUVENAL. — Thirteen  Satires.    By  Alex. 

Leeper,  LL.D.     New  Ed.     Cr.  Svo.    v-  6d. 
IVY.— Books  XXL— XXV.     The  Second 

Punic  War.     By  A.  J.  Church,  M.A.,  and 

W.  J.  Brodrieb,  M.A.    Cr.  Svo.    7^.  6d. 
MARCUS    AURELIUS    ANTONINUS.— 

Book   IV.   of   the   Meditations.      With 

Translation  and  Commentary,  by  H.  Cross- 

UEY,  M.A.    Svo.    ts. 
SALLUST. — The  Conspiracy  of  Catiline 

and  the  Jugurthine  War.     By  A.   W. 

Pollard.    Cr.  Svo.    ts. — Catiline,    v. 
TACITUS,    The    Works    of.       By    A.    J. 

Church,  M.A.,  and  W.  J.  Brodribb,  M.A. 

The  History.    4th  Edit.    Cr.  i-vo.    6s. 

The  Agricola  and  Germania.    With  the 
Dialogue  on  Oratory.    Cr.  Svo.    4^-.  6d. 

The  Annals,    jth  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    7^.  6d. 
VIRGIL:  The  Works  OF.    By  J.  Lonsdale, 

M. A.,  and  S.  Lee,  M.A.    Globe  Svo.    3^.  6d. 

The  iENEiD.    By  J.  W.  Mackail,  M.A. 

Cr.  Svo.    Ts.  6d. 

Into  Latin  and  Greek  Verse. 
CHURCH  (Rev.  A.  J.).— Latin  Version  of 

Selections   from    Tennyson.      By   Prof. 

CoNiNGTON,    Prof.    Seeley,    Dr.    Hessey, 

T.  E.  Kebbel,  &c.    Edited  by  A.  J.  Church, 

M.A.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    6s. 
GEDDES  (Prof.  W.  D.).— Flosculi  Gr^ci 

BOREALES.      Cr.  Svo.      6s. 

KYNASTON  (Herbert  D.D.).— Exemplaria. 
Cheltoniensia.    Ext.  fcp.  Svo.    $s. 

VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS. 

(See  also  History,  p.  10;   Sport,  p.  32.) 

A.PPLETON  (T.  G.).— A  Nile  Journal. 
Illustrated  by  Eugene  Ben.son.  Cr.  Svo.   6*. 

'■  BACCHANTE."  The  Cruise  of  H.M.S. 
"  Bacchante,"  1S79 — 1S82.  Compiled  from 
the  Private  Journals,  Letters  and  Note-books 
of  Prince  Albert  Victor  and  Prince 
George  of  Wales.  By  the  Rev.  Canon 
Dalton.    2  vols.     Med.  Svo.     S2J.  6d. 

BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.).— Ismailia.  A 
Narrative  of  the  Expedition  to  Central 
Africa  for  the  Suppression  of  the  Slave  Trade, 
organised  by  Ismail,  Khedive  of  Egypt. 
Cr.  Svo.     65. 


VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS— BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 


4» 


BAKER  (Sir  Samuel  W.).— The  Nile  Tribu- 
taries OF  Abyssinia,  and  the  Sword 
Hunters  of  the  Hamran  Arabs.  Cr. 
8vo.    6s. 

The  Albert  N'yanza  Great  Basin  of 

THE  Nile  and  Exploration  of  the  Nile 
Sources.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

Cyprus  AS  I  SAW  it  IN  1879.   8vo.   12s.  6d. 

BARKERCLadj').— A  Year's  Housekeeping 

in  South  Africa.    Illustr.    Cr.  8vo.    3J.  6d. 

Station  Life  in  New  Zealand.    Cr. 

8vo.    3.?.  6d. 

Letters  to  Guy.    Cr.  8vo.    %s. 

BLENNERHASSETT(R.)and  SLEEMAN 

(L.) — Adventures  IN  I\Iashonaland.  Ext. 

cr.  Svo.     Si'.  6d.  net. 
BOUGH  rON  (G.  H.)  and  ABBEY  (E.  A.).— 

Sketching  Rambles  in  Holland.    With 

Illustrations.    Fcp.  4to.    2iJ. 
BROOKS  (P.).— Letters  of  Travel.     E.xt. 

cr.  Svo.     8.S-.  6d.  net. 
BRYCE    (James,    M. P. ).— Transcaucasia 

AND  Ararat.     3rd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    q^. 
CAMERON  (V.  L.).— Our  Future  Highway 

TO  India.    2  vols.    Cr.  Svo.    zis. 
CAMPBELL  (J.  F.).— My  Circular  Notes. 

Cr.  Svo.    6^. 
CARLES(W.R.).— LifeinCore-zv.  8vo.12j.64/. 
CAUCASUS:    Notes  on  the.     By"\VAN- 

derer."    Svo.    qs. 
CRAIK  (Mrs.). — An    Unknown    Country. 

Illustr.  by  F.  Noel  Paton.  Roy.  Svo.  TS.6d. 

An  Unsentimental  Journey  through 

Cornwall.    Illustrated.    4to.    i2j.  6d. 

DILKE  (Sir  Charles).     {See  pp.  26,  31.) 
DUFF  (Right  Hon.  Sir  M.  E.  Grant).— Notes 

of  an  Indian  [ourney.    Svo.    10s.  6d 
FORBES  (.Archibald).— Souvenirs  of  some 

Continents.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

Barracks,    Bivouacs,    and    Battles. 

Cr.  Svo.     is.  6d 

FORBES-MITCHELL(\V.)-Reminiscences 

of  THE  Great  Mutiny.  Cr.  Svo.  8i.6rf.net. 
FULLERTON  (W.  M.).— In  Cairo.     Fcp. 

8vo.     3J.  6d. 
GONE  TO  TEXAS  :   Letters  from  Our 

Boys.  Ed.  by  Thos.  Hughes.  Cr.Svo.  \s.6d. 
GORDON    (Lady    Duff).  —  Last    Letters 

from  Egypt,  towhich  are  added  Letters 

FROM  the  Cape.    2nd  Edit.    Cr.  Svo.    qj. 
GREEN    (W.    S.).— Among   the   Selkirk 

Glaciers.    Cr.  Svo.    -js.  6d. 
HOOKER  (Sir  Joseph  D.)  and  BALL  (J.).— 

Journal  of  a  Tour  in  Marocco  and  the 

Great  Atlas.    Svo.    21.?. 
HCTBNER  (Baron  von).— A  Ramble  Round 

the  World.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
HUGHES  (Thos.).— Rugby,  Tennessee.  Cr. 

Svo.    \s.  6d. 
K.'^LM.— Account  OF  his  Visit  to  England. 

Trans,  by  J.  LucAs.     Illus.     Svo.     \2s.  net. 
KINGSLEY  (Charles).— At  Last  :  A  Christ- 
mas in  the  West  Indies.    Cr.  Svo.    iS.  6d. 
KINGSLEY     (Henry).  —  Tales     of     Old 

Travel.    Cr.  Svo.    is.  6d. 
KIPLING   (J.    L.).— Beast    and    Man    in 

India.     Illustrated.     Ext.  cr.  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 


MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.).— Rambles  and 
Studies  in  Greece.  Illust.  Cr.Svo.  ios.6d. 

MAHAFFY  (Prof.  J.  P.)  and  ROGERS 
(J.  E.).— Sketches  from  a  Tour  through 
Holland  a.nd  Germany.  Illustrated  by 
J.  E.  Rogers.    Ext.  cr.  Svo.     los.  6d. 

NORDENSKIOLD.  —  Voy.\ge  of  the 
"Vega"  round  Asia  and  Europe.  By 
Baron  A.  E.  Von  Nordenskiold.  Trans,  by 
Alex.  Leslie.  400  Illustrations,  Maps,  etc. 
2  vols.  Svo.   45i. — Popular  Edit.  Cr.Svo.   6s. 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.).    (Sec  History,  p.  11.) 

OLIVER  (Capt.  S.  P.).— Madagascar  :  An 
Historical  and  Descriptive  Account  op 
the  Island.    2  vols.     Med.  Svo.    52J.  6d. 

PALGRAVE  (W.  GifTord).— A  Narrative 
OF  A  Year's  Journey  through  Central 
and  Eastern  Arabia,  1862-63.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Dutch  Guiana.    Svo.    gj. 

Ulysses  ;     or,    Scenes    and    Studies    in 

many  Lands.    Svo.     12.S.  6d. 

PERSIA,  EASTERN.  An  Account  of  the 
Journeys  of  the  Persian  Boundary 
Commission,  1870-71-72.     2  vols.     Svo.    42^. 

PIKE(W  )—TheBarrenGroundof North- 
ern Canada.     Svo.     \qs.  6d. 

ST.  JOHNSTON  (A.).— Camping  among 
Cannibals.    Cr.  Svo.    4^.  6d. 

SANDYS  (J.  E.).— An  Easter  Vacation  in 
Greece.    Cr.  Svo.    3^.  6d. 

SMITH  (G.)-A  Trip  to  England.  Pott 
Svo.     3J. 

STRANGFORD  (Viscountess).  —  Egyptian 
Sepulchres  and  Syrian  Shrines.  New 
Edition.    Cr.  Svo.    ts.  6d. 

TAVERNIER  (Baron):  Travels  in  India 
OF  Jean  Baptiste  Tavernier.  Transl. 
by  V.  Ball,  LL.D.     2  vols.     Svo.     42^. 

TRISTR/VM.    (See  Illustrated  Books.) 

TURNER  (Rev.  G.).    (S,:e  Anthropology.) 

WALLACE  (A.  R.).  (.SV«  Natural  History.) 

WATERTON  (Charles).— Wanderings  in 
South  America,  the  North-West  of 
the  United  States,  and  the  Antilles. 
Edited  by  Rev.  J.  G.  Wood.  Illustr.  Cr. 
Svo.    6s. — Peoples  Edition.    410.    6d. 

WATSON  (R.  -Spence).- A  Visit  to  V/azan, 
theSacredCitvof Morocco.   Svo.   jos.6d. 

YOUNG,  Books  for  the. 

(See  aiso  Biblical  flisToKV,  p.  33.) 

/ESOP— CALDECOTT.— Some  of  .^sop's 
Fables,  with  Modern  Instances,  shown  in 
Designs  by  Randolph  Caldecott.  410.  51. 

ARIOSTO.- Paladin  and  Saracen.  Stories 
from  Ario.sto.  By  H.  C.  Hollwav-Cal- 
Throp.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

ATKINSON  (Rev.  J.  C.).— The  Last  or 
the  Giant  Killers.     Globe  Svo.     ,s.  td. 

Walks,  Talks,  Travels,  .^nd  Exploits 

OF  two  Schoolboys.    Cr.  8vo.    3-  6d. 

Playhours   and   Half-Holidays,   or 

Further  Experiences  of  two  School- 
boys.    Cr.  Svo.     34-  6d 

Scenes  in  Fairyland.    Cr.  Svo.    4^.  6<i. 

AWDRY  (Frances).— Thf,  Story  of  a  Fel- 
low Soldier.  (A  Life  of  Bishop  PattesoD 
for  the  Young.)    Globe  Svo.    iS.  td. 
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BAKER  (Sir  S.  W.).— True  Tales  for  mv 
Grandsons.     Illustrated.     Cr.  8vo.     33.  td. 

Cast  up  by  the  Sea  :  or,  The  Adven- 
tures OF  Ned  Gray.    Illust     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

CARROLL   (Lewis).— Alice's    Adventures 

IN  Wonderland.     With  42  Illustrations  by 

Tenniel.    Cr.  8vo.    ts.  net. 

People's  Edition.  With  all  the  original 
Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo.    ■2s.  6d.  net. 

A  German  Translation  of  the  same. 
Cr.  8vo.  (ss.  net.  -A  French  Transla- 
tion of  the  same.  Cr.  8vo.  ds.  net. 
An  Italian  Translation  of  the  same. 
Cr.  8vo.     ds.  net. 

Alice's    Adventures    Under-ground. 

Being  a  Fascimile  of  the  Original  MS.  Book, 
afterwards  developed  into  "  Alice's  Adven- 
tures in  Wonderland."  With  27  Illustrations 
by  the  Author.    Cr.  8vo.    4J   net. 

CARROLL  (Lewis).— Through  the  Look- 

ing-Glass  anl  what  Alice  found  there. 

With  50  Illustrations  by  Tenniel.     Cr.  8vo. 

6s.  net 

People's  Edition.  With  all  the  original 
Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo.    2s.  6d.  net. 

People's  Edition  of  "  Alice's  Adventures  in 
Wonderland,"  and  "Through  the  Looking- 
Glass."    I  vol.    Cr.  8vo.    4 J.  6rf.  net. 

Rhyme?  and  Reason?  With  65  Illus- 
trations by  Arthur  B.  Frost,  and  9  by 
Henry  Holiday.    Cr.  8vo.    6s.  net. 

A  Tangled  Tale.    With  6  Illustrations 

by  Arthur  B.  Frost.    Cr.  8vo.    4^.  6d.  net. 

Sylvie  and  Bruno.     With  46  Illustra- 

tionsbyHARRvFuRNiss.   Cr.  8vo.  7i.6rf.net. 

(Coticluded').     With  Illustrations  by 

Harry  Furniss.     Cr.  Svo.     7^.  6d.  net. 

TheNursery"Alice."  TwentyColoured 

Enlargements  from  Tenniel's  Illustrations 
to  "Alice's  Adventures  in  Wonderland," 
with  Text  adapted  to  Nursery  Readers. 
4to.    4j.net. — People  s  Edition.   4to.   2f.net. 

The  Hunting  OF  THE  Snark,  An  AG0N7 

IN  Eight  Fits.  With  9  Illustrations  by 
Henry  Holiday.    Cr.  Svo.    4^.  6rf.  net. 

CLIFFORD  (Mrs.  W.K.).— Anyhow  Stories. 
With  Illustrations  by  Dorothy  Tennant 
Cr.  Svo.    TS.  6d.  ;  paper  covers,  is. 

CORBETT  (Julian).— For  God  and  Gold. 
Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

CRAIK  (Mrs.).— Alice  Learmont  :  A  Fair? 
Tale.    Illustrated.    Globe  Svo.    2^.  6d. 

The  Adventures  OF  a  Brownie.    Illus 

trated  by  Mrs.  Allingham.    G1.  Svo.  ■2S.6d. 

The   Little    Lame    Prince    and    h'S 

Travelling  Cloak.  Illustrated  by  J.  McL 
Ralston.    Globe  8vo.    is.  6d. 

Our  Year  :  A  Child's  Book  in  Prose 

AND  Verse.    Illustrated.    Gl.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

Little   Sunshine's    Holiday.      Globe 

Svo.    2i.  6d. 

The  Fairy  Book  :  The  Best  Popula* 

Fairy  Stories.    Pott  Svo.    2^-.  6d.  net. 

Children  s  Poetry.   Ex.  fcp.  Svo.  4^.6^. 

Songs  of  our  Youth.    Small  4to.    6s. 

DE  MORGAN  (Mary).— The  Necklace  of 
Princess  Fiorimonde,  and  other  Stories. 
Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.  Ext.  fcp. 
8vo.  3^.  6rf.— Large  Paper  Ed.,  with  Illus- 
trations on  India  Paper.     100  copies  printed. 


FOWLER  (W.  W.).  {See  Natural  Historv.) 

GREENWOOD  (Jessy  E.).  —  The  Moon 
Maiden:  andotherStories.  Cr.Svo.  v.6d. 

GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES.  Translated  by 
Lucy  Crane,  and  Illustrated  by  Walter 
Crane.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

KEARY  (A.  and  E.).  —  The  Heroes  of 
AsGARD.  Tales  from  Scandinavian  My- 
thology.   Globe  Svo.     2S.  6d 

KEARY (E.).— The  Magic  Valley.  Illustr. 
by  "  E.V.B."    Globe  Svo.    4s.  6d. 

KINGSLEY  (Charles).— The  Heroes;  or, 
Greek  Fairy  Tales  for  my  Children.  Cr.  Svo. 
3^.  6d. — Presentation  Ed,,  gilt  edges.  js.6d. 
Madam   How  and  Lady  Why  ,   or,  First 

Lessons  in  Earth- Lore.  Cr.  Svo.  3s,  6d. 
The  Water-Babies  :   A  Fairy  Tale  for  a 

Land  Baby.    Cr.  Svo.    3.S.  6rf.— New  Edit. 

Illus.  by  L.  Sambourne.  Fcp.  4to.  i2j.  6d. 

MACLAREN  (Arch.).— The  Fairy  Family. 

A   Series  of   Ballads  and    Metrical    Tales. 

Cr.  Svo.     <is. 
MACMILLAN  (Hugh).     {See  p.  38.) 

MADAME  TABBY'S  ESTABLISHMENT, 
ByKARi.  Illust. by L. Wain.  Cr.Svo.  ^s.6d. 

MAGUIRE  (J.  F.).— Young  Prince  Mari- 
gold.    Illustrated.    Globe  Svo.    4^.  6d. 

MARTIN    (Frances).  — The    Poet's    Hodr. 

Poetry  selected  for  Children.  Pott  Svo.  2s.6d. 
Spring-Time  with  the  Poets.  Pott  Svo. 

3J.  6d. 

MAZINI  (Linda).— In  the  Golden  Shell. 
With  Illustrations.    Globe  Svo.    4^.  6d. 

MOLESWORTH    (Mrs.).— Works.     Illustr. 
Globe    Svo.     2S.  6d.  each. 
"  Carrots,"  Just  a  Little  Boy. 
A  Christmas  Child. 
Christmas-Tree  Land. 
The  Cuckoo  Clock. 
Four  Winds  Farm. 
Grandmother  Dear. 
Herr  Baby. 
Little  Miss  Peggy. 
The  Rectory  Children. 
Rosy. 

The  Tapestry  Room. 
Tell  Me  a  Story. 
Two  Little  Waifs. 
"  Us"  :  An  Old-Fashioned  Story. 
Children  of  the  Castle. 
A  Christmas  Posy. 
Nurse  Heatherdale's  Story. 
The  Girls  and  I. 

Mary.     Illustrated  by  L.  Brooke.     Cr. 

Svo.     4Jr.  6d. 

Four  Ghost  Stories.    Cr.  Svo     6^. 

OLIPHANT    (Mrs.).  —  Agnes    Hopetoun's 

Schools  and  Holidays.  Illust.  Gl.  Svo.  ■2s.6d. 

PALGRAVE  (Francis  Turner).— The  Five 
Days'  Entertainments  at  Wentworth 
Grange.    Small  4to.    6^. 

The  Children's  Treasury  of  Lyrical 

Poetry.     Pott  Svo.     2s.  6d.—Ot  in  2  parts, 
ij.  each. 

PATMORE  (C.).— The  Children's  Gar- 
land from  the  best  Poets.  Pott  Svo. 
2S.  6d.  net. 
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ROSSETTI  (Christina).  — Speaking  Like 
NESSES.  Illust.  by  A.  Hughes.  Cr.Svo.  4s. 6d 

Sing-Song  :    A    Nursery    Rhyme-Book. 

Small  4to.     4^-.  6d. 

RUTH  AND  HER  FRIENDS:  A  Stort 
FOR  Girls.    Illustrated.    Globe  8vo.    2s.  6d. 

ST.  JOHNSTON  (A.). —Camping  among 
Cannibals.    Cr.  Svo.    41.  6d. 

Charlie  Asgarde  :    The   Story  of  a 

Friendship.     Illustrated  by  Hugh  Thom. 
SON.    Cr.  Svo.    5j. 

••'ST.   OLAVE'S"  (Author   oO-     Illustrated. 

Globe  Svo. 

When  I  was  a  Little  Girl.    2s.  6d. 

Nine  Years  Old.    2^.  6d. 

When  Papa  Comes  Home.    4s.  6d. 

Pansie's  Flour  Bin.    4^.  6d. 
STEWART  (Aubrey).— The  Tale  of  Trov. 

Done  into  English.    Globe  Svo.    3J.  6d. 
TENNYSON     (Lord). —Jack      and      the 

Bean-Stalk.    English  Hexameters.    Illust. 

by  R.  Cai.decott.    Fcp.  4to.    3^.  6d. 
"WANDERING  WILLIE"  (Author  of).— 

Conrad  the  Squirrel.    Globe  Svo.   2s.  6d. 

WARD    (Mrs.    T.    Humphry).— Milly    and 

Olly.     With   Illustrations  by  Mrs.   Alma 

Tadema.    Globe  Svo.    2s.  td. 
WEBSTER  (Augusta).— Daffodil  and  the 

Croaxaxicans.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 
WILLOUGHBY    (F.).— Fairy    Guardians. 

lUustr.  bv  TowNLEY  Green.  Cr.  Svo.  51. 
WOODS  (M.  A.).  (See  Collections,  p.  18.) 
VONGE  (Charlotte  M.).— The  Prince  and 

the  Page.    Cr.  Svo.    v.  (>d. 

A  Book  of  Golden  Deeds.    Pott  Svo 

2s.  td.  net.    Globe  Svo.    2s. — Abridged  Mdi 
Hon.     \s. 

Lances  of  Lynw^ood.     Cr.  Svo.     3^.  (>d. 

P's  and  Q's;  and  Little  Lucy's  Won 

DERFUL  Globe.   Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  y.  6d. 

A    Storehouse   of    Stories.     2    \ols- 

Globe  Svo.    2S.  td.  each. 

The    Population    of   an    Old   Pear 

Tree  ;  or,  Stories  of  Insect  Life.     From  E, 
Van  Bruyssel.    Illustr.     Gl.  Svo.    2s.  td. 


ZOOLOGY. 

Comparative  Anatomy — Practical  Zoology— 
Entomology — Ornithology, 

(See  also  Biology  ;  Natural  History  ; 
Physiology.) 

Comparative  Anatomy. 

FLOWER  (Sir  W.  H.).— An  Intpoduction 
to  the  Osteology  of  the  Mammalia. 
Illustrated.  3rd  Edit.,  revised  with  the  assist- 
anceofHANsGADOW,  Ph.D.  Cr.Svo.   los.td. 

HUMPHRY  (Prof.  Sir  G.  M.).— Observa- 
tions IN  Myology.    Svo.    6s. 


LANG  (Prof.  Arnold).— Text-Book  of  Com. 
PARATivE  Anatomy.  Transl.  by  H.  M.  and 
M.  Bernard.  Preface  by  Prof.  E.  Haec- 
KEL.    Illustr.    2  vols.    Svo.    Parti.    17j.net. 

PARKER  (T.  Jeffery).— A  Course  of  In- 
struction IN  Zootomy  (Vertebrata). 
Illustrated.    Cr.  Svo.    Ss  6d. 

PETTIGREW  (J.  Bell).— The  Physiology 
OF  THE  Circulation  in  Plants,  in  the 
Lower  Animals,  and  in  Man.     Svo.     12s. 

SHUFELDT  (R.  W.).— The  Myology  op 
the  Raven  (Corvus  corax  Sinuatus).  A 
Guide  to  the  Study  of  the  Muscular  System 
in  Birds.    Illustrated.    Svo.    iv.  net. 

A^IEDERSHEIM  (Prof.  R.).— Elements  op 
the  Comparative  Anatomy  of  Verte- 
brates. Adapted  by  W.  Newton  Parker. 
With  Additions.    Illustrated.    Svo.    12s.  6d. 

Practical  Zoology. 

HOWES  (Prof.  G.  B.).— .Vn  Atlas  of  Prac- 
tical Elementary  Biology.  With  a  Pre- 
face by  Prof.  Huxley.    4to.    14s. 

HUXLEY  (T.  H.)  and  MARTIN  (H.  N.).— 
A  Course  of  Elementary  Instruction 
IN  Practical  Biology.  Revised  and  ex- 
tended by  Prof.  G.  B.  Howes  and  D.  H. 
Scott,  Ph.D.    Cr.Svo.    ios.6d 

THOMSON  (Sir  C.  WyviUe).— The  Voyage 
OF  THE  "Challenger"  :  The  Atlantic. 
With  Illustrations,  Coloured  Maps,  Charts, 
etc      2  vols.     Svo.     4S.r. 

THOMSON  (Sir  C.  Wyville).— The  Depths 
OF  THE  Se.\.  An  Account  of  the  Results  of 
the  Dredging  Cruises  of  H.M.SS.  "Light- 
ning" and  "Porcupine,"  1868-69-70.  With 
Illustrations,  Maps,  and  Plans.   Svo.    ^is.td. 

Entomology. 

BADENOCH   (L.   N.)— Romance  ok   thb 

Insect  World.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
BUCKTON  (G.  B.).— Monograph  ok  thb 

British  Cicad^e,  or  Tettigid/k.     2  vols. 

42j.nct  ;  or  in  8  Parts.    &s.  each  net. 
LUBBOCK  (Sir  John).— The   Origin    and 

Metamorphoses  of  Insects.     Illustrated. 

Cr.  Svo.    3s.  6d. 
SCUDDER    (S.    H.).— Fossil    Insects    op 

North    America.      Map    and    Plates,      a 

vols.     4to.     gos.  net. 

Omitliology. 

COUES  (Elliott).— Key  to  North  .Vmkricam 
Birds.     Illustrated.    Svo.     2/.  2S. 

Handbook  of  Field  and  General  Or- 
nithology.   Illustrated.    Svo.     los.  net. 

F0WLER(W.W.).  (5«r Natural  History.) 

WHITE  (Gill>ert).    (See  Natural  History.) 
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